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INTRODUCTION 


T IS a mistake to think that biography is uninteresting. The life stories of 
men and women who have done things can be made far more interesting 
than make-believe tales, and they have the added merit of being true. The pic- 
ture of the poor farmer boy, Abraham Lincoln, living in a log cabin and read- 
ing by the light of a pine knot, is more appealing than the liveliest adventures 
of some fairy prince. 

The stories of other boys and girls always enlist the attention of our own 
children. They picture themselves in the shoes of Michelangelo, the boy sculp- 
tor, or of Jenny Lind, the girl who wanted to sing. ‘What did they do next, 
Mother?” will be the invariable question. 

In “Boys and Girls Who Became Famous,” we have further emphasized 
this story-telling approach by beginning with the boyhood and girlhood of our 
subjects. Here are “The Boyhood of a Story-Teller” (Stevenson), “A Nurse’s 
Girlhood” (Florence Nightingale), “An Inventor’s Boyhood” (Edison), and 
a dozen other typical stories. These are followed by “Boys and Girls of Many 
Lands,’ where we march under the banners of William the Conqueror, or 
Prince Arthur, or Napoleon. Those heroic days of the past are made very 
real indeed. 

“Some Famous Girls of History” next cross the stage—Queen Clotilda, 
Elizabeth of Hungry, Joan of Arc, Lady Jane Grey, Queen Victoria. We do 
not first meet them in their armor or robes of state, but as little girls living 
the normal, happy life of our girls of to-day. Such stories have an irresisti- 
ble appeal to the heart of girlhood. 

In “Stories from American History” the same human, intimate approach 
is made. Here are told in lively text and picture the exploits of Israel Put- 
nam, Nathan Hale, Molly Pitcher, Betsy Ross, Wolfe and Montcalm, William 
Penn, Franklin, Washington, Lafayette, Jefferson, and other leaders down to 
Pershing and Wilson. The adventures of pioneers, such as Daniel Boone, 
Lewis and Clark, Johnny Appleseed, and others are just the sort of stories to 
make every boy’s eyes sparkle. And as he hears these true tales of hardship and 
heroism he is getting a grounding in patriotism which he will never lose. 
Moreover, this furnishes an easy, natural introduction to the later study of 
our national history, as the tales are arranged chronologically. 

“Mighty Rulers and Heroes” come next, with inspiring stories of Charle- 
magne, the Empire Builder, Queen Elizabeth, Sir Walter Raleigh, Cromwell, 
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Admiral Nelson, and a dozen other national heroes. To understand the spirit 
of a great nation we must know the spirit of its accredited leaders. 

“Makers of Canada” concludes this rich volume, and—as in the section de- 
voted to the United States—it gives young readers an opportunity to learn his- 
tory largely through the life stories of the men and women who made the 
great Dominion possible. We begin back at the time of Jacques Cartier and 
other bold French voyagers and explorers, and come on down to the time of 
Sir Wilfred Laurier and present-day leaders. It is a picturesque story, graph- 
ically told in text and illustration. 

These stories are told by various writers—men and women of skilled pens 
who have mastered the art of telling tales to young people. They are the 
farthest possible removed from the old-style biography, beginning “He was 
born,” and ending “He died.”’ They start out as briskly and actively as any 
“made-up” story, and they hold the interest straight through to the end. Yet 
they are true, and being true, they carry the finest sort of inspiration to the 
young hearers to make something of himself and herself when they grow up. 

As in other volumes, not the least of its appeals are pictures and page 
decorations scattered through lavishly, many of the plates being in full color. 
“Boys and Girls Who Became Famous” fittingly concludes this series and, if 
we mistake not, will be a lasting favorite with readers long before they reach 
their teens. 
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“Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 


And departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time.” 
—Longfellow. 


THE BOYHOOD OFA’ STORY- LEELER 


(Rosert Louis STEVENSON) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


“My tea is nearly ready, and the sun has left the 
It’s oF to take the window and see Leerie going 
For és night at tea-time and before you take 

your seat 
With lantern and with ladder he comes posting 
up the street.” 

“Wat luck it is to have a lamp before 

our very own door,” thought little Louis 

Stevenson as he stood by the nursery 

window to watch for the lamplighter. 

One by one the lamps along Howard 

Place, Edinburgh, were touched into 

points of light, until the lamplighter 

reached No. 8, and then came the 
crowning joy of all, when Leerie stopped 
to light that special lamp. Would he 
look up and see the small face pressed 
against the window, and nod “good eve- 
ning,’ or would he be too busy to think 
of little boys? 

It was no wonder that the coming of 
the lamplighter was so eagerly looked 


for! The winter days were often long 
and wearisome to the little child shut 
up in the nursery there, but everything 
he could see from his window was in- 
teresting and exciting. 

Lowis, or “Smout”’ <as his father 
called him, was so often ill, and caught 
cold so easily in the bitter cold Edin- 
burgh winds, that he was often kept in- 
doors the whole winter through, and 
all that he saw of the outside world 
was through his nursery window. They 
were happy days indeed when he was 
well enough to play about the nursery, 
to lie flat on the floor chalking and 
painting his pictures, and to watch for 
Leerie when the gloaming came. 

But there were many other days spent 
in bed, when Louis was obliged to make- 
believe a good deal to keep himself 
happy, as he sat up with a little shawl 
pinned round his shoulders and his toys 
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arranged on the counterpane beside him. 

But there was always someone at 
hand ready to comfort the child. His 
nurse, Alison Cunningham, ‘‘Cummie” 
as he called her, never failed him. She 
was always there to soothe the pain, al- 
ways patient and always gentle with the 
poor little weary boy. His nurseries 
changed from one house to another, but 
Cummie was always there. The feel- 
ing of “her most comfortable hand’’ he 
never forgot. 
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One day, when Louis was only three 
years old, he was left alone with his 
mother after dinner and remembered 
that Cummie always wrapped a shawl 
about her; but there was no shawl to 
be found, so he reached up and took a 
doily off the table, carefully unfolded it, 
and spread it over as much of her as it 
would cover, 


2 


“That’s a wee bittie, mamma,” he 
said comfortingly. 


Cummie was very strict about the 
observance of Sunday. Louis learned to 
repeat long passages out of the Bible, 
besides Psalms and hymns, and he al- 
ways recited them with a great deal of 
action, his small hands scarcely ever 
still, and his dark eyes shining with ex- 
citement. 


With mother and Cummie to amuse 
him all day long, he was rather like a 
small prince in the nursery, and it was 
his will and pleasure that someone 
should constantly read to him. 


He never could listen quietly to any 
story, but must always try to act it, 
slaying dragons, attacking the en- 
emy, galloping off on a fiery horse to 
carry news to the enemy, until he was 
tired out, and Cummie would smooth 
back the hair from his hot forehead, and 
try to persuade him to rest. 

“Sit down and bide quiet for a bittie,” 
she said, and coaxed him to sew a piece 
of his kettle-holder, or knit the garter 
that was as black as only a child’s gum- 
my little hands could make it. 

But it was not only Cummie who 
watched over and cared for little Louis, 
there were his father and his mother 
too. Often during the night the nursery 
door would open gently and his father 
would come in and sit by his bedside and 
tell him story after story, until the child 
forgot his pain and weariness and 
drifted away into the land of dreams. 

Then there was his young mother, 
who was so ready to play with him and 
who always made even the dull nursery 
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HE NEVER COULD LISTEN QUIETLY TO ANY STORY 


a sunshiny, happy place. She was not 
very strong, and Louis began early to 
try to take care of her. 


AT GRANDEFATHER’S 


When spring came little Louis played 
about the garden of his grandfather’s 
manse in the country near Edinburgh. 
Like the flowers, he began to lift up his 
head and grow strong in the sunshine. 

It was a different world to Louis 
when the sun shone and the sky was 
blue, and the splendid colors of the 
flowers made his days a rainbow riot of 
delight. There was no more lying in 
bed and no more coughs, but instead, 
long warm summer days spent in the 
garden, or down by the river, where 
there was the joy of his heart—a mill. 

There were cousins there too, in the 
sunny garden, ready to play all the 


games that Louis invented, to lie behind 
the bushes with toy guns watching for 
a drove of antelopes to go by, or to be 
shipwrecked sailors on a desert island. 

There, too, was the kind aunt who 
brought out crackers and calves’-foot 
jelly at eleven o’clock from her store- 
room, which always had so delicious a 
smell of raisins and spices. Never did 
anything taste so good as those crackers 
and that calves’-foot jelly. 

The children stood rather in awe of 
their grandfather, for he was very 
strict, and woe betide any small foot that 
left its mark on the flower-beds of the 
manse garden. It was whispered that 
their grandfather made a nightly round 
and examined each little muddy shoe put 
out to be cleaned at night, ready to fit 
it into the track which the evil-doer had 
left on the flower-bed. 

That was enough to make them very 


careful where they stepped. It was awe- 
inspiring, too, to see their grandfather 
in the pulpit every Sunday, and though 
they admired his beautiful face and his 
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POSSESSION OF THE “ARABIAN NIGHTS” 


white hair, there was something rather 
terrifying about him, and the cold dark 
room where he sat solemnly writing his 
sermons was seldom invaded by any of 
his grandchildren. 

But there was something in that dark 
room which Louis longed with all his 
heart to possess. On the walls hung 
some very highly colored Indian _pic- 
tures, and he wanted one of them more 
than anything else in all the world. At 
last there came a day when he was sent 
into the awesome room to repeat a Psalm 
to his grandfather, and his heart beat 
high with hope. 

Perhaps if he said his Psalm very 


nicely his grandfather might reward 
him with a gift of one of those colored 
pictures. Louis repeated it carefully, 
keeping one eye on his grandfather’s 
solemn face, and one on the Indian pic- 
ture: 

When the Psalm was finished, his 
grandfather lifted him on his knee, and 
kissing him gave him “a kindly little 
sermon” which so surprised Louis, who 
had a very loving little heart, that he 
quite forgot his disappointment about 
the gaily-colored pictures he had longed 
for. 


A: WINTER WIT HeCOUuSIN 
ROBERT 


When those sunny summer days came 
to an end and Louis went home, he had 
a companion who made even the gray 
days cheerful. His cousin, Robert Alan 
Stevenson, spent a whole winter with 
him, and together they lived in a make- 
believe world of their own. 

Disagreeable things were turned into 
delightful plays, and even their meals 
were interesting. Instead of having to 
eat up a plateful of uninteresting por- 
ridge for breakfast, the magic of make- 
believe turned it into a foreign land, cov- 
ered with snow (which was the sugar 
of course), or an island that was threat- 
ened by the encroaching sea (that was 
the cream). 

The excitement of seeing the dry land 
disappearing or the snow mountains be- 
ing cleared was so entrancing that the 
porridge was eaten up before the magic 
came to an end. Even cold mutton 
could be charmed into something quite 


delicious when Louis called it red ven- 
ison, and described the mighty hunter 
who had gone forth and shot down the 
deer after many desperate adventures. 

But perhaps the greatest joy of all 
was when Saturday afternoons came 
round and the boys went down to Leith 
to look at the ships, always the chief 
delight of their hearts. Passing down 
Leith Walk they came to a stationer’s 
shop at the corner, where in the window 
there stood a tiny toy theater, and piled 
about it a heap of playbooks, “A penny 
plain and twopence colored.” 

Happy indeed was the child who had 
a penny to spend (for of course no self- 
respecting boy with paint-box at home 
ever thought of buying a “Twopence 
colored”), who could walk into the shop 
with assurance and ask to see those 
books. Many a time did Louis stand 
outside, having a penny to spend, and 
try to see the outside pictures and to 
read as much of the printing as could 
be seen at such a disadvantage. 

It was no use going in unless the 
penny was forthcoming, for the book- 
seller kept a stern eye on little boys, and 
seemed to know at a glance whether they 
were “intending purchasers” or not. 
Inside the dark little shop which 
“smelled of Bibles” he stood, and 
seemed to grudge them the pleasure of 
even turning over the pages of those 
thrilling plays. 

“T do not believe, child, that you are 
an intending purchaser at all,’ he 
growled one day, sweeping the precious 
books away when Louis had hesitated 
long over his choice. 


It was those little books which opened 
to Louis the golden world of romance, 
the doors of which were never closed to 
him again. 


READING AND WRITING 


It was not until Louis was eight 
years old that he began to read. His 
mother and Cummie had always been 
ready to’ reads to’ him, -andthatjeire 


THE BOOKSELLER KEPT A STERN EYE ON 
LITTLE BOYS 


thought, was the pleasanter way. But 
quite suddenly he discovered that it was 
good to be able to read stories to him- 
self, and it was a red-letter day when 
he first got possession of the “Arabian 
Nights.” 

Long before he could write, he was 
fond of dictating stories to anyone who 
would write them for him, and poor 


patient Cummie would write sheet after 
sheet of nonsense, all of which she 
treasured and read to his mother after- 
ward. 

Sitting over the fire at night while 
Louis lay sleeping in his little bed, the 
mother and nurse whispered together 
over the cleverness of their boy, and 
anxiously tried to reassure each other 
that he was growing stronger, while they 
built in the air castles in which Louis 
was to dwell as king. 

The schooldays of Louis Stevenson 
made but little impression upon him. He 
was so often kept away by ill-health, 
and the schools were so often changed, 
that he did not win many laurels there. 
Whatever he liked to learn he learned 
with all his heart, and to the rest he gave 


very little attention whatever. He was 
not very fond of games, for he was not 
strong enough to play them well, and it 
was only when the make-believe magic 
began that he was in his element. 

So it was that the make-believe magic 
kept Louis happy in his childhood’s 
games, and when he grew up to be a 
man and left the games behind him, the 
make-believe magic was never left be- 
hind, but gave a great happiness to the 
world as well as to himself. 

“Be good and make others happy” 
was his own particular rule, for he be- 
lieved that we all should be as happy as 
happy can be, and that even children 
should remember 


“The world is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings.” 


A NURSE’S GIRLHOOD 


(FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE) 


BY 


ON THE fifteenth of May, the month of 
flowers, in the year 1820, a little English 
baby was born in a villa just outside the 
fair city of Florence. 

Spring had been busy sowing the 
fields with flowers, spreading a carpet 
of tender green beneath the gray olive 
trees, and decking with delicate budding 
leaves the vines. She scattered blossoms 
abroad with such a lavish hand that the 
old city of palaces, with its sun-baked 
roofs and narrow shadowy streets, now 
well deserved its name of the City of 
Flowers. 

New life was springing up every- 
where, and the little new life in the villa 
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lifted its face to the light in company 
with the flowers. 

“We will call her Florence,” said her 
mother. So the City of Flowers gave 
its dear name to the little English baby, 
who was one day to write it in jetters 
of gold upon the scroll of fame. 

It was not very long before the Eng- 
lish family went back to their home in 
England, but the baby they carried with 
them must always have seemed a link 
with the beautiful old city, the rainbow- 
colored flowers of Spring, the sunshine 
and blue skies of Italy. 

The first home that Florence knew in 
England was Lea Hall, in Derbyshire; 


but when she was five years old, and 
her sister Frances was six, they went 
to live in a new house called Lea Hurst, 
which their father had just rebuilt, and 
here all the rest of her childhood’s sum- 
mer days were spent. 

It was a beautiful home, for Mr. 
Nightingale loved all beautiful things, 
and would have everything around him 
as charming as might be. The windows 
facing south looked over lawns and 
gardens and wooded slopes, across the 
valley where the Derwent Water wound 
its way like a silver thread, and on every 
side the view was lovely. 


EEPDEE SISTERS 


But surely most charming of all must 
have been the sight of the two little 
maidens in their dainty muslin frocks, 
leghorn hats, and sandal shoes, as they 
played about the garden slopes, among 
the beds of purple pansies, blue forget- 
me-nots, and sweet-scented wall-flowers. 

The children had each her own special 
garden in which she worked busily, 
planting, weeding, and watering, but it 
was Florence who was specially fond of 
flowers. It seemed as if the old City of 
Flowers had laid its charm upon her as 
well as given her its name. 

The two little sisters were very fond 
of their dolls too, although they showed 
their fondness in very different ways, 
and brought up their families on quite 
- different plans. 

Florence’s dolls were all delicate, and 
needed constant care. They spent most 
of their lives in bed, going through 
dangerous illnesses, while they were 
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THE CHILDREN HAD EACH HER OWN SPECIAL 
GARDEN 


most carefully and tenderly nursed by 
their little mother, who doctored them, 
and tempted their appetites with dainty 
dishes until they were well again. 
Scarcely were they up and dressed, how- 
ever, than some fresh ailment laid them 
low once more, and the nursing began 
over again. 

The dolls belonging to Frances, on the 
contrary, were scarcely ever in bed at 
all. They led stirring lives of adventure 
and excitement, but when an accident 
occurred, and an arm was broken or a 
leg came off at the joint, it was Florence 
who tenderly set the arm, putting it in 
splints. 

And if it was interesting to nurse 
dolls, how much more worth while was 
it to take care of live animals! Florence 
looked upon all animals as her friends, 
more especially those that were rather 
ugly and unfortunate. Anything that 
needed her care appealed at once to her 
tender little heart. 


It was she who welcomed and admired 
the very commonplace kittens which 
the stable-cat hid from less friendly 
eyes; and the old pony that was past 
work and of no use to anyone knew that 
his little mistress loved him as much as 
ever. 

Whenever she passed the paddock he 
‘came trotting over to see her, and then 
he would poke his nose into her pockets 
until he found an apple or a carrot, 
which was always hidden somewhere 
ready for his daily game of hide-and- 
seek. 

The birds, too, seemed to know and 
trust her, and even the squirrels came 
darting down for the nuts she carried 
with her, as she walked through the 
woods. They looked upon her as quite 
one of themselves. 

Only half the year was spent at Lea 
Hurst, for in winter and early spring 
the family went to live in their other 
house, Embley Park, in Hampshire. 

There were but few railways in those 
days, and so the journey was made by 
coach or in their own carriage, and it 
was always a delightful time for the two 
children who loved the excitement of 
driving along the coaching roads and 
stopping to rest at nights at the wayside 
inns. 


yea ellen 


During those winter months at Em- 
bley, Florence and her sister were kept 
very strictly at lessons with their govy- 
erness. Their father believed that girls 
should be taught quite as thoroughly as 
boys, and he planned his little daughters’ 


lessons just as carefully as if they had 
been sons. With him Florence learned 
Greek and Latin and was extremely. 
quick at learning foreign languages. 

The little girls were taught, too, by 
their mother, to work their samplers 
and to do fine sewing, so there was not 
much spare time in their days, although 
some hours were always set aside for 
them to run about outside with their 
dogs, to scramble about the woods, or 
ride their ponies up hill and down dale. 

From her mother, too, Florence 
learned the pleasure of visiting the vil- 
lage people, and learning to know them 
in their homes, and she was always eager 
to be the messenger when there was a 
pudding or a jelly to be carried to some 
invalid. 

She was riding on her pony over the 
Hampshire downs one day, after a round 
of visits with the vicar, when they 
noticed that old Roger, the shepherd, 
was having hard work to collect his 
scattered sheep, and that he had no dog 
to help him. The vicar stopped and 
called to him. 

“Where’s your dog?” he asked. 


THE INJURED: DOG 


“The boys have been throwing stones 
at him, your reverence, and have broken 
his leg,” answered the old man. 

“Do you mean to say Cap’s leg is 
broken?” asked Florence anxiously. 
She knew the name of every dog about 
the place. “Can nothing be done for 
him? Where is he?” 

The old man shook his head. “No, 
there’s naught can be done, missy,” he 
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said. “He will never be good for any- 
thing again. I’ve left him lying yonder 
in that shed.” 

Florence turned beseeching eyes upon 
the vicar. 

“Can’t we go and see?” she asked. 

The vicar nodded, and they galloped 
off together to the lonely shed, and in a 
moment Florence had slid off her pony, 
entered the shed, and was kneeling by 
the side of the suffering dog. 

She always seemed to understand the 
language of animals, and as she patted 
and soothed and spoke in a low tone to 
poor Cap, he seemed at once to under- 
stand her, and feebly tried to wag his 
tail in response, looking up at her with 
brown eyes full of grateful trust. 

The vicar following after, carefully 
examined the injured leg, and declared 
it was not broken at all, but that with 
careful nursing the dog might get well. 

“What shall I do first?” asked Flor- 
ence anxiously. 

“We might try a hot compress,” said 
the vicar. 

Florence did not know exactly what 
a hot compress was, but when she un- 
derstood that it was a cloth wrung out 
of very hot water, she set to work at 
once. 

The shepherd’s boy was told to light 
a fire of sticks, and fill a kettle, and then 
came the question of a cloth and band- 
ages. Looking round, Florence’s quick 
eye caught sight of the shepherd’s clean 
smock hanging behind the door, and 
this, she declared, was the very thing 
that was needed. | 

“Mother will give him a new one,” 
she said, as she tore the smock into 
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SHE BANDAGED THE SUFFERING DOG 


strips. Very tenderly, then, did she 
doctor the swollen leg, and in spite of 
the pain, the dog lay quite still under 
her hand, watching her all the time with 
grateful eyes. 
A FALTTRRUL NGRSE 

A message was sent home to explain 
where Florence was, and all that after- 
noon she watched by the side of the suf- 
fering dog, and bathed the poor leg 
until the swelling began to go down. It 
was evening before the shepherd came, 
and he came with a slow step. 

“Deary me, Miss,” he exclaimed in 
astonishment, when the dog gave a 
whine of welcome, and tried to come to 
him, “why, you’ve worked a wonder. I 
never thought to see the old dog greet 
me again.” 

“You can throw away the rope, for 
he’s going to get quite well now,” said 
Florence, “only you must nurse him 
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carefully, and I will show you how to 
make hot compresses.” 

Roger was only too glad to do all 
that the little lady directed, and had no 
words to express his thanks. But it 
was the look in Cap’s grateful eyes that 
was all the thanks Florence cared for. 


She was only a child then, always 
ready to help anyone or anything that 
needed her care, tending her flowers and 
learning to be orderly and diligent, but 
she was laying the foundation of the 
great work that was to crown her life. 

The look of gratitude in the eyes of a 
dog moved her childish heart with pity, 
but how well was she to learn to know 
that look in the eyes of suffering men, 
when the very name of Florence Night- 
ingale meant hope and comfort to 
wounded soldiers, and the sight of her 
face bending over their sick-beds was 
to them as the face of an angel. 


“On England’s annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 
That light its rays shall cast 
From portals of the past. 


“A Lady with a Lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 
A noble type of good, 
Heroic womanhood.” 


AN INVENTOR’S BOYHOOD 


(Tuomas A. Epson) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


It 1s not only in fairyland that magi- 
cians are born, for sometimes the dull 
old world produces just as wonderful a 
wizard as any that are to be found be- 
tween the covers of Grimm or Hans 
Andersen. 

In the little village of Milan, in the 
State of Ohio, on February 11, 1847, 
Thomas Alva Edison was born. There 
was no mysterious romance about the 


birth of this magician. No one thought 
him very wonderful at all, except per- 
haps his mother, and even she found 
him only a trying boy at times. 

As to Al’s father, he thought the boy 
rather slow and stupid, and was quite 
worried about him. “Why, why, why,” 
was on his lips from morning till night, 
and the number of questions he asked 
wore out his father’s patience. He 
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HACH NEW DISCOVERY HELPED TO ADD TO THE MAGIO OF HIS BRAIN 


wanted to know the reason of every- 
thing and to prove for himself what was 
right and what was wrong. 

Just like ordinary boys, he was al- 
ways getting into mischief, but whether 
it was by magic or good luck he always 
managed to get out of it again. First 
of all he fell into the canal that ran 
past the house where he lived, but he 
was pulled out before he was drowned. 
M@hen he tried falling into a pile of 
wheat in a grain elevator, and was 
nearly smothered, but he managed to 
get out of that too. 

He had the top of one finger chopped 
off instead of the skate strap which he 
was holding, and when he tried to build 
a fire in a barn it was not surprising 
that the barn itself caught fire in the 
most ordinary way. There was nothing 
magical either in the punishment that 
followed, when he was publicly whipped 
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in the village square as an example to 
other naughty boys. 

And yet in Thomas Alva Edison’s big 
head the magic was slowly working, al- 
though no one guessed it. 

The boy was only at school three 
months, and all the time he sat at the 
foot of the class. Al’s mother was 
vexed that he seemed stupid, and so she 
took him away from school and began 
to teach him herself. 

Down in the cellar he was allowed 
to keep rows upon rows of little bottles, 
collected from all parts of the town and 
filled with all sorts of chemicals, with 
which he made experiments, and each 
new discovery helped to add to the 
magic of his brain. 

Sometimes, however, the experiments 
were a failure and the results far from 
pleasant. 

“T will teach you to fly,” he said one 


day to Michael Oates, a boy older than 
himself who helped with the work of the 
house. Now Michael had a great ad- 
miration for Al and quite believed he 
was able to do what he said, so when 
he was told to swallow a fearful dose of 
seidlitz powders he took it without a 
murmur, believing that the gas it pro- 
duced would hoist him up. 

But, alas! instead of flying he was 
soon lying on the ground twisted with 
pain. His cries of agony brought Al’s 
mother to the rescue, and she brought 
out the switch which was kept behind 
the old grandfather’s clock and whipped 
the experimenter soundly. 

But neither the failure of the experi- 
ment nor the whipping discouraged Al 
greatly. He was sure the idea was all 
right and it was only Michael who was 
all wrong. 

There was not much money to spare 
in Al’s home, and all those bottles and 
experiments cost a good deal; so before 
very long, when he was only twelve 
years old, he made up his mind to try 
to earn money for himself. 

First he tried market gardening with 
Michael (who could dig if he could not 
fly), and he grew and sold vegetables 
for a time, but he did not like the work. 
Then after much persuasion his mother 
allowed him to sell newspapers on a rail- 
road train, and that suited him much 
better. 

He had time to read the newspapers 
and magazines as well as to sell them, 
and as he went backward and forward 
in the train from Huron, where he now 
lived, to Detroit, he was allowed to use 
part of one of the baggage-cars for his 
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beloved experiments, and here he col- 
lected all his bottles and worked away 
as he had done in the cellar at home. 

Even that was not enough to keep 
him busy, and when the Civil War broke 
out and everyone wanted news, he 
started a little printing-press in the 
baggage-car, and printed a newspaper 
of his very own called The Weekly 
Herald, which he sold at “three cents a 
copy.” 

But, sad to relate, an accident hap- 
pened to the new laboratory, and it and 
the printing-press came to an untimely 
end. The train was running along a 
badly laid track one day, when it gave 
a sudden lurch, and before Al could 
catch it, a stick of phosphorus fell from 
the shelf to the floor of the car, and in 
an instant the boards were in flames. 

The guard,a Scot, with a quick 
temper, managed to put the fire out and 
to save his car, but he was furious with 
the boy, and boxed his ears so soundly 
that Al ever afterward suffered from 
deafness. Then as soon as the first sta- 
tion was reached the bottles and the 
printing-press were bundled out on the 
platform, and he was left there “tearful 
and indignant,” in the midst of the 
ruins. 

It was after this that the magician be- 
gan the work that was to touch the 
whole world with magic. And this is 
how his chance came. He was standing 
one day talking to the stationmaster at 
a little railroad station, when he saw a 
tiny boy, the son of the station agent, 
go wandering along the rails on which 
a train was coming swiftly toward him. 

There was not a moment to be lost, 


and in a flash Al had jumped down and 
caught the child just as the train dashed 
past, and only just in time, for the 
wheel of one of the passing carriages 
struck his heel, 


The child’s- father was not rich 
enough to reward the boy with money, 
but instead he offered to teach him teleg- 
raphy, and so the magic wand was put 
into the boy’s hand. 


THE BOY WHO WAS HELPED 


(BENJAMIN WEST) 


BY HAPGOOD MOORE 


WE ake told of a certain Oriental king 
that ““His fame spread far abroad; for 
he was marvelously helped, till he was 
strong.” This might have been said of 
Benjamin West. 

The old house in Swarthmore where 
he was born still stands. It was near a 
lonely highway, or trail, that led up 
from the Delaware River into the hills. 
According to a hospitable custom of 
those days “when hunger made even 
acorns savory,’ after the family had 
had evening prayer they went upstairs 
to bed, leaving the door unlatched, a 
roaring fire on the hearth and food on 
the table, for any passer-by who was 
overcome by cold or hunger. It must 
have been a picturesque—and it would 
be to us a fearsome—sight to come 
down in the morning and find half a 
dozen redskins curled up on the floor 
around the fireplace. There was noth- 
ing, however, to fear in this Quaker 
household from the Indians with whom 
William Penn had made his never-to-be- 
broken treaty of peace. The youngest 
boy in this home admired the bright 
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colors with which the Indians striped 
their faces, and they showed him how 
to prepare the red and yellow ocher. To 
this his mother added indigo, with 
which she colored her coverlets, and by 
mixing this blue with the yellow the boy 
got green. 

Now comes a story which perhaps you 
have heard. Leaning one day over the 
cradle where his older sister’s baby was 
sleeping, the little boy took some red 
and black ink and hastily sketched the 
child. When his mother returned he 
tried to hide his work, but when his 
mother saw it she knew it was a like- 
ness of little Sally, and threw her arms 
about him and kissed him fondly. 

The boy did not have much to work 
with. He had been told that a painter 
should have camel’s-hair brushes, but 
there were no camels in Swarthmore. 
His eye fell upon the family cat. The 
little bunch of soft hairs at the tip of 
her tail was tempting. It took but a 
moment to cut them off. Later he re- 
sorted to other parts of her body. When 
his father wondered aloud what strange 


VL fo 


Gh 

> NM oy ty’ 
VY yaaa d 
Wf Le. Z 


Yo 


THE LITTLE BOY HASTILY SKETCHED THE CHILD 


disease was making the pet bald, Ben- 
jamin, like the Father of His Country, 
could not tell a lie. 


GHEE SPECIAL MEETING 


Later a neighbor gave him paints and 
brushes, and some sketches that were 
so precious that he took them with him 
to his attic bedroom at night. When he 
was sixteen there was a special meeting 
of the Society of Friends to help his 
parents decide his future. That the 
young man should be an artist was con- 
trary to the faith of Quakers, for their 
Book of Discipline stated that “Things 
merely ornamental are not necessary to 
the well-being of man, but rather super- 
fluous.” Then arose a good man, who 
declared that it was plain that God had 
given this young man great talents, and 
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that while such gifts had often been 
used for purposes of evil, it was also 
possible and probable that they might be 
made of great good. “What God has 
given, who shall dare to throw away?” 
So the meeting gave its consent, and 
gave Benjamin its blessing. 

Through the generosity of a business 
man young West was sent to Italy to 
study. His teachers there gave such a 
good account of him that when he came 
to England his work was _ heartily 
praised, and men of authority and 
wealth urged him to remain there. He 
answered that there was but one thing 
to hinder. A young woman in America 
had promised to marry him and he 
wished to go and get her. 

Here indeed he needed help. The 
brother of Elizabeth Shewell was un- 
willing that she should marry the poor 


artist, and five years before he had 
locked her up so that the artist should 
not meet her. One night Benjamin 
Franklin and two other young men went 
to the house with a rope ladder and as- 
sisted the young lady out of the window 
and to a sloop that was at anchor, where 
the father of Benjamin West was wait- 
ing to escort her across the Atlantic. 


EPHE-GRATERPULLARTIST 


How did the artist, who soon became 
the favorite painter of England, requite 
those who had so marvelously helped 
him toward fame and happiness? He 
lived always a good, a helpful, a gen- 
erous life. There is room to tell but 
one story of his goodness. He learned 
that some Friends in Philadelphia de- 
sired to build a hospital. He promised 
to give them a painting. When it was 
completed the British Institution offered 
him three thousand guineas for it. He 
accepted the offer, on condition that he 


should be allowed to send a duplicate to 
America. The proceeds of the sale of 
the first picture and of the exhibition of 
the second he gave to the hospital. The 
second picture hangs in the Pennsyl- 
vania Hospital to-day, where for many 
years thirty patients were cared for 
from the gift of Benjamin West. Na- 
thaniel Hawthorne said: “If Benjamin 
West had done no other good deed than 
this, it would have been enough to en- 
title him to an honorable remembrance 
forever,” 

One day, when Mr. West was presi- 
dent of the Royal Academy and the 
king’s favorite, George III said to him, 
“Mr. West, how did it happen that, liv- 
ing in the savage wilderness as a child, 
you ever became an artist?’ Mr. West 
was silent for a moment. His mind was 
running back along the past, through 
his days of triumph, clear back to the 
stone house on Chester Road. Then he 
said, with a smile, “Your Majesty, the 
kiss of my mother made me a painter.” 


THE BOYHOOD OF A DISCOVERER 


(Str JOHN FRANKLIN) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


THERE were already eight children in 
the house at Spilsby when John was 
born on April 15, 1786. The arrival of 
a new baby was quite an ordinary event 
in that large family, but John was to 
have the special distinction of being the 
youngest son, and to enjoy all the priv- 
ileges of a Benjamin. 
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All the other brothers and _ sisters 
teased and spoiled him by turns, but 
perhaps on the whole there was more 
spoiling than teasing, for he was such 
a frail, delicate child that everyone was 
inclined to treat him gently. 

For the first three years of his life it 
seemed as if John would never live to 


grow up, but after that he suddenly be- 
gan to grow much stronger, and before 
very long was quite able to hold his own 
with the other children. He was a 
great favorite with everyone, and had 
what the old nurse called “a way with 
him’ which no one could resist, and no 
spoiling seemed to hurt him. 

‘He was a sunny-tempered child, easily 
managed, never cross or fretful, and 
willing to be friendly with everyone. 
Indeed he was exactly the sort of small 
boy which nowadays an elder English 
brother would describe as “a jolly little 
chap,” while an American elder brother 
would ask proudly, “Say, have you seen 
my kid brother—he’s some kid!” 

Of course John had his faults like 
everyone else, and his mother shook her 
head over what she considered two very 
Serious: ‘defectssin’ this “character. mite 
was very untidy, and he was extremely 
curious. 

Whatever was going on, John must 
always try to find out all about it, and 
when he had once set his mind on some 
discovery there was no turning him 
from it. All the other children were 
“neat and orderly,’ but John was sel- 
dom fit to be seen. Either his socks 
sagged under his heels, or there was a 
tear in his coat, or his frill was lost. 

Something was always amiss, and as 
to his hands and face, no sooner were 
they washed than they began at once to 
get dirty again. He was not at all a 
credit to the family, and unfortunately 
he could never be kept in the back- 
ground, out of sight, for he always 
wanted to be in the front row and to 
see everything that was going on. 


As John grew older he began to show 
a tremendous love for adventure, and 
whatever daring deed the other boys | 
performed, he was always eager to do 
something more daring still, Some- 
times the boys would begin to talk of 
the great things they meant to do and 
the exciting adventures that would be 
sure to happen to them when they were 
men. 

Each one planned some heroic action, 
until at last, when it came to John’s 
turn to say what he meant to do, there 
seemed nothing left for him to choose. 
But as usual he was not to be outdone, 
and he had his plan all ready. “I am 
going to build a ladder,” he said grand- 
ly, ‘so high that I shall be able to climb 
up to heaven.”’ 

Of course it was pointed out to him 
that a ladder couldn’t stand upright un- 
less it leaned against something, but 
he. explained that it was a difficulty 
which he meant to overcome. What 
was the use of difficulties except to be 
overcome? he asked. 


THE CARLSON 4rihas ea 


Although John’s home at Spilsby was 
not many miles inland, it had no deal- 
ings with any seaport town, and it was 
not until he was ten years old and was 
sent to the grammar school at Louth that 
he first heard the call of the sea. 

He had started off one fine holiday 
with another boy to find their way to 
Saltfleet, which was ten miles distant, 
meaning to have a good time, but little 
dreaming of the change which that day 
was to make in his life. He was keen- 
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ly interested in seeing a new place, but 
he had no idea of the wonder that 
awaited him. That first sight of the sea 
stirred his very soul. 

In a moment it seemed to him that 
this was what he had been seeking for 
ever since he was born. The great mys- 
terious sea, stretching away until it 
seemed to touch the sky, was the ladder 
of which he had dreamed. The sound 
of its breaking waves, the deep rolling 
swell, seemed to call to him as a friend, 
and instantly he recognized the voice 
and answered it with all his heart. He 
would be a sailor, and he would be noth- 
ing else. 

Full of this great idea, with the sound 
of the sea ever in his ears, and the long- 
ing for it tugging at his heart, John lost 
no time in letting his father know that 
he had made up his mind to be a sailor. 
He little knew with what displeasure the 
news would be received at home. 

“Tt is absolute nonsense,” declared 
John’s father, “I shall not consider it 
fora moment. The boy simply wants to 
escape from the drudgery of school, 
and, like every other boy, imagines that 
to go to sea is the way to stirring ad- 
ventures. I will not hear of such a 
thing.” 

So John was sternly told that he 
might put the idea out of his head at 
once, and that he had better make up his 
mind to attend to his lessons. 

It was no easy matter, however, to 
turn John from any settled purpose, and 
he quietly persisted in his request until 
at last his father grew very angry. 


“T would rather follow my son to the 
IX—3 
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grave,” he thundered, and forbade the 
subject to be mentioned again. 

For two years John worked steadily 
at his school lessons, and did his very 
best with them, although his heart was 
set as firmly as ever on the hope of be- 
coming a sailor. It was the best way 
to show his determination, for it would 
never do for a sailor to shirk any kind 
of work. 

He was a great favorite with his 
school-fellows and everyone else, for 
he possessed that most wonderful gift 
called “charm,” which is as full of magic 
as any wizard’s spell. Everyone loved 
the sunny-tempered, merry-looking boy, 
so brave and frank and friendly, “so 
quick to resent a slight, and so ready to 
forgive it.” 

It was a great disappointment to his 


father when John showed no signs of 
outgrowing his desire to go to sea. The 
two years’ discipline of school life 
seemed only to have strengthened his 
determination, and as time had proved 
no cure, it seemed wise now to try an- 
other remedy. 

It was such an easy thing to talk of 
being a sailor while living comfortably 
at home, and looking at the sea life 
through rose-colored spectacles. The 
first real experience of rough life on 
board ship was usually enough to disen- 
chant anyone. So it was decided that 
John should be sent off on a cruise in 
a merchant ship which traded between 
Hull and Lisbon, and it was to be hoped 
that this taste of life at sea would make 
him a wiser and a sadder boy. 


A SAILOR-LAD 


It was all in vain. John returned 
home in great spirits, keener than ever. 
No hardships could daunt him, his heart 
was set on becoming a sailor. 

His father saw that it was wiser now 
to give in, for this was no mere boyish 
fancy, and he sorrowfully gave his con- 
sent. A berth was procured for the 
boy on board the “Polyphemus,” and it 
was arranged that an elder brother 
should take him up to London, see to 
his uniform and his outfit, and send him 
to join his ship. 

The elder brother did not much relish 
the task. In a letter home, he com- 
plained bitterly of the trouble of “con- 
tinually running after this clothes-buy- 
ing business.” But in spite of his an- 
noyance he could not help feeling rather 
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proud of his small brother when he was 
rigged out in all the bravery of his new 
uniform, and he was forced to admit in 
the same letter that “the dirk and the 
cocked hat are rather attractive parts 
of his dress.” 

At last, when all was ready, the little 
midshipman, cocked hat and dirk com- 
plete, joined his ship, and set sail for 
the north, the “Polyphemus” being part 
of the English fleet, under the command 
of Sir Hyde Parker, with Nelson as 
second in command. 

From the calm quiet of the Lincoln- 
shire home, where nothing very excit- 
ing ever happened and where adventures 
were only to be met with in dreams, John 
suddenly plunged into the wildest and 
most exciting of times, and was in the 
thick of the most terrible sea-battle 
which Nelson ever fought. 


BHE BATTLE, OF VEE bee 


That glorious Battle of the Baltic was 
John Franklin’s baptism of fire, and it 
was a dreadful experience for the small 
midshipman. He himself escaped un- 
hurt, but around him were the dead and 
dying, their groans mingling in his ears 
with the roar of the guns. 

The sea was covered with pieces of 
wreckage lit up by the lurid light of 
burning ships, and as they anchored in 
Elsinore harbor and he looked over into 
the clear water, he could see the dead 
bodies lying thick there at the bottom, 
English and Danes together. 

But there was a glorious side to the 
horrors of that day. Such deeds of 
daring and bravery had been done as 
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made John glow with pride to think 
that he had had even the smallest share 
in the great victory. It was the uncon- 
querable spirit of the English sailor 
which made Nelson that day clap his 
blind eye to the telescope, and refuse to 
see the signal to retire, as he nailed his 
colors to the mast and fought on until 
the Danes were beaten. 

No wonder that the little midshipman 
was proud to belong to such a navy and 
such a country, and he was surer than 
ever that there was nothing in all the 
world so fine as to be an English sailor. 
His only fear now was that he might 
miss the chance of going on an expedi- 
tion to the South Seas, which it had 
been arranged that he should join, be- 
fore he sailed fot Elsinore. 

But luckily for him the “Polyphemus”’ 
was ordered home at once after the 
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FRANKLIN’S BAPTISM OF 


great battle, and he was just in time to 
be transferred to the “Investigator,” 
which was bound on a voyage of dis- 
covery. The captain, Matthew Flind- 
ers, was an uncle of young Franklin, 
and took a special interest in the boy 
and spared no pains to turn him out a 
good sailor. 

“Tt is with great pleasure,” he wrote 
home, “that I tell you of the good con- 
duct of John. He is a very fine youth, 
and there is every probability of his do- 
ing credit to the ‘Investigator’ and him- 
self. His attention to his duty has 
gained him the esteem of the First Lieu- 
tenant, who scarcely knows how to talk 
enough in his praise.” 


HARD WORK 


It must not be imagined that it was 
all smooth sailing for John, and that 


everything was made charming for him 
on board. He had his own hard work 
to do, and many a hardship to endure 
besides a certain amount of teasing. 

One of the officers especially took ad- 
vantage of the boy’s keenness and made 
him do a great deal of extra work, tak- 
ing all the credit of it to himself. John 
naturally resented this, but he never 
complained, and doggedly got through 
both his own share of work and that 
of the lazy bully, which certainly did 
him no harm. 

It was not long, however, before 
John’s time on board the “Investigator” 
came to a sudden end. The ship was 
a poor one and quite untrustworthy, and 
at the first breakdown it was found im- 
possible to repair her. There was noth- 
ing for it but to ship all the crew back 
to England in another vessel, and that 


THE LOOKOUT MAN CAUGHT SIGHT OF A SAIL 
BEARING TOWARD THEM 
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was only the beginning of a long series 
of misadventures. 

The vessel on which the crew of the 
“Investigator” set sail was wrecked al- 
most immediately afterward in the Tor- 
res Straits, and it was only with great 
difficulty that the men managed to land 
on a sandbank and to save stores enough 
to keep them from starving. 


SHIPWRECKED 


It was quite as exciting as any Rob- 
inson Crusoe adventure, and not nearly 
so pleasant, for the sandbank was much 
worse than a desert island. The only . 
thing to be done was to rig up tents for 
shelter and hoist a blue ensign with the 
Union Jack on a tall spar, in the hope 
that some passing ship might see their 
signal of distress. 

There was luckily enough food to last 
them for some time, and so it was de- 
cided that one of the six-oared boats 
should be manned and the captain should 
try to find his way back to Sydney and 
bring relief. 

It was weary waiting week after week 
on the desolate sandbank, watching the 
provisions grow less and less, but John 
always kept a stout heart, and at last 
there was a cry of wild delight as the 
lookout man caught sight of a sail bear- 
ing toward them. It was the relief 
boats at last, and no time was lost in 
taking the men off and arranging for 
their return to England. 

Young Franklin with some others of > 
the crew were shipped to Canton, where 
they found a fleet of homeward-bound 
merchantmen, and so once more gayly 
set sail for home, 


MORE ADVENTURES 


In those days it was no uncommon 
fate for a merchantman to be captured 
on the high seas by an enemy or taken 
by a privateer, and so they all carried 
guns and were as ready to fight as a 
man-o’-war. As luck would have it, 
scarcely had young Franklin set sail 
again toward home when a powerful 
French squadron was sighted which 
bore down upon them, evidently expect- 
ing to make an easy and valuable cap- 
ture. 

Now, instead of running away as the 
French naturally expected them to do, 
the merchantman turned about and pre- 
pared to give fight, which mightily as- 
tonished the enemy, and so well did the 
guns behave that in a quarter of an 
hour the French drew off, having had 
more than enough. 

Then came the order from the English 
commander for a “general chase,” and 
the little fleet of merchantmen actually 
drove the French squadron of war be- 
fore them for nearly two hours. Then 
at last the commander considered that 


his honor was satisfied, and recalled his 
pursuing ships and proceeded once more 
on his way. 

It is not difficult to picture the delight 
of young Franklin in that extraordinary 
chase, and it was no wonder he was 
proud of being a British sailor, born to 
rule the waves. Arrived at home, the 
boy was specially mentioned in the re- 
port of the captain, who said that no one 
in the ship’s company deserved approval 
and reward for quick helpfulness and 
good conduct more than Franklin. 


HOME AGAIN 


That was surely a good home-coming 
for young John, and proved that his love 
for the sea was no idle fancy or desire 
to ‘shirk work.” “In> spite: of alltime 
dangers and disasters, the boy had 
shown throughout a “cheery content- 
ment.” 

He could no longer now be called a 
child, but he was still only a young mid- 
shipman when he fought at the Battle 
of Trafalgar and once more shared the 
glory of a victory under Nelson, a vic- 
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tory which made the British flag 
“supreme on every sea.” 

But the young sailor’s heart was set 
on something else beside the glory of 
victorious fighting. The keen love of 
discovery, the call of the unknown, was 
in his blood, and, like many another of 
England’s heroes, he could not rest while 
there was a blank space upon the map 
to be filled in. 

To discover the Northwest Passage 
was the dream of his life, and there, 
among the ice-walls of his Arctic prison, 
he laid down his life fighting to the last 
to conquer the unknown. The boy who 


THE, BOYHOOD 


had answered so faithfully the call of 
the sea, who had fought for king and 
country, was of the stuff indeed of which 
England’s heroes are made. 

Although the place where he was 
buried is unknown, and so has nothing 
to mark it as the grave of a hero, yet in 
Westminster Abbey is a fitting epitaph 
engraved in marble, as it is graven on 
many an English heart: 


“Not here! the white North hath thy bones; and 
thou, 
Heroic sailor soul, 
Art passing on thy happier voyage now 
Towards no earthly pole.” 


OF. A PATRIOT 


(GEORGE WASHINGTON ) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


WHEN little George was five years old 
his father moved from Pope’s Creek, 
where the child had been born, and 
went to live on another of his estates on 
the Rappahannock River. It was a 
splendid country, with great unbroken 
forests stretching out to east and west, 
and broad rivers winding their way 
through fertile fields. In these great 
forests, standing so thick with trees that 
scarce a gleam of sunshine could creep 
in to lighten the dim green twilight, all 
kinds of birds and beasts had _ their 
home, and in the shadowy stillness there 
were other moving forms besides the 
animals that crept quietly and stealthily 
about. These forests were the hunting 
ground of the Indians, and their canoes, 
too, might be seen shooting about the 


rivers. As yet they were quite friendly 
toward the white family who had come 
to settle so close to them, but at any 
moment they might become enemies. 
Every now and then news would 
come from other parts of the country 
telling of terrible deeds done by the 
Indians to the white settlers, and George 
would listen to these tales of cruelty 
and treachery until it was difficult to 
feel quite brave, and not to be afraid. 
Boys and girls safe at home to-day 
love the exciting stories of the Redskins 
on the warpath, and the fascinating de- 
scription of their clever cunning, but 
it was a different matter for George 
when those same Indians were lurking 
in the forests close by, stealing like 
silent shadows across his path, noiseless 
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and mysterious in their ways as the 
forest animals themselves. 


OUT IN THE APPLE ORCHARD 


But there were pleasant open piaces 
around the house for George to play in, 
without wandering into the shadows of 
the great forests. There was an apple 
orchard, besides the garden and fields, 
and in springtime it was a veritable 
fairyland with its sea of pale pink blos- 
soms against the blue sky. That was 
very beautiful to look at, but it was in 
autumn that George loved the orchard 
best, for then the trees were loaded with 
great rosy-cheeked apples and_ the 
ground beneath was covered with equal- 
ly delicious “tumble-downs.” 

George had gone one day to the or- 
chard with his father and two of his 
cousins, and the sight of the apples made 
him dance with joy. 

Beater,  he-eried, “didtyou ever in 
all your life see so many apples before?” 

“There are certainly a great many,” 
answered his father. ‘Don’t you re- 
member what I told you in spring when 
your cousin gave you a large apple, and 
you wanted to eat it all up yourself, in- 
stead of sharing it with your brothers 
and sisters? I told you then that you 
should be generous; that God would 
send us many more apples in the au- 
tumn.” 

George hung his head. He remem- 
bered quite well, and the sight of all 
these apples made him ashamed of him- 
self now. It was not very easy to own 
that he had been greedy, and that he was 
sorry, but he was a good fighter and 
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THOSE SAME INDIANS WERE LURKING IN THE 
FORESTS OLOSE BY 


presently he won the victory. “I am 
sorry now, father,” he said, ‘and if 
you'll forgive me this time, you’ll see if 
Ill ever be stingy again.” 

That was the kind of lesson his father 
wanted him to learn, and it was the sort 
of teaching that George never forgot. 


THE MAGIC GARDEN 


When spring came George was much 
excited one day, when he went into the 
garden to find that the cabbage-bed had 
begun to show green shoots, and that 
the green formed the letters of his own 
name, “George Washington.’ He stood 
for a few moments quite silent, his eyes 
and mouth wide open in astonishment. 
Surely it must be magic! 

“Father, father!” he shouted; “O 
father! do come and see.” 


“What asked his 
father. 

“The cabbages are coming up, and 
are writing out my name,” cried George. 

“Very curious,’ said his father. 

“But who did it?” asked George. 

“T suppose they just grew so,” said 
his father; “don’t you think they came 
up that way by chance?” 

“They couldn’t,” said George; “they 
wouldn’t know how to grow that way 
unless someone had made them.” 

“You are quite right,” said his father. 
“Nothing grows by chance. I planted 
those cabbages in that way on purpose 
to teach you that very lesson. There 
are some people who say that every- 
thing grows by chance, but that is im- 
possible. There is Someone who plans 
everything. All the thousands of good 
things you enjoy, the sunshine and the 
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“I DID OUT IT WITH MY HATOHET” 
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flowers, eyes to see with, ears to hear 
with, feet to carry you about, all are 
planned by God, and chance has nothing 
to do with it.” 

George was only eight years old when 
he learned that lesson, but he never for- 
got it all the rest of his life. 


THE CHERRY TREMeSTORY 


It was about this time that George was 
given the little hatchet which has be- 
come so famous. He had gone about the 
garden chopping any old pieces of wood 
he could find, when his eye fell on a 
beautiful English cherry tree, and this 
seemed the very thing on which to try 
his new present. So he chopped away 
with great enjoyment until not only the 
bark was off but the wood underneath 
was hacked and cut into pieces. 

Next day his father happened to pass 
that way and caught sight of his fa- 
vorite cherry tree. He was very angry 
when he saw the mischief that had been 
done, and he went back immediately to 
ask everyone in the house if he or she 
knew who had done it. 

“My beautiful cherry tree is utterly 
ruined,’ he said; “who could have 
hacked it in that way?” 

No one knew anything about it. None 
of the servants had been near the cherry 
(Lee: 

“T wouldn’t have taken five guineas 
for it,” said Mr. Washington, sorrow- 
fully. 

Just then George came wandering in, 
his hatchet in his hand. 

“George,” said his father, sternly, 


“do you know who has killed that cherry 
tree in the garden?” 

Now George until that moment had 
never thought that he had harmed the 
tree, but hearing his father’s voice and 
seeing his troubled face, the child sud- 
denly realized the mischief he had done, 
and hung his head. “George, did you 
do it?’ asked his father. It was all 
very frightening. He was only a very 
little boy, and his father was very 
angry, and the whole household waited 
to hear what he had to say for himself. 
It was not easy to be brave, but George 
manfully lifted his head and looked 
straight at his father. 

“T can’t tell a lie, father,” he said; “I 
did cut it with my hatchet.” 

So the boy spoke out bravely and 
truly, risking the consequences, al- 
though he need not have been afraid, 
for his father would rather have lost a 
hundred cherry trees than that his little 
son should have told one lie. 


GEORGE WOUED BE A SOLDIER 


It was only right that a boy who came 
of a soldierly race, and who meant him- 
self to be a soldier some day, should 
learn the truest bravery of all. It was 
a better preparation for him even than 
drilling his companions and fighting 
mimic battles, as he was so fond of 
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doing. His big brother Laurence had 
joined the army and gone away to fight 
King George’s battles against the 
Spaniards, and George wished with all 
his heart that he too was old enough to 
wear a uniform and to carry a sword. 

The sight of the soldiers as they 
marched past to the music of the band, 
the sound of martial drums and the 
waving of the English banner made his 
heart beat with excitement and loyalty, 
and he made up his mind he would be a 
soldier as his great-grandfather had 
been. Little did he think as he watched 
the soldiers march past, that when his 
time should come it would be under 
another flag that he would be fighting, 
against that England which he still 
thought of as his own country. 

But all this was still in the future, and 
meanwhile George went steadily on, 
learning all he could both at school and 
at home. He was as upright and brave 
and truthful as a boy could be, and be- 
sides that he learned the magic of meth- 
od, so that he got through far more 
work than most boys could manage. 
His masters soon discovered that he was 
no ordinary boy, and they felt sure that 
a great future was in front of him. As 
his brother Laurence said, “If a bright 
springtime is the harbinger of an ample 
harvest, such a youth must foreshadow 
noble manhood.” 


THE BOYHOOD OF A STATESMAN 


(BENJAMIN FRANKLIN) 


BY CHARLES R. GIBSON 


Tue father of Benjamin Franklin, who 
had been a wool-dyer in England, emi- 
grated about the year 1682 to that part 
of America which the colonists called 
New England.- Benjamin, who was the 
fifteenth in a family of seventeen, was 
not born till twenty-five years later. 
Although he was born in Boston in 
1706, he was a British subject, the 
Americans being then but colonists of 
Great Britain. 

In the New World Benjamin’s father 
commenced business as a candle and 
soap manufacturer, on a small scale. 

Although Benjamin had only two 
years’ schooling, which was between the 
age of eight and ten years, he must have 
received good tuition from his father, 
for he was able to read before he went 
to school. He tells us that his father 
always made it a point that the table- 
talk was of interest and instruction to 
the children. There was never any dis- 
cussion of their food; that was strictly 
prohibited. Even if the food was not 
to their minds, or was extra pleasing, or 
was not well cooked, no remark what- 
ever was to be made. Benjamin tells 
us that with this good training he found 
in later life that he was quite indifferent 
to what kind of food was set before him. 
He found this a great convenience in 
traveling; he did not envy those whose 
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delicate tastes were often bringing them 
into conflict with the innkeepers. This 
avoidance of thinking about the food 
became such a habit with Franklin that 
he says, “Indeed, I am so unobservant 
of it, that to this day I can scarce tell a 
few hours after dinner of what dishes it 
consisted.” 

Another habit formed by Benjamin 
was to waste no time. No doubt he 
was taught this by his father, for he 
showed signs of this habit at a very 
early age, as we may gather from the 
following incident. When a child he 
felt that the very long graces which his 
father said before and after meals oc- 
cupied a good deal of time. One day 
while the little fellow was watching the 
winter’s meat being salted and stored 
away in casks he asked his father if it 
would not do to say grace over the 
whole lot once for all as it would save a 
lot of time. 


HOW BEN DECIDED HTS 
FUTURE 


His father had desired at first that 
his youngest son, Benjamin, should be a 
clergyman, but with the expenses of 
bringing up a family of seventeen he did 
not care to go to the further expense of 
a college training. At ten years of age 


Benjamin was put into his father’s busi- 
ness, but the cutting of wicks and the 
pouring of molten wax into candle- 
molds did not interest the boy. After 
two years of such work he told his 
father that he disliked the business, 
whereupon his father very wisely of- 
fered to find him some business which 
should be more congenial. But it is 
often no light task to determine for 
what business a boy is best suited, and 
so his father took Benjamin on his 
walks with him, to let the boy see dif- 
ferent tradesmen at work, and that he 
himself might observe the boy’s inclina- 
tions. There was some thought of ap- 
prenticing him to a cutler, but the fees 
demanded seemed to the father unrea- 
sonable. 

He had observed that all Benjamin’s 
pocket-money was spent on books, and 
that the boy had a decidedly bookish in- 
clination, and so it occurred to him that 
the printing trade would be a congenial 
one to Benjamin. An older brother had 
been set up in business as a printer, and 
so it was arranged that Benjamin 
should become an apprentice to him. 
The apprenticeship was to be a very 
long one, for Benjamin, who was then 
twelve years of age, was not to be free 
till he came of age. 


EXPERIENCES AS A PRINTER 


Benjamin found the work very con- 
genial, especially as he could borrow 
copies of the books from other appren- 
tices. Sometimes he was required to 
return these books by the morning, but 
on such occasions he would sit up the 


greater part of the night till he finished 
the book. Later on a merchant who 
frequented the printing office offered 
Benjamin the use of his large library. 
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BENJAMIN BECAME APPRENTICE TO A PRINTER 


During his early apprenticeship Ben- 
jamin became a vegetarian ; the idea was 
suggested by some book he had read, 
but the real advantage that Benjamin 
saw in this diet was that the meals were 
more easily eaten, leaving more time for 
reading, and the cost of the food was 
less, so that he had more pocket-money 
for buying books. When his purse was 
not long enough to meet his demand for 
books, he would sell those he had read 
and buy the new ones. 

While Benjamin was thoroughly in- 
terested in the printing business, he was 
not very happy in it, for his brother was 
often unkind to him. One can only sur- 
mise from what follows that Benjamin’s 
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brother was jealous of the boy’s quick- 
ness in learning. 


BENJAMIN BECOMES A WRITER 


After Benjamin had served a few 
years of his apprenticeship it so hap- 
pened that his brother began to publish 
a newspaper, the second in New Eng- 
land. People had tried to dissuade the 
brother, as they considered one news- 


paper quite sufficient for New England.. 


Those who wrote the news for this 
paper were in the habit of meeting at 
the printing office to discuss matters. 
The youthful Benjamin, then only fif- 
teen years of age, thought he weuld like 
to try his hand at writing articles. He 
knew very well that his brother would 
not allow him, and so he wrote in a dis- 
guised hand and pushed the anonymous 
manuscript beneath the door of the 
printing office after closing hours. He 
heard the journalists discuss his produc- 
tion next day, and the verdict was very 
encouraging; indeed, it was the general 
opinion that the article had been writ- 
ten by some well-known man of learn- 
ing. This and other similar articles 
were published, and at last Benjamin 
informed his brother and the journal- 
ists that he had been the anonymous 
author. The journalists were genuinely 
interested in him, but the brother was 
exceedingly displeased, and thought the 
boy was far too vain. 

Benjamin’s position in the printing 
office was by no means improved by this 
incident. Although he still had four 
years of his apprenticeship to serve, he 
determined to cut short the continued 


unpleasantness. So, selling his books in 
order to pay his passage, he embarked 
upon a ship sailing for Philadelphia. 

The story of his arrival in the Quaker 
City is so famous that we must give it 
in his own words, as he wrote it down 
many years later for his son.. 


HIS ARRIVAL IN PHILA- 
DELP EI: 


“T was in my working dress. I was 
dirty from my journey; my pockets 
were stuffed out with shirts and stock- 
ings, and I knew no soul or where to 
look for lodging. I was fatigued with 
traveling, rowing, and want of rest; I 
was very hungry; and my whole stock 
of cash consisted of a Dutch dollar and 
about a shilling in copper. 

“The latter I gave the people of the 
boat for my passage, who at first re- 
fused it on account of my rowing; but 
I insisted on their taking it. A man is 
sometimes more generous when he has 
but a little money than when he has 
plenty, perhaps through fear of being 
thought to have but littl. Then I 
walked up a street, gazing about, till, 
near the market house, I met a boy with 
bread. 

“I had made many a meal on bread, 
and, inquiring where he had bought it, 
I went immediately to the baker’s he di- 
rected me to, in Second Street, and 
asked for biscuit, intending such as we 
had in Boston; but they, it seems, were 
not made in Philadelphia. Then I asked 
for a three-penny loaf, and was told 
they had none such. So not considering 
or knowing the difference of money, 


and the greater cheapness nor the 
names of his bread, I bade him give me 
three-penny worth of any sort. He gave 
me, accordingly, three great puffy rolls. 
I was surprised at the quantity, but took 
it, and, having no room in my pockets, 
walked off with a roll under each arm, 
and eating the other. 

“Thus I went up Market Street as far 
as Fourth Street, passing by the door of 
Mr. Read, my future wife’s father, 
when she, standing at the door, saw 
me, and thought I made, as I certainly 
did, a most awkward, ridiculous appear- 
ance. Then I turned and went down 
Chestnut Street and part of Walnut 
Street, eating my roll all the way, and, 
coming round, found myself again at 
Market Street wharf, near the boat I 
came in, to which I went for a draft of 
the river water; and one of my rolls 
having satisfied me, I gave the other 
two to a woman and her child who had 
come down the river in the boat with 
us, and were waiting to go farther. 

“Thus refreshed, I walked again up 
the street, which by this time had many 
clean-dressed people in it who were all 
walking the same way. I joined them, 
and thereby was led to a great meeting- 
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HE WALKED OFF WITH A ROLL UNDER EACH ARM, 
AND EATING THE OTHER 


house of the Quakers near the market. 

“T sat down among them, and, after 
looking round awhile and hearing noth- 
ing said, being drowsy through labor 
and want of rest the preceding night, I 
fell fast asleep and continued so till the 
meeting broke up, when one was kind 
enough to rouse me. This was, there- 
fore, the first house I was in, or slept in, 
in Philadelphia.” 


BITS OF WISDOM BY BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


He that cannot obey will never command. 


We may give advice, but we cannot give con- 
duct. However, remember this: They that will 
not be counseled cannot be helped; and further, if 
you will not hear reason, she will surely rap 
your knuckles. 


A wise and brave man will dare to own that he 
was wrong. 


Being ignorant is not so much a shame as being 
unwilling to learn. 


Early to bed, and early to rise, makes a man 
healthy, wealthy, and wise. 
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THE BOYHOOD OF A PRESIDENT 


(ABRAHAM LINCOLN) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


Ir was certainly a cold and comfortless 
way of beginning life to be born in a 
log cabin, especially when it was winter- 
time, and the cabin had no door to keep 
out the wind, and no window to let in 
the light. Abraham Lincoln could 
scarcely have started life in a poorer 
home than that little log cabin, set in the 
midst of a barren and desolate wilder- 
ness in the State of Kentucky, where he 
first opened his eyes on the world on 
February 12, 1800. 

It was to be hoped that the new baby 
would grow into a strong, brave boy, 
for there was no use for weaklings in 
the rough, dangerous life that awaited 
him. Even his mother, who rocked him 
in her arms, had early learned to handle 
a rifle that she might defend herself and 
her children when the father, Thomas 
Lincoln, was away. They were accus- 
tomed to all sorts of dangers and hard- 
ships, for there were many wild animals 
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in the woods, and they were never quite 
safe from the fear of Indians. 

At six years old Abe had learned to 
fish and to hunt, although he was still 
too small to be trusted with a gun. One 
of his favorite amusements was to 
swing across the creek holding on to 
the branch of a sycamore tree, and one 
day while he and another small boy 
were enjoying themselves in that way, 
Abe lost his hold and disappeared with 
a terrific splash into the water below. 
The other boy was quite equal to the 
occasion, and, waiting till he reap- 
peared, leaned over and dragged him 
out with the greatest difficulty. If it 
had not been for the presence of mind 
of the other child, Abe would certainly 
have been drowned and America would 
never have known one of the greatest 
and most famous of her Presidents. 

“It is time those children had some 
learning,” said their father thought- 


fully, when Abe was seven years old and 
his sister Sarah a year or so older. 
“There’s a man come to that shanty half 
a mile away, and he says he is going to 
keep a school. What do you say to 
sending the children to him?” 

“Well,” said their mother doubt- 
fully, “he is a queer sort of man to be a 
schoolmaster. He can’t write himself.” 

“He can read, so he says,” replied 
Thomas Lincoln,. “and the children 
could learn that, anyway.” 

Thomas Lincoln had spent such a 
busy roving life that he had never had 
time to learn either to read or to write, 
and at the time he was married he could 
not even sign his own name. His wife 
had had a little education and was deter- 
mined that he should at least learn to 
write his name, so with great patience 
she taught him how to hold a pen and 
make’ the letters, although his great 
strong hands were much more at home 
holding his gun or his ax. But never- 
theless he was most anxious that his 
children should learn all that he had 
missed, although it puzzled him greatly 
to think where the money was to come 
from to pay their schooling. 


SGCHOOLDAYS 


There was certainly not much to be 
learned at this first school to which Abe 
was sent, and in a few weeks the chil- 
dren knew as much as their master, 
which was saying but little. 

There was a better school four miles 
away where the master could both read 
and write, and although it was a long 
way for the children to walk, they were 
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sturdy and strong, and set off gayly 
each morning, carrying their dinner of 
hoe cake, which was all the dinner they 
ever had. 

The log cabin could now boast the 
beginning of a library, for besides the 
Bible and Catechism there was an old 
spelling-book out of which the children 
learned their lessons. The Bible was 
the one book which Abe had known 
from his babyhood, for his mother read 
it aloud every Sunday and sometimes on 
other days too. It was both story-book 
and lesson-book, for the stories Abe 
knew before he could read, and his first 
reading-lessons were spelled out from it. 

It was when Abe was about eight 
years old that he began to learn to know 
what it really meant to be a pioneer 
boy. The farm in Kentucky was not a 
very successful affair, and Thomas Lin- 


coln made up his mind to try his luck 
in the new free State of Indiana, where 
there seemed better prospects of get- 
ting on. 


THE? JOURNEY 


It was a journey of a hundred miles 
from the old home in Kentucky to the 
new one in Indiana, and while the 
father took most of their belongings by 
boat, the mother and two children set 
out on the journey overland, with two 
horses to carry the bedding and on 
which they could ride by turns when 
they were tired. They were seven days 
on the road, and at night the little party 
camped out under the stars with their 
blankets spread on the ground. It was 
not a very safe way of traveling, and 
there was many a danger lurking 
around, but neither mother nor children 
dreamed of being afraid. Fear was a 
thing with which pioneers had nothing 
to do. 


HOW THE CABIN WAS BUILT 


When at last the whole family ar- 
rived in Spence County, Indiana, the 
first thing to be done was to build some 
sort of shelter for themselves and their 
goods. A road had been cut through the 
forests, but all the clearing had still to 
be done, and there was plenty of work 
for Abe, small as he was. His little ax 
was needed for serious ‘work now, and 
not only for play, as he was quite able to 
cut the poles for the cabin which his 
father was building. In a very short 
time he learned to use his ax as a pioneer 
boy should do. 
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At first it was only possible to build 
a “half-faced camp,” which was merely 
a cabin enclosed on three sides with one 
side open, and which, in spite of the log 
fires, was a bitterly cold shelter in 
winter-time. But when spring came and 
the land was cleared enough to plant 
corn and vegetables, a strong log hut 
was begun, and Abe lent a willing hand, 
remembering the bitter winds of the past 
winter. 

It was hard work, for the great un- 
hewn logs had all to be notched and 
fitted together and the crevices filled 
with clay; and then there was the loft 
to be made and a door and window fitted 
in. 

Abe learned, too, how to make stools 
and a table, and by this time the muscles 
of his arms were like whipcord, and he 
could swing his ax like a man. 

A story is told of him in after-days, 
of how he visited a hospital of wounded 
soldiers and shook hands with three 
thousand of them, all eager to take the 
hand of their hero. Some friends 
wondered that his arm was not crippled 
by so much handshaking, but he only 
smiled and said, “The hardships of my 
early life gave me strong arms.” 

Then he went to the open door and 
took up a heavy ax which was lying 
there, and began to chop a log of wood 
so vigorously that the chips flew in all 
directions. When he stopped he “ex- 
tended his right arm to full length, hold- 
ing the ax out horizontally without its 
even quivering as he held it.” Strong 
men who looked on—men accustomed 
to manual labor—could not hold the ax 
in that position for a moment. 


After learning to be so useful with 
his ax, it was only fair that Abe should 
be taught to handle a rifle, and his father 
promised to begin to teach him at once. 

“You'll be able to go hunting and 
shoot turkey and deer, and will keep us 
supplied with game,” said his father. 

Abe’s eye glistened, and he could 
scarcely sleep that night in his corner 
of the loft, he was so delighted and ex- 
cited over the thought of that rifle. A 
rifle is rather a difficult thing for a 
small boy of eight to manage, but Abe 
was determined to learn to shoot, and 
in a short time he covered himself with 


glory. 
HIS bIRS PoOSHOT 


“Mother, mother!” he cried, bursting 
like a small whirlwind into the cabin, 
IX—4 


BANG! WENT THE GUN, AND BAOK WENT ABE 
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“there’s a flock of turkeys out there. 
I’m sure I could shoot one if I might 
have the rifle.” 

His mother looked out through one of 
the loopholes of the log hut. 

“Sure enough,” she said, “they are 
turkeys. You might try a shot,” and 
she fetched the gun, which was always 
kept ready loaded. 

Abe bobbed up and down excitedly 
while his mother fixed the gun into the 
loophole and warned him to be careful. 
Then he steadied himself, tried to take 
aim and pulled the trigger. 

Bang! went the gun, and back went 
Abe almost head over heels, but in an 
instant he scrambled up and rushed out. 
The smoke was just clearing away, and 
sure enough there on the ground lay a 
large fat turkey, shot dead. 

“T’ve killed one,” shouted Abe, ‘“‘and 


it’s a monster. Mother, did you ever 
see such a big one?” and he struggled to 
lift the bird on high for her to see. 

Just then his father came hurrying 
up. 
“What’s all this firing about?” he 
asked anxiously. 

“T’ve killed a turkey,”’ said Abe, burst- 
ing with pride. 

“Did you do that?” asked his father 
in amazement. 

“Nobody else did it,” said Abe with a 
chuckle. Of course it was nothing but 
an accident, and altogether the fault of 
the turkey for getting in the way of the 
bullet, but it was a great triumph for 
Abe, all the same. 


Abie LEARNS LOD WRIEE 


All this time Abe had kept on steadily 
with his reading whenever he had time, 
especially in the long winter evenings 
when he could read by the firelight. 
Lamps and candles were luxuries no 
settler could afford, but wood was plenti- 
ful, and it was easy to heap the fire high 
and make a splendid blaze. 

He was careful, too, not to forget his 
writing, and he practiced writing his 
own name in the snow or with a charred 
stick on slabs of wood. His father was 
not always pleased to find every smooth 
surface in the house scrawled over with 
black marks, but he had a great respect 
for “learning,” and when he found that 
Abe was teaching himself to write, he 
was quite proud of the boy. 

When spring came round and they 
were working together in the fields, Abe 
took a stick and began writing his name 


with great care in the soft earth. 
‘(, BLR.A.H.A:M L.I.N.C.O.L.N, @ew wt Ole 

“What is the boy doing?’ asked a 
neighbor who happened to be passing 
and stopped to talk to Thomas Lincoln. 

“Oh! he’s writing,” said his father 
carelessly. 

The man looked astonished. 

“Can he write?” he asked. 
does the writing say?” 

“Tt’s my name,” said Abe, spelling the 
letters out one by one and pointing to 
them in turn. 

The two men looked with respectful 
admiration at the young genius and 
shook their heads. Such cleverness was 
beyond them. Little did they dream that 
the name of Abraham Lincoln would 
some day be written, not only on the soil 
of Indiana but in every annal of the 
UnitedsStates: 


‘What 


[THE BOY LOSES*tHIS OT He. 


As time went on, Abe began to long 
for other books to read besides the Bible, 
the Catechism, and the old spelling-book. 
There must surely be many other books 
in the world, he thought, but the diffi- 
culty was to get hold of them. 

Then a sad thing happened which for 
a while made him forget all about his 
longing for books. His mother died 
suddenly, and the little family in the log 
hut was left very desolate. 

Sarah was only eleven years old and 
could not manage the housework very 
well, although Abe was very handy and 
helped her a good deal. The home soon 
began to look neglected and untidy, and 
Abe felt his mother’s loss keenly, In- 
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HE SAT UP LATE INTO THE NIGHT TO READ HIS BELOVED BOOKS 


deed it seemed as if all the sunshine had 
faded out of his life until one evening 
when his father returned carrying a par- 
cel under his arm. 


i BEGINS Tis LIBRARY 


“T’ve found something that will please 
you, my boy,” he said kindly, and un- 
doing the parcel he brought out the 
“Pilgrim’s Progress.” 

“Where did you find it?” asked Abe 
wonderingly. Such things were not 
usually to be found in the woods or 
fields, neither did they drop from 
heaven. 

“T didn’t exactly find it,” sgid his 
father, smiling. “I saw it when I was 
in Pierson’s house and borrowed it for 
you.” 

Abe was turning over the leaves, and 
he took a deep breath of delight. 

“Tt looks good,” he said. 

He was so eager to begin that he 
could eat no supper, and when he had 
finished reading it he turned back and 
began it all over again. The book made 
him so happy that his father tried to get 
him another, and this time it was 
“/isop’s Fables,” which charmed Abe 
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even more than the “Pilgrim’s Prog- 
ress” had done. He read it so often that 
he could ere long repeat most of the 
fables by heart. 

Abe’s mind was very good ground in 
which to sow such seed, and in after-life 
it blossomed out into a wonderful power 
of story-telling and a marvelous memory 
for anecdotes. 


PEBASUREFORS DUitivic 


But although reading was very pleas- 
ant it was somewhat apt to interfere 
with the day’s work, and by and by 
Abe’s father began to grow impatient. 

“Come, put away your book, there’s 
too much work to be done to waste time 
over reading,” said his father. 

“In a minute,” said Abe. 

“That’s what makes boys lazy,” said 
the father, “reading books when they 
ought to be at work.” 

“Only a minute, and then [ll go,’ 
said Abe, scarcely paying any attention 
to what his father was saying. 

That of course could not be allowed. 

“Put the book down and come at 
once,” said his father sternly. 

Abe shut the book slowly. 
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“Good boys should obey at once,”’ said 
his father; “they should not need to be 
driven like cattle.” 

Abe had never before shown any 
signs of disobedience and he did not 
mean to be disobedient now, but those 
books seemed to lay a spell upon him 
which it was difficult to resist. 

His father began to fear he was 
growing lazy, and everyone shook their 
heads over the boy and his books. His 
cousin Denis declared that ‘Abe was 
always reading, scribbling, ciphering, 
writing poetry, and such like,” and that 
he was “awful lazy”; but it was a curi- 
ous kind of laziness, for it meant seiz- 
ing every scrap of spare time between 
work to study, and sitting up late into 
the night to read his beloved books. He 
was so hungry for knowledge that he 
could not keep away from books al- 
though “he had not a lazy bone in his 
body.” He could not help dreaming a 
little, and sometimes the threshing and 
chopping and other work suffered, but 
who could help dreaming over the de- 
lights of “Robinson Crusoe” and the 
“Life of Washington” which just then, 
at ten years old, opened a new world to 
him? 


TE NEW. MOTHERHEEPS 


After a while life became more cheer- 
ful in the log hut, for Thomas Lincoln 
married again, and the stepmother 
brought brightness and comfort into the 
home once more. She was a widow with 
three children, which made a merry 
party in the log cabin, and she also had 


a quantity of furniture and household 
goods, so that in a short time the log 
hut was transformed into quite an 
elegant abode. 

The first thing the new mother in- 
sisted upon was that a wooden flooring 
should be laid down, and also that there 
should be real glass windows and a door 
with hinges. The children’s clothes, 
too, were made neat and tidy, and there 
was something else for dinner besides 
hoe cakes. 

Abe’s stepmother was not inclined to 
call the boy lazy as other people did 
when he pored over his books. She was 
anxious to help him, and when for the 
first time a school was opened in In- 
diana, she was anxious that all the chil- 
dren should be sent to it. 

“It’s a good chance’ for you, Abe 
she said. “You ought to learn some- 
thing about arithmetic as soon as you 
can.” 

It was a curious kind of school and 
a very queer set of pupils. The school 
was a rough log hut with a roof so low 
that the master could scarcely stand up- 
right, and the windows were only holes 
covered with greased paper which did 
not allow much light to filter through. 
The one cheerful thing was the huge 
fireplace built to hold four-foot logs. 

The children were gathered from far 
and near, all sizes and in all sorts of 
garments. Abe rather fancied himself 
in his new suit, made by his stepmother 
for the occasion. He had a linsey-wool- 
sey shirt, buckskin breeches, a cap of 
coon skin, and no coat, for “overcoats” 
were unknown. 


WHAT THE SCHOOLMASTER 
THOUGHT OF ABE 


There was much for Abe to learn, and 
the schoolmaster, Andrew Crawford, 
found it a delight to teach anyone so 
eager and intelligent. 

“Abe is a wonderful boy, the best 
scholar I ever had,” he said to Thomas 
Lincoln. “He wants to know everything 
that anyone else knows, and does not see 
why he can’t.” 

“That’s Abe exactly,” said his father. 
“T sometimes wish he liked work as 
much as he does a book.” 

“He wouldn’t be such a good scholar 
if he did,” said the schoolmaster. 

“Maybe,” answered his father, ‘but 
work is more important than books in 
the backwoods.” 

“But Abe is not going to live always 
in the backwoods,” said the master. 
“He is a boy who is sure to make his 
mark in the world. He is an honest, 
straight boy too, as well as being clever. 
Only the other day I found someone had 
broken off a buck’s horn which I had 
nailed to the schoolhouse, and when 
I asked who had done it, Abe immediate- 
ly owned up and confessed that he had 
been hanging on to it.” 

“Ah! “said: his father, “that’s like 
him. He’s been reading the ‘Life of 
Washington,’ and thought a deal of 
that story about his cutting the cherry 
tree with his new hatchet and then own- 
ing up handsomely.” 

“Well, he’s a good boy,” said the 
schoolmaster, “and he’ll go far.” 

He meant to do his very best for the 
boy, and besides other things he began 


to teach his pupils manners and how to 
behave nicely “in society.” The school- 
room was turned into a parlor for the 
time being, and the children were sup- 
posed to be ladies and gentlemen, as 
they came in one by one and made their 
bow and were introduced to each other. 

It was no easy matter for Abe to 
learn drawing-room manners. Although 
he was scarcely fifteen he was six feet 
high, and he did not in the least know 
what to do with his long arms and legs. 
His feet, too, were very much in the 
way, and he never realized before how 
huge his hands were or what a long dis- 
tance of bare leg there was between his 
buckskin breeches and his shoes. 

Abraham was certainly an awkward- 
looking boy, for his long legs were out 
of all proportion to his body, and his 
small head looked almost comical set on 
the top of such a tall maypole. People 
when they looked at him would smile and 
ask what he meant to be when he was a 
man. 

“T am going to be President of the 
United States,” he said with a chuckle, 
and everyone thought it was a very good 
joke. 

The tall, ungainly boy, in his queer, 
shabby clothes, living in the backwoods, 
willing to do the hardest work for the 
smallest pay, what would he ever have 
to do with the ruling of a great nation, 
or the fate of thousands of his country- 
men? No wonder they thought it a 
good joke; but a little more than forty 
years afterward the whole world was 
mourning the loss of Abraham Lincoln, 
the noblest President America had had 
since the days of Washington. 
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THE GChHIED OR OURBENG 
(RAPHAEL ) 


BY LOUISE DE LA RAMEE 


It was in the spring of the year that a 
little boy stood looking out of a grated 
casement into the calm, sunshiny day. 
He had hazel eyes, and fair hair cut 
straight above his brows; he wore a little 
blue tunic with some embroidery about 
the throat of it, and had in his hand a 
little round flat cap of the same color. 
He was Raphael, the seven-year-old son 
of Signor Giovanni Sanzio. 

He was a very happy little boy here 
in this stately, yet homely and kindly 
Urbino. He had the dearest old grand- 
father in all the world; he had a loving 
mother, and he had a father who was 
very tender to him, and painted him 
among the angels of heaven, and was 
always full of such true love of art that 
the child breathed it with every breath, 
as he could breathe the sweetness of a 
cowslipbell when he held one in his hands 
up to his nostrils. 

Can you not picture to yourself good, 
shrewd, wise Giovanni Sanzio, with his 
old father by his side, and his little son 
running before him, in the holy eve- 
ning time of a feast day, with the deep 
church bells swaying overhead, and the 
last sun-rays smiting the frescoed walls, 
the stone bastions, the blazoned standard 
on the castle roof, the steep city rocks 
shelving down into the greenery of 
cherry orchard and of pear tree? 
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“Let him alone; he will paint all this 
some day,” said his wise father, who 
loved to think that his brushes and his 
colors would pass in time to Raphael, 
whose hands would be stronger to hold 
them than his own had been. 

No doubt the good folks of Urbino 
laughed at him often for a little moon- 
struck dreamer, so many hours did he 
stand looking, looking—only looking— 
as eyes have a right to do that see well 
and not altogether as others see. 

At this time Urbino was growing into 
fame for its pottery work: those big 
dishes and bowls, those marriage plates 
and pharmacy jars which it made, were 
beginning to rival the products of its 
neighbor Gubbio, and when its duke 
wished to send a bridal gift, or a present 
on other festal occasions, he often chose 
some service or some rare platter of his 
own Urbino ware. 


MAESTRO BENEDETTO 


There was a master-potter of the 
Montefeltro at that time, one Maestro 
Benedetto Ronconi, who in that day en- 
joyed the honor of all the duchy, and 
did things very rare and fine in the 
Urbino ware. He lived within a stone’s 
throw of Giovanni Sanzio, and was a 
gray-haired, handsome, somewhat stern 


and pompous man, now more than 
middle-aged, who had one beauteous 
daughter, by name Pacifica. He cher- 
ished Pacifica well, but not so well as 
he cherished the things he wrought—the 
deep round nuptial plates and oval mas- 
sive dishes that he painted with Scrip- 
tural stories and strange devices, and 
landscapes such as those he saw around, 
and flowing scrolls with Latin mottoes in 
black letters, and which, when thus 
painted, he consigned with an anxiously 
beating heart to the trial of the ovens, 
and which sometimes came forth from 
the trial all cracked and blurred and 
marred, and sometimes emerged in tri- 
umph and came into his trembling hands 
iridescent and lovely with those lustrous 
and opaline hues which we admire in 
them to this day as the especial glory of 
mayjolica. 

Maestro Benedetto was an ambitious 
and vain man, and had had a hard, 
labored manhood, working at his potter’s 
wheel and painter’s brush before Urbino 
ware was prized in Italy or even in the 
duchy. Now, indeed, he was esteemed 
at his due worth, and his work was so 
also, and he was passably rich, and 
known as a good artist beyond the 
Marches. 

The house of Maestro Benedetto was 
a long stone building, with a loggia at 
the back all over-climbed by hardy rose 
trees, and looking on a garden that was 
more than half an orchard, and in which 
grew abundantly pear trees, plum trees, 
and wood strawberries. 

The little son of neighbor Sanzio ran 
in and out this bigger wider house and 
garden of Maestro Benedetto at his 


pleasure, for the maiden Pacifica was 
always glad to see him, and even the 
somber master-potter would unbend to 
him, and show him how to lay the color 
on to the tremulous, fugitive, unbaked 
biscuit. 

Pacifica was a lovely young woman 
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THE MAIDEN PACIFICA WAS ALWAYS GLAD TO 
SEE HIM 


of some seventeen or eighteen summers; 
and perhaps Raphael was but remem- 
bering her when he painted in his after- 
years the face of his Madonna di San 
Sisto. He loved her as he loved every- 
thing that was beautiful and every one 
who was kind; and almost better than 
his own beloved father’s studio, almost 
better than his dear old grandsire’s 
cheerful little shop, did he love this 
grave, silent, sweet-smelling, sun- 
pierced, shadowy old house of Maestro 
Benedetto. 
39 


LUCA TORELLI 


Maestro Benedetto had four appren- 
tices or pupils in that time learning to 
become figuli, but the one whom Raphael 
liked the most (and Pacifica too) was 
one Luca Torelli, of a village above in 
the mountains—a youth with a noble, 
dark, pensive beauty of his own, and 
a fearless gait, and a supple, tall, slender 
figure that would have looked well in the 
light coat of mail and silken doublet of 
a man-at-arms. 

In sooth, the spirit of Messer Luca 
was more made for war and its risks and 
glories than for the wheel and the brush 
of the bottega; but he had loved Pacifica 
ever since he had come down one care- 
less holy-day into Urbino, and had 
bound himself to her father’s service 
in a heedless moment of eagerness to 
breathe the same air and dwell under the 
same roof as she did. 

He had gained little for his pains; to 
see her at mass and at meal times, now 
and then to be allowed to bring water 
from the well for her or to feed her 
pigeons, to see her gray gown go down 
between the orchard trees and catch the 
sunlight, to hear the hum of her spinning 
wheel, the thrum of her viol—this was 
the uttermost he got of joy in two long 
years; and how he envied Raphael run- 
ning along the stone floor of the loggia 
to leap into her arms, to hang upon her 
skirts, to pick the summer fruit with 
her, and sort with her the autumn herbs 
for drying! 

“T love Pacifica!” he would say, with 
a groan, to Raphael; and Raphael would 
say, with a smile, “Ah, Luca, so do I!” 


“Tt is not the same thing, my dear,” 
sighed Luca; “I want her for my wife.” 

“T shall have no wife; I shall marry 
myself to painting,” said Raphael, with 
a little grave, wise face looking out from 
under the golden roof of his fair hair. 
For he was never tired of watching his 
father painting the saints with their 
branch of palm on their ground of blue 
or of gold, or Maestro Benedetto mak- 
ing the dull clay glow with angels’ 
wings and prophets’ robes and holy 
legends told in color. 

Now, one day, as Raphael was stand- 
ing and looking thus at his favorite 
window in the potter’s house, his friend, 
the handsome, black-browed Luca, who 
was also standing there, did sigh so 
deeply and so deplorably that the child 
was startled from his dreams. 


LUCASUD ESHA 


“Good Luca, what ails you?” he mur- 
mured, winding his arms about the 
young man’s knees. 

“O, ’Faello!’ mourned the appren- 
tice woefully. “Here is such a chance 
to win the hand of Pacifica if only I 
had talent—such talent as that Giorgio 
of Gubbio has! If the good Father had 
only gifted me with a master’s skill, in- 
stead of all this bodily strength and 
sinew, like a wild hog of the woods, 
which avails me nothing here!” 

“What chance is it?” asked Raphael, 
“and what is there new about Pacifica? 
She told me nothing, and I was with 
her an hour.” | 

“Dear simple one, she knows nothing 
of it,” said Luca, heaving another tre- 
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mendous sigh from his heart’s deepest 
depths. “You must know that a new 
order has come in this very forenoon 
from the duke; he wishes a dish and a 
jar of the very finest and firmest 
majolica to be painted with the story of 
Esther, and made ready in three months 
from this date, to then go as his gifts 
to his cousins of Gonzaga. He has 
ordered that no cost be spared in the 
work, but that the painting thereof be 
of the best that can be produced, and 
the prize he will give is fifty scudi. Now, 
Maestro Benedetto, having known some 
time, it seems, of this order, has had 
made in readiness several large oval 
dishes and beautiful jars; he gives one 
of each to each of his pupils—to my- 
Seli,) to. Berengario, to Tito, and “to 
Zenone. The master is sorely distraught 
that his eyesight permits him not him- 
self to execute the duke’s commands ; but 
it is no secret that should one of us be 
so fortunate as to win the duke’s appro- 
bation, the painter who does so shall 
become his partner here and shall have 
the hand of Pacifica. Now you see, 
’*Faello mine, why I am so bitterly sad of 
heart, for I am a good craftsman 
enough at the wheel and the furnace, and 
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RAPHAEL KISSED HIM, AND SAID, 
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I like not ill the handling and the mold- 
ing of the clay, but at the painting of 
the clay I am but a tyro, and Berengario 
or even the little Zenone will beat me; 
of that I am sure.” 

Raphael heard all this in silence, lean- 
ing his elbows on his friend’s knee, and 
his chin on the palms of his own hands. 
He knew that the other pupils were 
better painters by far than his Luca, 
though not one of them was such a 
good-hearted or noble-looking youth, 
and for none of them did the maiden 
Pacifica care: 

“How long a time is given for the jar 
and the dish to be ready?” he asked, at 
length. 

“Three months, my dear,” said Luca, 
with a sigh sadder than ever. “But if 
it were three years, what difference 
would it make? You cannot cudgel! the 
divine grace of art into a man with 
blows as you cudgel speed into a mule, 
and I shall be a dolt at the end of the 
time, as I am now.” 

Raphael was very pensive for a while; 
then he raised his head, and said: 

“T have thought of something, Luca. 
But I do not know whether you will let 
Mem T yeitin 


“NOW UISTEN” 


“You angel child! What would your 
old Luca deny to you? But as for help- 
ing me, my dear, put that thought out of 
your little mind forever, for no one can 
help me, ’Faello, not the saints them- 
selves, since I was born a dolt!’”’ 

Raphael kissed him, and said, “Now 
listen !”’ 


Te PRA 


A few days later Signor Benedetto 
informed his pupils of the duke’s com- 
mand and of his own intentions; he did 
not pronounce his daughter’s name to 
the youths, but he spoke in terms that 
were clear enough to assure them that 
whoever had the good fortune and high 
merit to gain the duke’s choice of his 


pottery should have the honor of be- 
coming associated in his own famous 
bottega. 


Not much, attention was given to 
maidens’ wishes in those times, and no 
one thought the master-potter either un- 
just or cruel in thus suiting himself be- 
fore he suited his daughter. And what 
made the hearts of all the young men 
quake and sink the lowest was the fact 
that Signor Benedetto offered the com- 
petition, not only to his own apprentices, 
but to any native of the duchy of Urbino, 
For who could tell what hero might not 
step forth from obscurity and gain the 
preat piize ol this-tair hand of Pact 
fica’s? And with her hand would go 
many a broad gold ducat, and heritage 
of the wide old gray stone house, and 
many an old jewel and old brocade that 
were kept there in dusky sweet-smelling 
cabinets, and also more than one good 


piece of land, smiling with corn and 
fruit trees, outside the gates in the lower 
pastures to the westward, 

“Had I been you,” Giovanni Sanzio 
ventured once to say respectfully to 
Signor Benedetto, “I think I should have 
picked out for my son-in-law the best 
youth that I knew, not the best painter ; 
for be it said in all reverence, my friend, 
the greatest artist is not always the 
truest man, and by the hearthstone 
humble virtues have sometimes high 
claim.” 

Then Signor Benedetto had set his 
stern face like a flint, knowing very well 
what youth Messer Giovanni would have 
liked to name to him. 

“T have need of a good artist in my 
bottega to keep up its fame,” he had said 
stiffly. ‘My vision is not what it was, 
and I should be loath to see Urbino ware 
fall back, while Pesaro and Gubbio and 
Castel Durante gain ground every day. 
Pacifica must pay the penalty, if penalty 
there be, for being the daughter of a 
great artist.” 

Mirthful, keen-witted Sanzio smiled 
to himself, and went his way in silence; 
for he did not bow down in homage be- 
fore the old master-potter’s estimation 
of himself. 

“Poor Pacifica!” he thought; “if only 
my ’Faello were but older!” 
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Meanwhile, where think you was 
Raphael? Half the day, or all the day, 
and every day whenever he could? 
Where think you was he? Well, in the 


attic of Luca, before a bowl and a dish 
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almost as big as himself. The attic was 
a breezy, naked place, underneath the 
arches supporting the roof of Maestro 
Benedetto’s dwelling. Each pupil had 
one of these garrets to himself—a rare 
boon, for which Luca came to be very 
thankful, for without it he could not 
have sheltered his angel; and the secret 
that Raphael had whispered to him that 
day of the conference had been, “Let 
me try and paint it!” 

“Let me try!” said the child a hundred 
times. He would tell no one, only Luca 
would know; and if he failed—well, 
there would only be the spoiled pottery 
to pay for, and had he not two whole 
ducats that the duke had given him 
when the court had come to behold his 
father’s designs for the altar frescoes at 
San Dominico di Cagli? 

So utterly in earnest was he, and so 
intense and blank was Luca’s absolute 
despair, that the young man had in turn 
given way to his entreaties. “Never can 
I do aught,” he thought, bitterly, look- 
ing at his own clumsy designs. “And 
sometimes by the help of cherubs the 
saints work miracles.” 

“Tt will be no miracle,” said Raphael, 
hearing him murmur this; “it will be 
myself, and that which the dear God 
has put into me.” 

From that hour Luca let him do what 
he would, and through all these lovely 
early summer days the child came and 
shut himself up in the garret, and 
studied, and thought, and worked, and 
knitted his fair brows, and smiled in 
tranquil satisfaction, according to the 
mood he was in and the progress of his 
labors. 
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HE LABORED AS EARNESTLY AS IF HE WERE A 
MAN GROWN 


Pacifica herself did wonder that he 
deserted her so perpetually for the gar- 
ret. But one day when she questioned 
him, the sweet-faced rogue clung to her 
and murmured, “Oh, Pacifica, I do want 
Luca to win you, because he loves you 
so; and I do love you both!’ And she 
grew pale and answered him, “Ah, dear, 
if he could!” and then said never a word 
more but went to her distaff; and 
Raphael saw great tears fall off her 
lashes down among the flax. 

She thought he went to the attic to 
watch how Luca painted, and loved him 
more than ever for that, but knew in the 
hopelessness of her heart—as Luca also 
knew it in his—that the good and gallant 
youth would never be able to create any- 
thing that would go as the duke’s gifts 
to the Gongaza of Mantua, And she 
did care for Luca! She had spoken to 


him but rarely indeed, yet passing in 
and out of the same doors, and going to 
the same church offices, and dwelling al- 
ways beneath the same roof, he had 
found means of late for a word, a flower, 
a serenade. And he was so handsome 
and so brave, and so gentle, too, and so 
full of deference. Poor Pacifica cared 
not in the least whether he could paint 
or not. He could have made her happy. 

In the attic Raphael passed the most 
anxious hours of all his sunny little life. 
He would not allow Luca even to look 
at what he did. He barred the door and 
worked; when he went away he locked 
his work up in a wardrobe. The swal- 
lows came in and out of the window, and 
fluttered all around Raphael 
worked on, not looking off, though clang 
of trumpet, or fanfare of cymbal often 
told him there was much going on worth 
looking at down below. He was only 
seven years old, but he labored as ear- 
nestly as if he were a man grown, his 
little rosy fingers gripping that pencil 
which was to make him in life and death 
famous as kings are not famous. 

He had covered hundreds of sheets 
with designs before he had succeeded in 
getting embodied the ideas that haunted 
him. When he had pleased himself at 
last, he set to work to transfer his im- 
aginations to the clay in color. 

Ah, how glad he was now that his 
father had let him draw from the time 
he was two years old, and that of late 
Messer Benedetto had shown him some- 
thing of the mysteries of painting on 
biscuit and producing the metallic luster 
which was the especial glory of the pot- 
tery of the duchy! 


him. 


HOMAGE 


Midsummer was come; the three 
months all but a week had passed by. 
It was known that every one was ready 
to compete for the duke’s choice. 

One afternoon Raphael took Luca by 
the hand and said to him, “Come.” 

He led the young man up to the table, 
beneath the window, where he had 
passed so many of these ninety days of 
the spring and summer. 

Luca gave a great cry, and stood gaz- 
ing, gazing, gazing. Then he fell on his 
knees and embraced the little feet of the 
child; it was the first homage that he, 
whose life became one beautiful song 
of praise, received from man. 

“Dear Luca,” he said softly, “do not 
do that. If it? besmndeed) cood7icieue 
thank God.” 

What his friend saw were the great 
oval dish and the great jar or vase 
standing with the sunbeams full upon 
them, and the brushes and the tools and 
the colors all strewn around. And they 
shone with lustrous opaline hues and 
wondrous flame-like glories and gleam- 
ing iridescence, like melted jewels, and 
there were all manner of graceful sym- 
bols and classic designs wrought upon 
them; and their borders were garlanded 
with cherubs and flowers, and the land- 
scapes were the tender, homely land- 
scapes round about Urbino; and the 
mountains had the solemn radiance that 
the Apennines wore at evening-time; 
and amid the figures there was one 
supreme, white-robed, golden-crowned 
Esther, to whom the child painter had 
given the face of Pacifica. And this 


‘wondrous creation, wrought by a baby’s 
hand, had safely and secretly passed the 
ordeal of the furnace, and had come 
forth without spot or flaw. 

Luca ceased not from kneeling at the 
feet of Raphael, as ever since has knelt 
the world. 

“Oh, wondrous boy! Oh, angel sent 
unto men!” sighed the poor apprentice, 
as he gazed; and his heart was so full 
that he burst into tears. 

mipet US “thank “God: “said = little 
Raphael again; and he joined his small 
hands that had wrought this miracle, 
and said his Laus Domini. 

When the precious jars and the great 
platter were removed to the wardrobe 
and shut up in safety, Luca said timidly, 
feeling twenty years in age behind the 
wisdom of this divine child: “But, 
dearest boy, I do not see how your 
marvelous and most exquisite accom- 
plishment can advantage me. Even if 
you would allow it to pass as mine, I 
could not accept such a thing; it would 
be a fraud, a shame: not even to win 
Pacifica could I consent.” 

“Be not so hasty, good friend,” said 
Raphael. “Wait just a little longer yet 
and see. I have my own idea. Do trust 
ime? 

“Heaven speaks in you, that I be- 
lieve,” said Luca, humbly. 

Raphael answered not, but ran down- 
stairs, and, passing Pacifica, threw his 
arms about her in more than his usual 
affectionate caresses. 

“Pacifica, be of good heart,” he mur- 
mured, and would not be questioned, but 
ran homeward to his mother. 

“Can it be that Luca has done well,” 
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thought Pacifica; but she feared the 
child’s wishes had outrun his wisdom. 
He could not be any judge, a child of 
seven years, even though he were the 
son of that good and honest painter and 
poet, Giovanni Sanzio. 


SUSPENSE 


The next morning was midsummer 
day. Now, the pottery was all to be 
placed on this forenoon in the bottega 
of Signor Benedetto; and the Duke 
Guidobaldo was then to come and make 
his choice from among them; and the 
master-potter, a little because he was a 
courtier, and more because he liked to 
affect a mighty indifference and to show 
he had no favoritism, had declared that 
he would not himself see the competing 
works of art until the eyes of the Lord 
of Montefeltro also feil upon them. 

As for Pacifica, she had locked her- 
self in her chamber alone. The young 
men were swaggering about, and taunt- 
ing each ‘other, and boasting. Luca 
alone sat apart, thrumming an old lute. 
Giovanni Sanzio, who had ridden home 
at evening from Citta di Castello, came 
in from his own house and put his hand 
on the youth’s shoulder. 

“T hear the Pesaro men have brought 
fine things. Take courage, my lad. 
Maybe we can entreat the duke to dis- 
suade Pacifica’s father from this tyr- 
annous disposal of her hand.” 

Luca shook his head wearily. There 
would be one beautiful thing there, in- 
deed, he knew; but what use would that 
be to him? 


“The child—the child—”’ he stam- 


mered, and then remembered that he 
must not disclose Raphael’s secret. 

“My child?” said Signor Giovanni. 
“Oh, he will be here; he will be sure to 
be here; wherever there is a painted 
thing to be seen, there always, be sure, 
is Raphael.” 

Then the good man sauntered within 
from the loggia, to exchange salutations 
with Ser Benedetto, who, in a suit of 
fine crimson with doublet of sad-colored 
velvet, was standing ready to advance 
bareheaded into the street as soon as 
the hoofs of the duke’s charger should 
strike on the stones. 

“You must be anxious in your 
thoughts,” said Signor Giovanni to him. 
“They say a youth from Pesaro brings 
something fine; if you should find your- 
self bound to take a stranger into your 
workroom and your home 

“Tf he be a man of genius, he will be 
welcome,” answered Messer Roncomni, 
pompously. “Be he of Pesaro, or of 
Fano, or of Castel Durante, I go not 
back from my word; I keep my word, to 
my own hindrance even, ever.” 

“Let us hope it will bring you only joy 
and triumph here,” said his neighbor, 
who knew him to be an honest man and 
a true, if over-obstinate and too vain of 
his own place in Urbino. 

“Our lord the duke!” shouted the 
people standing in the street; and Ser 
Benedetto walked out with stately tread 
to receive the honor of his master’s 
visit to his bottega. 

Raphael slipped noiselessly up to his 
father’s side, and slid his little hand into 
Sanzio’s, 


“You are not surely afraid of our 
good Guidobaldo!” said his father, with 
a laugh and some little surprise, for 
Raphael was very pale, and his lower 
lip trembled a little. 

“No,” said the child, simply. 


THE EXHIB ES 


The young duke and his court came 
riding down the street, and paused be- 
fore the old stone house of the master- 
potter—splendid gentlemen, though only 
in their morning apparel, with noble 
Barbary steeds, fretting under them, and 
little pages and liveried varlets about 
their steps. 

Usually, unless he went hunting or on 
a visit to some noble, Guidobaldo, like 
his father, walked about Urbino like 
any one of its citizens; but he knew the 
pompous and somewhat vainglorious 
temper of Messer Benedetto, and good- 
naturedly was willing to humor his 
harmless vanities. Bowing to the 
ground, the master-potter led the way, 
walking backward into his bottega; the 
courtiers followed their prince; Giovan- 
ni Sanzio with his little son and a few 
other privileged persons went in also 
at due distance. 

At the farther end of the workshop 
stood the pupils and the artists from 
Pesaro and other places in the duchy 
whose works were there in competition. 
In all there were some ten competitors ; 
poor Luca, who had set his own work on 
the table with the rest as he was obliged 
to do, stood hindmost of all, shrinking 
back, to hide his misery, into the deepest 
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shadow of the deep-bayed latticed 
window. 

On the narrow deal benches that 
served as tables on working days to the 
pottery painters were ranged the dishes 
and the jars, with a number attached to 
each—no name to any, because Signor 
Benedetto was resolute to prove his own 
absolute disinterestedness in the matter 
of choice; he wished for the best artist. 

Prince Guidobaldo, doffing his plumed 
cap courteously, walked down the long 
room and examined each production in 
its turn. On the whole, the collection 
made a brave display of majolica, though 
he was perhaps a little disappointed at 
the result in each individual case, for he 
had wanted something out of the com- 
mon run and absolutely perfect. Still 
with fair words he complimented Signor 
Benedetto on the brave show, and only 
before the work of poor Luca was he 
entirely silent, since indeed silence was 
the greatest kindness he could show to 
it; the drawing was bold and regular, 
but the coloring was hopelessly crude, 
glaring, and ill-disposed. 

At last, before a vase and a dish that 
- stood modestly at the very farthest end 
of the deal bench the duke gave a sud- 
den exclamation of delight, and Signor 
Benedetto grew crimson with pleasure 
and surprise, and Giovanni Sanzio 
pressed a little nearer and tried to see 
over the shoulders of the gentlemen of 
the court, feeling sure that something 
rare and beautiful must have called 
forth that cry of wonder from the Lord 
of Montefeltro, and having seen at a 
glance that for his poor friend Luca 
there was no sort of hope. 
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NUMBER ELEVEN 


“This is beyond all comparison,” said 
Guidobaldo, taking the great oval dish 
up reverently in his hands. “Maestro 
Benedetto, I do felicitate you that you 
should possess such a pupil. He will 
be a glory to our beloved Urbino.” 

“It is indeed most excellent work, my 
lord duke,” said the master-potter, who 
was trembling with surprise, and dared 
not show all the astonishment and emo- 
tion that he felt at the discovery of so 
exquisite a creation in his bottega. “It 
must be,” he added, for he was a very 
honest man, “the work of one of the Jads 
of Pesaro or Castel Durante. I have 
no such craftsman in my workshop. It 
is beautiful!” 

“Tt is worth its weight in gold!” said 
the prince, sharing his emotion. “Look, 
gentlemen—look! Will not the fame of 
Urbino be borne beyond the Apennines 
and Alps?” 

Thus summoned, the court and the 
citizens came to look, and averred that 
truly never in Urbino had they seen such 
painting on majolica. 

“But whose is it?” said Guidobaldo, 
impatiently, casting his eyes over the 
gathered group in the background of 
apprentices and artists. “Maestro Bene- 
detto, I pray you, the name of the artist; 
I pray you, quick!’ 

“It is marked number eleven, my 
lord,” answered the master-potter. 
“Ho, you who reply to that number, 
stand out and give your name. My 
lord duke has chosen your work. Ho, 
there! do you hear me?” 

But no one of the group moved. The 


young men looked from one to another. 
Who was this nameless rival? There 
were but ten of themselves. 

“Ho, there!” repeated Signor Bene- 
detto, getting angry. “Cannot you find 
a tongue, I say? Who has wrought 
this work? Silence is but insolence to 
his highness and to me!” 

Then the child of Sanzio loosened his 
little hand from his father’s hold, and 
went forward, and stood before the 
master-potter. 

“T painted it,” he said, with a pleased 
smile; “I, Raphael.” 

Can you not fancy, without telling, 
the confusion, the wonder, the rapture, 
the incredulity, the questions, the wild 
ecstasy of praise, that followed on the 
discovery of the child artist? 

Only the presence of Guidobaldo kept 
it in anything like decent quietude, and 
even he, all duke though he was, felt his 
eyes wet and felt his heart swell; for 
he himself was childless and for the 
joy that Giovanni Sanzio felt that day 
he would have given his patrimony and 
duchy. 

He took a jewel hung on a gold chain 
from his own breast and threw it over 
Raphael’s shoulders. 

“There is your first guerdon,” he 
said; “you will have many, O wondrous 
child, who shall live when we are dust!” 

Raphael, who himself was all the 
while quiet and unmoved, kissed the 
duke’s hand with sweetest grace, then 
turned to his own father. 

“Is it true I have won my lord duke’s 
prize?” 

“Quite true, my angel!” said Giovan- 
ni Sanzio, with tremulous voice. 
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Raphael looked up at Maestro Bene- 


detto. 
“Then I-claim the hand of Pacifica! 


THE CLAM 


There was a smile on all the faces 
round, even on the darker countenances 
of the vanquished painters. 

“Oh, would indeed you were of age 
to be my son by marriage, as you are 
the son of my heart!” murmured Signor 
Benedetto. ‘Dear and marvelous child, 
you are but jesting, I know. Tell me 
what it is indeed that you would have. 
I could deny you nothing; and truly it 
is you who are my master.” 

“Tam your pupil,” said Raphael, with 
that pretty serious smile of his, his little 
fingers playing with the ducal jewel. 
“T could never have painted that ma- 
jolica yonder had you not taught me 
the secrets and management of your 
colors. Now, dear maestro mine, and 
you, O my lord duke, do hear me! I 
by the terms of the contest have won 
the hand of Pacifica and the right of as- 
sociation with Messer Ronconi. I take 
these rights and I give them over to my 
dear friend Luca of Fano, because he is 
the honestest man in all the world, and 
does honor Signor Benedetto and loves 
Pacifica as no other can do so well, and 
Pacifica loves him; and my lord duke 
will say that thus all will be well.” 

So with the grave, innocent audacity 
of a child he spoke—this seven-year-old 
painter who was greater than any there. 

Signor Benedetto stood mute, somber, 
agitated. Luca ‘had sprung forward 
and dropped on one knee; he was as pale 


as ashes. 
a simile. 

“My lord duke,” he said, with his little 
gentle smile, “you have chosen my 
work; defend me in my rights.” 

“Listen to the voice of an angel, my 
good Benedetto; heaven speaks by 
him,” said Guidobaldo, gravely. 

Signor Benedetto burst into tears. 

“T can refuse him nothing,” he said, 
with a sob. “He will give such glory 
unto Urbino as never the world hath 
seen |” 


Raphael looked at him with 


} 


SS 


SAMI 205555 


————— 


q 
SSN) ecqremnnce neue) : a ee ae 


[X—5 


“And call down this fair Pacifica 
whom Raphael has won,” said the sov- 
ereign of the duchy, “and I will give 
her myself as her dower as many gold 
pieces as we can cram into this famous 
vase. An honest youth who loves her 
and whom she loves—what better can 
you do, Benedetto? Young man, rise 


up and be nappy. An angel has de- 
scended on earth this day for you.” 

But Luca heard not; he was still 
kneeling at the feet of Raphael, where 
the world has knelt ever since. 


THE BOYHOOD OF A SCULPTOR 


(M1cHAELANGELO ) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


ON THE 6th of March, in the year 1474, 
a special star was shining up in heaven, 
and down on earth a new-born baby was 
wailing. Lodovico Buonarroti, the 
proud father of the wailing atom of 
humanity, noted the star and most care- 
fully, for he had been watching the sky 
to see if there was any sign there to 
foretell the fortune of his son. 

“A fated and happy star,” said he 
to himself joyfully, and afterward the 
wise men, who told fortunes by the stars, 
told him he was right. Not that Lodo- 
vico needed that anyone should assure 
him of the brilliant future that awaited 
the child. Had he not been born on 
Sunday, the luckiest of days, and was 
there not something about the tiny face 
that almost filled him with wondering 
awe and reverence? ‘The secrets of 
heaven seemed still to linger about the 
baby who had so lately come to earth. 

“We will call him Michaelangelo,” 
said his father. It was the most splen- 
did name he could think of, the name of 
the great warrior archangel, the mes- 
senger of God. Surely that name would 
fit the most glorious destiny that await- 
ed the little one. 

Lodovico, who was at that time po- 
desta, or mayor, of Caprese, came of a 
very ancient and noble family which had 
won much distinction in the service of 


Florence. The little new archangel, 
then, must carry on the family record 
and help to make their name famous. 
So it was with happy stars above and 
brightest hopes around him that Mich- 


-aelangelo was born at Caprese, in the 


Casentino, not far from the holy ground 
of La Vernia, where the blessed Saint 
Francis suffered and was so_ highly 
blessed. 


MICHAELS CHILDHOOD 


Very soon after the birth of his son, 
Lodovico’s term of office came to an 
end and he returned to Florence to take 
up his abode at the villa of Settignano, 
three miles from the city. Most of the 
people living round about the villa were 
stone-cutters, for there were many stone 
quarries there, and it was to the wife of 
one of these stone-cutters that the baby 
was sent to be nursed. 

In the pure fresh mountain air little 
Michael grew strong both in mind and 
body, and the first sounds he learned to 
know were the ringing of the hammer 
and the working of the chisel in the 
stone quarries. In after years the great 
master used to say that if he had any 
good in him he owed it to the pure fresh 
mountain air, and that his love of carv- 
ing came also from the stone-cutter’s 
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hut. Those sights and sounds of the 
quarries sunk deep into the child’s heart, 
like a seed planted in a garden which 
was to spring up and blossom into a 
marvelous flower. 

As the years went on other children 
were born to Lodovico, and Michael- 
angelo did not always seem such a won- 
derful boy in his father’s eyes after all. 
Indeed he was rather a disappointment 
when he was old enough to be sent to 
the school kept by Maestro Francesco 
of Urbino. He was not at all a brilliant 
scholar, and his progress was slow and 
quite commonplace. It was even hinted 
that he was rather a dunce, and he cer- 
tainly neglected his lessons whenever he 
possibly could, so that he might have 
more time for drawing. Give him a 
paper and pencil, and he forgot about 
everything else. 

lieewass extremely. vexing, for. his 
father had set his heart on the boy be- 
ing a credit to the family. What ‘was 
the use of this drawing which seemed 
to be all that Michael cared about? He 
had no wish that a son of his should be 
an artist, and meanwhile it was most 
annoying to find the whitewashed walls 
of the house and terrace scribbled over 
with all sorts of designs and figures. 
There was nothing to be done but to 
whip the boy soundly and see if that 
would put any sense into his head. 

But the whipping did little good after 
all. Michael only crept back again, sore 
in body and mind, to his beloved draw- 
ings, and seemed to think it was quite 
worth while to suffer pain for the sake 
of his work. 

No one at home understood why he 
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should be so obstinate and determined, 
but he had a friend who knew all about 
it and who was a great help and com- 
fort. How Michael envied his friend 
Francesco! He was quite a little boy, 
but he was not obliged to go to school 
and learn dull lessons, and instead of 
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THERE WAS NOTHING TO DO BUT WHIP THE BOY 
SOUNDLY 


being whipped when he tried to draw 
pictures, he spent his whole day at the 
studio of Maestro Ghirlandajo, with 
nothing to do but to learn all about 
drawing and painting the livelong day. 
Every morning Francesco brought to 
Michael designs borrowed from the 
master’s studio, and these Michael 
studied and faithfully copied, and every 
day the desire of his heart to become an 
artist grew stronger and ever stronger. 

At last Lodovico saw that it was no 
use to scold and whip the boy. His heart 
was evidently set on becoming a painter, 
and nothing else would content him. 
The golden dreams which the father 


had dreamed over the baby’s birth slow- 
ly faded into gray disappointment. He 
decided that there was no chance now 
of Michael making a splendid fortune 
in the wool or silk trade, such as he had 
planned, but that the boy must be al- 
lowed to have his way and continue that 
useless drawing. 


APPRENTICED 


But although Lodovico was disap- 
pointed, having so many other children 
to educate and but little money coming 
in, still he was determined to do his 
very best for his son. In all Italy there 
was no painter to equal Domenico 
Ghirlandajo, and with him the boy 
should be placed. 

It was rather a surprise to find that 
after all Michael was not an idler, and 
that the hours spent over his drawing 
had not been wasted. It was seldom 
that a boy was paid any wages during 
the first year of his apprenticeship, 
but Maestro Ghirlandajo found that 
Michael’s work was so good that it was 
worth paying for, and it was arranged 
that he should receive a salary of nearly 
fifty dollars a year. 

Now at last Michaelangelo was free 
to work with all his might at the thing 
he loved best, and like a young giant he 
put his whole mind and strength to his 
tasks. So well did he work and so won- 
derful was his talent that Ghirlandajo 
soon found there was not much left to 
teach him, and that he could actually 
make corrections on the master’s own 
sketches. 

They were working together one day 


in the great Chapel of Santa Maria 
Novella when the master went up silent- 
ly behind the boy and watched him at 
work. 

“This boy knows more than [ do,” 
said the master, amazed at the drawing 
he saw. It was time Michael should 
leave the studio. 

So the year of his apprenticeship 
came to an end, and Michaelangelo com- 
menced at once to study sculpture in 
the new art school opened by Lorenzo 
the Magnificent in the Garden of the 
Medici. Francesco was still his friend, 
and the boys now worked together in 
great content. 

It was all a veritable wonderland for 
Michaelangelo; he had never dreamed 
of such treasures of beauty as were 
gathered together in the school of the 
Magnificent. Pictures, sculpture, en- 
gravings, gems, and enamels had all 
been collected by Duke Lorenzo, whose 
great desire was to encourage the love 
of art. The studio of Maestro Ghirlan- 
dajo had seemed a haven of joy; here 
was indeed a paradise. 

It was not long before Lorenzo 
noticed the keen-faced boy working 
away so silently and diligently. He 
watched him as he modeled some figures 
in terra-cotta and was astonished at his 
masterly touch. 

“Terra-cotta is but poor stuff to work 
on,” said Lorenzo; “try instead what 
thou canst make of this block of marble.” 


THE FAUN 


There was a marble face of an old 
faun lying close at hand, and Michael 
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set to work at once to copy it. He had 
never handled a chisel before and knew 
nothing about marble, but he never 
dreamed of saying so. He meant to 
carve that marble to the best of his 
ability. Difficulties were only there to 
be conquered. 

So he worked away, forgetting all 
else but just the faun’s face that was 
hidden in the block of marble. He 
chipped and he cut away, and as he 
worked the life seemed to spring out of 
the stone and an exact copy of the old 
faun grinned out of its marble prison. 

Lorenzo was amazed next day when 
he returned to see what the boy had 
made of his piece of marble. It was the 
most wonderful copy he had ever seen, 
and it was even better than the original, 
for Michael had introduced ideas of his 
own, and had made the laughing mouth 
a little open to show the teeth and tongue 
of the faun. Lorenzo noticed this and 
turned with a smile to the young artist. 

“Thou shouldst have ‘remembered 
that old folks never keep all their teeth, 
but that some of them are always want- 
ing,” he said. 

Lorenzo only meant this as a joke, 
but Michael was too much in earnest to 
understand jesting. He seized his ham- 
mer and struck out several of the teeth 
at once, never stopping to think if it 
would spoil his work. 

This also pleased Lorenzo greatly, 


and he saw at once that here was no 


ordinary bov, There was nothing the 
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Magnificent loved so much as genius, 
and he at once arranged that Michael- 
angelo was to be received into the palace 
and become the companion of Lorenzo’s 
sons. 

From that moment fortune began to 
boy of the Medici Gar- 


smile upon the 
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AS HE WORKED THE LIFE SEEMED TO SPRING 
OUT OF THE STONE 


den. Step by step he began to climb 
the ladder of fame. As he had seen 
within his first piece of marble the face 
of the faun, so he set out now to free 
with a giant’s strength all the wondrous 
shapes that lay imprisoned in the marble 
blocks; and thus to-day the world owes 
some of its most beautiful statuary to 
the hammer and chisel of the boy who 
has been so well named Michaelangelo, 
after the warrior archangel, the Mes- 
senger of God, 


THE BOYHOOD OF AN ENGLISH PAINTER 


(Sir Joun Everett MILtats) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


It was at Southampton, in England, 
that John Millais was born on June 9, 
1829, but it was at St. Heliers, on the 
island of Jersey, that he spent the first 
happy years of his childhood. St. 
Heliers was an ideal home for children. 
Here John and his elder brother Wil- 
liam, and their sister Emily, played 
among the rocks to their hearts’ con- 
tent, catching sand-eels and crabs, pok- 
ing about in the clear pools, and carry- 
ing home all sorts of treasures to fill 
baths and basins. It was rather a trial 
to their mother’s patience, for she would 
much rather that the treasures had been 
left on the shore, and John, who was 
only four years old, was not a strong 
child, and she was anxious when he 
escaped from her care, and went to 
search for his beloved sea-beasts and 
sea-weeds. However, she soon found 
that the best way to keep him safe and 
happy, and out of mischief, was to let 
him have a pencil and paper on which 
to draw pictures. 

John loved fishing off the pier and 
hunting in the pools, but he loved draw- 
ing pictures best of all. With a pencil 
and some scraps of paper he was per- 
fectly happy, and he was never tired of 
drawing birds and butterflies, and any- 


thing else that caught his fancy. Lying 
flat on the ground, he covered his paper 
with all sorts of figures and animals, 
and very soon other people besides his 
mother began to notice his drawings, 
and to think them extremely clever. 

“Mark my words, that boy will be a 
very great man some day, if he lives,” 
said one of his uncles, after looking at 
his nephew’s work. 

John was not a difficult child to man- 
age at home. He was frank and truth- 
ful and very affectionate, but he always 
found it difficult to keep to rules, and 
it was impossible to drive him by force 
to do anything he had made up his mind 
not to do. It was his mother who taught 
him his lessons and gave him all the 
help he needed, and only once was the 
attempt made to send him to school. 

That school was certainly not a suc- 
cess, and he had been there only two 
days when he was sent home in dire 
disgrace. Some rule had been broken, 
and the master declared that John 
should have a thrashing to teach him to 
keep the rules another time. But John 
did not: see the justice of this, and be- 
fore the thrashing began he turned 
round quickly and bit the master’s hand. 
Of course he was sent home at once, 
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and told he need not come back any 
- more after such disgraceful behavior. 

Now John ought to have been very 
unhappy, and perhaps he was a good 
deal ashamed of that bite, but as far as 
school was concerned he was overjoyed 
to hear that he need not go back. To do 
lessons with his mother was quite a dif- 
ferent thing altogether. With her to 
teach him he loved his lessons, instead 
of hating them with all his heart. “I 
owe everything to my mother,” he used 
to say, when his childhood’s days were 
past and he remembered all her love and 
patience with her little boy. 

When John was about six years old 
there came a delightful and interesting 
change in his life, for the family went 
to live at Dinan in Brittany, and the 
children were charmed with all the new 
sights and sounds. There were many 
kinds of new things for John to draw, 
and greatest of all delights was the 
sight of the regiments of French sol- 
diers as they marched through the town 
on their way to or from Brest. John 
loved the grand buildings and all the 
beautiful things his mother pointed out 
to him, but he was fascinated by those 
gorgeous French uniforms. 


THE DRUM-MAJOR 


In the Place du Gruxlin there was a 
bench from which the two boys could 
watch the roll-call and see the soldiers 
above the heads of the crowd, and they 
never failed to be there when they heard 
the drums beating and the sound of 
marching feet. John, of course, always 
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had his sketch-books with him, ready 
to draw all he could see. 

He was working away one day, anx- 
ious to finish the portrait of a very 
smart drum-major in all the glory of 
his gold trappings, bearskin, and gold- 
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IT WAS FRIGHTENING TO BE CARRIED OFF BY THE 
SOLDIER-MAN 


headed cane, when two of the officers 
crept up silently behind the bench and 
stood watching what he was doing. 
They said nothing until the portrait was 
finished, and then suddenly clapped him 
on the back and cried “Bravo!” They 
were so much astonished at the child’s 
clever drawing that they returned with 
the boy to his home, as they wished to 
be introduced to his father and mother. 
“The child should be sent at once to 
study in Paris,” they declared, feeling 
sure they had discovered a genius. 
The sketch of the drum-major was 
carried off by them to the barracks and 


there shown with great pride to the 
other officers. No one, however, would 
believe that it could be the work of a 
child of six, and one of the two officers 
started off post-haste to fetch little 
John to prove their words. 

It was very frightening to be carried 
off by the strange soldier-man and 
taken to the barracks all alone, and John 
went in fear and trembling, but as soon 
as he got there and was given a pencil 
and a sheet of paper he forgot to be 
afraid or shy, and began at once to draw 
a portrait of the colonel smoking a big 
cigar. It turned out to be a most ex- 
cellent likeness, and the other officers 
were delighted as well as astonished. 

After two years at Dinan the family 
returned once more to St. Heliers, and 
there John began his first lessons in 
drawing, but his master, Mr. Bessel, 
soon told the boy’s parents that there 
was nothing more he could teach John, 
and he advised them to take their little 
son up to London. It would be wiser 
to go at once to the president of the 
Royal Academy, and ask his advice as 
to what should be done with the young 
genius. 


AT THE-AGADEMY 


Now the president of the Royal 
Academy had often been asked to look 
at the drawings of promising children, 
and he was not at all encouraging when 
John and his parents were shown in, 
and he heard what they had to say. 

“Better make him a chimney-sweep 
than an artist,” he said. He had seen so 
many young men try to paint pictures 
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who would have been much better em- 
ployed cleaning chimneys. 

However, the great man said he 
would look at the child’s sketches, and 
he evidently expected to see the usual 
kind of work, which so often only seems 
wonderful in the parents’ eyes. 

But when the sketches were produced 
and laid before him, he suddenly sat 
straight up and his eyes grew quite 
round with astonishment. He looked 
from the sketches to the little fellow 
standing there, and seemed to find it im- 
possible to believe that such small child- 
ish hands could have produced such 
masterly work. Would John draw 
something here and now, he asked, that 
he might look on and judge? 

There was no difficulty about that. 
John set himself promptly to work and 
began a drawing of the fight between 
Hector and Achilles. The president 
could scarcely believe his own eyes. He 
was sorry he had talked about chimney- 
sweeping, and he handsomely apolo- 
gized. Here was one of the few except- 
ions to his rule, and he strongly advised 
the boy’s parents to have him trained to 
be an artist. 

So it was settled that John should 
begin to work at once to draw from the 
cast in the British Museum, and after a 
short time, when he was nine years old, 
a place was found for him in the Acad- 
emy of Art, the best school known at 
that time, kept by Henry Sars, portrait- 
painter. 

The small boy with his delicate face, 
long fair curling hair, holland blouse, 
and turned-down frilled collar, was 
rather unlike the rest of the art stu- 


dents, and he was an easy victim for 
the bullying of the bigger boys. His 
fondness for work, his extreme dili- 
gence and wonderful talent were added 
aggravations to the other pupils, and 
one big hulking lazy fellow took a spe- 
_ cial delight in torturing the child. 

Little Millais’s life was made a bur- 
den to him by this big bully, and it only 
grew worse and worse as time went on. 
They both had entered the competition 
for the silver medal of the Society of 
Arts, and when it was known that John 
had carried off the prize, although he 
was only nine years old, his big rival 
was furious. 

The very next day the bully sat in the 
studio watching like a great spider in a 
web for the arrival of the small boy, and 
biding his time until all the other pupils 
were gone, he seized on the defenseless 
little boy and began to ‘take his cruel 
revenge. 

In spite of his struggles, Millais was 
hung head downward out of the win- 
dow and his legs were fastened securely 
with scarves and pieces of string to the 
iron bar of the window-guard. The 
child very soon became unconscious, and 
would most likely have died had not 
some passers-by in the street below 
noticed the hanging figure, and given 
the alarm by ringing the street door- 
bell. 

After that the bully was seen no more 
at the Academy, and Millais was left 
in peace. 

PT Ze) AGYs 


The prize day at the Society of Arts 
was a red-letter day in the life of John 


Millais, for he was to receive his silver 
medal from the hands of his royal 
highness the Duke of Sussex. Dressed 
in a “white plaid tunic, with black belt 
and buckle; short white frilled trousers 
showing bare legs, with white socks and 
patent-leather shoes; a large white 
frilled collar, a bright necktie, and his 
hair in golden curls,” he walked up when 
the secretary called out his name, “Mr. 
John Everett Millais.” 

There was a pause. The duke, who 
stood behind a high raised desk, saw no 
one to whom he was to hand the medal, 
and waited for the prize-winner to ap- 
pear. 

“The gentleman is a long time coming 
up,’ he said at last to the secretary. 

“Heis® here; syour ‘royal highness. 
replied the secretary, and looking down 
over the desk, sure enough the duke saw 
that the gentleman was standing there, 
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HIS GOLDEN HEAD DID NOT REACH THE LEVEL 
OF THE TOP OF THE DESK 


but such a very little gentleman he was, 
that his golden head did not reach to the 
level of the top of the desk. 

A stool was then brought, and stand- 
ing upon it the winner of the silver 
medal could be seen more clearly, and 
the duke patted his head and wished 
him every success. 

“Remember, if at any time I can be 
of service to you, you must not hesitate 
to write and say so,” he added, kindly. 

That was a lucky promise for John, 
and it was not very long before he 
claimed the promised favor. Both he 
and William were very keen on fishing, 
and they had fished every year together 
in the Serpentine and Round Pond, un- 
til permission was withdrawn. Then 
John remembered the duke’s promise, 
and wrote to ask if they might not be 
allowed to fish there as usual, and the 
request was granted at once. After that 
the pleasure was all the greater, for they 
were the envy of all the other little boys, 
who were only allowed to look on. 


William was only two years older ° 


than John, and they always were 
together as much as possible, although 
William went to school and John still 
did his lessons with his mother. Both 
boys were “mad about art,’”’ and “knew 
every picture in the National Gallery by 


heart.” One of their plays was to make 
a National Gallery of their own out of 
a large deal box, the pictures hung 
therein being about the size of a visit- 
ing-card or a good-sized envelope. 

All the old masters were hung there. 
There were Rembrandts, Titians, Ru- 
benses, Turners, etc., all with most gor- 
geous frames made out of the shining 
paper of crackers, and all carefully var- 
nished to look like oil paintings. 

It was a good thing that little Millais 
was child enough to play at such games, 
for in other ways he was so much older 
than his years, and he was getting on 
so quickly with his work, that it seemed 
as if he had already left his childhood 
behind him. He was only ten when he 
was admitted to be a student of the 
Royal Academy, “the youngest student 
who ever found entrance within its 
walls, and during his six years there he 
carried off in turn every honor the 
Academy had to bestow.” 


So the golden thread led onward, and 
the boy never loosed his hold upon it 
nor strayed into other paths. Little 
John Millais, “the child’ of the Royal 
Academy, went steadily forward until 
he became Sir John Millais, its famous 
president, 
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THE BOYHOOD OF A FRENCH PAINTER 


(JEAN Francors MILLET) 


BY AMY STEEDMAN 


ON THE coast of Normandy, high up on 
one of those frowning granite cliffs 
which overhang the sea, the little town 
of Gruchy is perched like a sea-bird’s 
nest among the gray rocks. It has one 
long straggling street leading down- 
wards to the shore, for here the cliffs 
have parted to fold in their cleft a little 
green valley, where the sheep can be led 
out to find pasture, and a possible path 
be found to the beach, where the har- 
vest of seaweed is gathered and drawn 
up to enrich the fields above. 

Looking outward to the sea, through 
a vista of frowning rocks, there is a 
gloomy grandeur about the view in 
front of the town which seems to hold 
only sad memories of storm and ship- 
wreck, danger and death; but on the 
other side are pleasant green fields and 
sunny orchards, which give a homelike, 
happy air of peaceful content to the 
place where the hard-working people of 
Gruchy earn their daily bread. 

In one of the strongly built, well- 
thatched houses of the little town there 
lived, about a hundred years ago, a peas- 
ant farmer called Jean Louis Millet. 
Like his father and grandfather before 
him, he worked in the fields all day and 
returned at night to the same comfort- 
able old house which was large enough 
to shelter the three generations which 
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now gathered under its roof. There 
was the grandmother, who looked after 
the household and took care of the chil- 
dren, there was Jean Louis himself, his 
wife and eight children. 

The mothers of Gruchy had little time 
to look after their children, for, like the 
men, they were busy at work in the 
elds all day, and so it was in the house | 
of Jean Louis Millet that the old grand- 
mother was left in charge of the chil- 
dren and had most to do with their 
bringing up. She loved them all and 
cared tenderly for each one of them, but 
it was the eldest boy she loved best of 
all. It was in her arms the boy had first 
been laid, and she it was who carried 
him to the little gray church and gave 
him the name of Jean Francois: Jean 
after his father, and Francois after the 
saint of Assisi, who is the special pro- 
tector of those who know poverty and 
who, working under the open sky, learn 
to know and love God’s creatures and all 
the wonderful works of His hands. 

The stories of saints were all well 
known to the old grandmother, and in- 
deed she followed not afar off in their 
footsteps, living her honest, simple, up- 
right life, and teaching little Frangois 
to see God’s hand in all the wonderful 
things around him, the golden glory of 
the gorse, the purple of the heather 


among the gray rocks, the mighty cliffs, 
the thundering waves that broke on the 
shore, as well as the piping notes of his 
‘Vittle sisters, the birds.” And she 
taught him, too, to dread a wrong action 
more than death. 

“Wake up, my little Francois,” she 
would say in the early mornings, bend- 
ing over his bed and waking him gently. 
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HE SAW HIS GREAT-UNCLE FURIOUSLY WAVING 
TO HIM 


“Thou knowest not how long the birds 
have been singing the glory of God.” 
There was another inmate of the old 
house who had a special love for the 
boy, and that was his great-uncle, the 
Abbé Charles Millet, a priest who suf- 
fered much persecution at the time of 
the French Revolution, but who was 
now the parish priest of Gruchy. It was 
a thrilling tale which Franeois was 
never tired of hearing, how when the 
soldiers were hunting him down, this 


great-uncle had contrived a hiding-place 
close to his bed, and when the soldiers 
came unexpectedly one day, he had only 
just time to disappear before they burst 
in. The bed he had been sleeping in 
was still warm, and this the soldiers 
noticed at once. 

But search as they might they could 
find no other trace of him, although he 
heard every word they were saying, and 
knew in his hiding-place that they were 
turning the house upside down in their 
search. 

This old man was no idler, and he 
worked as hard as any other laborer in 
the fields, stowing away his breviary in 
his pocket and tucking up his cossack 
before he set to work. Wherever he 
went little Francois trotted by his side, 
for the old man could not bear the child 
out of his sight and was never tired of 
teaching and training him. 

There was one day which Francois 
never forgot. He had wandered away 
from his uncle and had climbed down to 
the seashore, and was enjoying all the 
delights of fishing for tadpoles when he 
heard his name called and saw his great- 
uncle furiously waving to him from the 
cliff. He obeyed the call at once and 
climbed up, but the old man had been 
badly frightened, and as soon as he had 
the child safe and sound by his side 
again, his anxiety suddenly turned to 
anger. He took off his large three- 
cornered hat and beat Francois with it 
soundly and then drove him up to the 
house, still beating him with the hat as 
he went. 

“Ah! Til help thee to get home,” he 
cried, with each flapping whack, and as 
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Frangois’ legs were short and fat they 
did not carry him very swiftly, and he 
spent some painful moments before he 
reached home. 

After that Francois always regarded 
the three-cornered hat with distrust, 
for, as he said years afterward, “I was 
not of an age to understand a tenderness 
which showed itself by blows from a 
hat.” 

This great-uncle died when Francois 
was only seven, but by that time the boy 
was learning his lessons at school, 
which he had entered with flying colors 
some months before. He was a big boy 
for his age and strongly built, and had 
been already taught lessons at home, so 
that the elder children were rather 
proud of him when they took him for 
the first time to school. They boasted 
themselves of his strength and clever- 
ness, and declared that he would be able 
to beat any boy of his own age or even 
older. So of course the first thing they 
did was to arrange a fight. 

There was no boy quite so young as 
Frangois in the school, but they picked 
out one a little older, the strongest and 
most promising they could find, and pro- 
ceeded to arrange the quarrel. A chip 
of wood was laid on one boy’s shoulder 
and the other was told, “I bet you don’t 
dare knock that chip off.” 

It was felt none but a coward could 
refuse, and equally of course the other 
boy could not endure such an insult, so 
as soon as the chip was knocked off the 
battle began. In this fight Francois 
covered himself with glory, to the pride 
and delight of his supporters, who de- 
clared joyfully, “Millet is only six and 
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a half, and he has beaten a boy more 
than seven years old.” 

But when it came to lessons Francois 
was not quite such a success. He never 
could learn things by heart, and he was 
hopelessly dull at sums. Then, too, he 
had a bad habit of drawing capital let- 
ters in his copy-book when he ought to 
have been learning his lessons, and yet 
when asked any question he always an- 
swered well and sensibly. He was 
twelve years old when he went to church 
at Gréville to be confirmed, and the 
priest there was so much impressed by 
his intelligent answers that he asked 
him if he would like to be taught Latin. 

“With? Latin,” my “boy,” saidmmie 
priest, “you can become a priest or a 
doctor.” 

“No,” said Francois, “I don’t wish to 
be either; I wish to stay with my 
parents.” 

“Come all the same,’ 
“you will learn.” 

So Franeois learned to read the Bible 
and Virgil in Latin, and read them over 
and over again until he knew each 
word. But there was little time now to 
give to books, for he was old enough to 
help his father in the fields, and it was 
time he learned to mow the grass, make 
hay, bind the sheaves, thresh and win- 
now, plow and sow. 


b) 


said the priest; 
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So the father and son worked to- 
gether at the daily common tasks of the 
ordinary laborer, but they saw in their 
work things which few ordinary labor- 


ers see. They both loved everything 
that was beautiful either in form or 
color, and nothing to them was com- 
monplace. Years before, when Fran- 
cois was a little boy, trotting along by 
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HE MADE CAREFUL DRAWINGS OF ALL 
FROM THE WINDOW 


HE SAW 


his father’s side, his father would stoop 
and pick a blade of grass and bid his 
little son look at it. 

“See,” he said, “how fine that is.” 

Or he would point to some tree they 
were passing and say, “Look at that 
tree, how large and beautiful it is, as 
beautiful as a flower.” 

One day they had stood together on 
the cliffs to watch the sunset, and the 
wonderful pageant of the crimson sky, 
and the golden glory of the shining sea 


made Francois exclaim with delight. 
But his father stood still and reverently 
bared his head. “My son, it is God,” 
he said, and Frangois never forgot those 
words. 

It was not until some years after- 
ward that the boy began to try and draw 
pictures of the things he loved to look 
at, and it was the old engravings in the 
Bible that suggested the idea. He had 
little time for anything but the farm 
work, and he was quite content to do 
that thoroughly, to drive his furrow 
straight and clean, to work with a will 
in the fields he loved. But at the noon- 
day rest, when the .other workers lay 
sleeping, he took his pencil and made 
careful drawings of all that he saw from 
the window—the garden, the trees, and 
the rocks, and later on the figures he 
had seen at work or walking down the 
village street. The wonder and terror 
of the sea, the tall poplars round the 
gray church tower, the bent forms of 
old men, the women at their work, all 
these things filled his head, and the 
longing to draw them began to fill his 
heart. 

So it was that Jean Franeois, the 
peasant, brought all the wealth of his 
heart, his love of God and of nature, to 
the making of Millet the painter, and it 
was from the golden mine in the heart 
of the peasant that the painter drew all 
that was best and most beautiful in his 
art. 


THE BOYHOOD OF A MUSICIAN 
(HANDEL ) 


GEORGE HANDEL’s father was a barber, 
in those days when a barber was a 
“leech,” that is, a doctor, and also a den- 
tist. He had great ambitions for his 
little boy. He wanted him to be a gen- 
tleman, for a barber-doctor was not a 
gentleman in Halle. So he planned that 
his son should be a lawyer. 

But music was in George’s blood and 
nothing would check his ambition to be 
a composer. In some way his mother 
or nurse smuggled a rickety spinet—an 
old-fashioned kind of piano—up to the 
attic where he slept, and, at night, when 
all the others were asleep, the strings 
covered with strips of cloth to deaden 
the sound, he played and played until he 
had mastered the instrument. 

One night—so the artist says—some- 
body below awoke and heard celestial 
music aloft, and sensibly concluding that 
it was not the angels, lit a candle and led 
the whole household up the stairs. And 
there they stood, blinking about, look- 
ing amazed at the fair-haired little fel- 
low who was playing away like a 
master. 

So the good father procured for him 
the best of masters, and the little George 
Frederick became a famous composer. 

He went away from home to London, 
where he had his struggles, and discour- 
agements, and failures. He had to rent 
a theater of his own to have his operas 
performed, and the operas never suc- 
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ceeded. So he turned—and it is such 
turnings from failures that so often 
have led men to success—to the ora- 
torio. An oratorio is a long sacred com- 
position for voices, the words nearly 
always taken from the Bible. 


LEE MESSIAH 


One day, when the inspiration came 
upon him, he began his greatest compo- 
sition, an oratorio of many parts, chor- 
uses, solos, accompaniments, which it 
takes two hours to render, and in 
twenty-three days he had finished it. It 
was “The Messiah.” Whenever you 
think of Milton you think of “Paradise 
Lost”; when you think of Dante you 
think of his “Divine Comedy,’ and 
when you think of Handel you think of 
his “Messiah.” Poor old King George 
III heard it, and when he listened to 
“The Pastoral Symphony” he said, “I 
could see the stars shining through it,” 
and when the great chorus came to a 
wonderful acclaim of song at the close, 
the enraptured monarch together with 
the whole audience sprang to their feet. 
Ever since then at this “Hallelujah 
Chorus” it has always been the custom 
for the audience to stand, a tribute ren- 
dered to no other musical composer. 

Handel was a crotchety fellow as he 
grew older. He never married, but he 
loved children, and he gave an organ to 
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YOUNG 


HANDEL 


From a Painting by Margaret Isabel Dicksee 


the London Foundling Hospital... They 
have a new one there now, but some of 
the cld pipes that Handel gave have 
been wrought into the instrument, so 
that the children still listen to some of 
Handel’s “music.” 

He was buried, of course, in West- 
minster Abbey, for he had become a 
naturalized Englishman. And on his 
monument you may see a carving that 


represents him writing one of the finest 
songs of his “Messiah,” “I know that 
my Redeemer liveth.” 

When Lord Kinnoul once compli- 
mented Handel on the noble entertain- 
ment he had lately given the town, he 
replied : 

“My lord, I should be sorry if I 
only entertained them—TI wish to make 
them better.” 


ONCE upon a time, as the fairy tales 
say, there was born in the northern city 
of Stockholm a baby girl, who pos- 
sessed as magic a gift as any princess in 
the fairy tales of Hans Andersen. 

At the time when this baby was born, 
in the year 1820, Hans Andersen was a 
boy of fifteen, living not very far off, in 
Denmark, with all those beautiful fairy 
tales still in his head, and he did not 
meet our princess until she was quite 
grown up, but the moment he saw her he 
knew at once she was wonderful enough 
to have lived all along in one of his own 
fairy tales. 

Jenny Lind, of course, was not really 
a fairy princess, nor indeed a princess 
at all. She was only a little Swedish 
girl, born in a poor home in Stockholm, 
where no one gave her a very warm wel- 
come. Her young father could not earn 
money enough for himself and his wife, 
and now here was another mouth to 
fill! Even the baby’s mother did not 
feel specially glad at the arrival of her 
little daughter. She, poor woman, had 
to work hard and kept a day school for 
other people’s children, and a child of 
her own was rather in the way. No- 
body guessed then that the baby had a 
magic gift which was to bring her fame 
and fortune. She was just a little un- 
welcome baby, christened very grandly 

IX—6 


65 


“Johanna Maria,” but known always by 
the funny, homely name of “Jenny.” 
Life was to be full of changes for 
little Jenny, and she was sent off at once 
to live in the country under the care of 
Carl Ferndal, ofganist and parish clerk 


of the church of Sollentuna. This man 
and his wife took good care of the 
adopted baby, and for four years Jenny 
lived the life of a country child and was 
as happy as the day was long. She was 
a real child of the woods and meadows, 
and loved nothing so much as rolling on 
the grass, picking wild flowers, and lis- 
tening to the song of the birds. Birds 
and flowers seemed to have a special 
message for her, and she loved them 
with a love that never changed through 
all her changing life. 

Then: at, the end” of fourvears: the 
country life vanished and town life be- 
gan for the little maiden, for her mother 
quarreled with the organist and carried 
Jenny back to Stockholm. 


PLEASANT TOWN NOISES 


Everything was strange to the child 
in the big town. She did not like so 
many people or so much noise. She 
wished she was back in the woods listen- 
Town noises were all 
Then sud- 


ing to the birds. 
so frightening and ugly. 


denly she discovered that sounds could 
be pleasant in a town, too. Every morn- 
ing as the soldiers marched up the 
streets, they made music on their bugles, 
and the tune they played went singing 
on in her head all day long, just as the 
music of the birds used to do in the 
green woods. 

At last one morning when Jenny 
thought she was quite alone and the sol- 
diers’ tune was still singing softly in 
her head, she crept up to the piano, 
which had been left open that her step- 
sister, Amelia, might practice upon it, 
and began softly to pick out the tune 
with one finger. 

Amelia, = isu that ecvour practice :: 
cried out the old grandmother, who was 
passing. 

There was no answer, but the music 
stopped at once. The grandmother 
looked into the room. There stood the 
square piano, but no one to be seen near 
it. This was very strange. The grand- 
mother rubbed her eyes and looked 
again. She was sure she had heard 


someone playing. Amelia might be hid- 
ing, perhaps, so in she came and poked 
about behind chairs and table, until at 
last she caught sight of a tiny figure 
crouching inside the square piano, and 
stooping down she dragged out a very 
frightened and very dusty little Jenny. 

“Child,” said her grandmother, “was 
that you playing?” 

Jenny caught her breath with a great 
sob and confessed that she had tried to 
play on the piano without permission. 

The grandmother looked down at the 
tiny child with amazement and almost 
with awe. She could scarcely believe 
that Jenny could have made the music 
she had heard. Already she caught the 
echo of that magic gift, the very spirit 
of music which no one had as yet 
guessed that the child possessed. 

“Mark my words,” she said after- 
ward to Jenny’s mother, “that child will 
bring you help.” 

That might perhaps happen some day, 
thought her mother, but just now the 
child was rather a hindrance than a 
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SHE DRAGGED OUT A FRIGHTENED AND VERY DUSTY OHILD 
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help, and help was sorely needed. The 
day school kept by Frau Lind was not a 
success, and after a few years she was 
obliged to give it up, and then Jenny 
changed her home once more. 


Tike WIDOWS HOME 


The steward or gatekeeper of the 
House of the Widows, where Jenny’s 
grandmother had found a home, had no 
children and wanted to adopt a little 
girl, and this seemed the very thing for 
Jenny. It was a comfortable, happy 
home for the child, and she would be 
able to see her grandmother whom she 
loved. 

All this time the spirit of music had 
grown with the child’s growth, and in 
the new home she could no more help 
singing than the birds in the trees. 

“As a child I sang with every step I 
took, and with every jump my feet 
made,” she said many years afterward. 

The little singing maiden, hopping 
about the quiet Widows’ Home, must 
have seemed like a bird shut up in 
rather a gloomy cage, but Jenny was 
quite happy. As long as she might sing 
to herself she was never lonely, and 
then, too, she had always her dear cat 
with the blue ribbon round his neck for 
company, and he was most patient and 
polite in listening to her song. 

There was a window in the steward’s 
house which looked down upon the busy 
street leading to St. Jacob’s church, and 
here on the broad window-seat Jenny 
used to curl herself up, with the cat sit- 
ting opposite, and sing to her heart’s 
content. 
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The passers-by, when they heard the 
child’s voice, would pause and look up: 
They half-expected to see a bird-cage 
hanging there, but instead, all that was 
to be seen was a round-faced little girl 
and a solemn cat with a blue ribbon 
round his neck. 

But wherever the song came from it 
was very sweet and haunting, and 
seemed to go straight to the heart, so 
the people always smiled as they looked 
upward, and were never tired of lis- 
tening. 

Now among the people who passed to 
and fro under the window of the stew- 
ard’s house was the maid of a Mademoi- 
selle Lundberg, a performer at the 
Royal Opera House. This maid could 
not forget the sound of the child’s voice, 
and she thought of it so often that at 
last she told her mistress about the little 
girl who sang to her cat in the window 
of the House of the Widows. 
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A KIND FRIEND 


It sounded a very pretty tale and 
Mademoiselle Lundberg began to think 
that she, too, would like to hear the child 
with the birdlike voice, so she bade her 
maid find out who the little girl was, and 
ask if the child might come and sing to 
her. 

There was nothing very fairylike 
about Jenny in those days. She herself 
tells us that she was “a small, ugly, 
broad-nosed, shy, undergrown girl,” but 
when she stood before the lady who had 
sent for her and began to sing, the 
magic of her music cast a spell over all 
who listened. 

+ thee) childs siss 7a) 
Mademoiselle Lundberg. 
to Jenny’s mother, who had come with 
her, she said, “You must have her edu- 
eavedetor the stace:, 

But Frau Lind would not hear of 
such a thing, and the old grandmother, 
too, shook her head when she was told. 
They disliked the stage and thought it 
would be an evil life for little Jenny. 

“Very well, then,” said Mademoiselle 
Lundberg, “you must at any rate have 
her taught singing.” 

There could be no objection to that, 
and after talking it over, Jenny’s mother 
set out with a letter of introduction in 
one hand and her little daughter in the 
other, to seek an interview with Herr 
Croclius, the singing-master at the 
Royal Theater. 

There was something very grand and 
worldly and almost frightening about 
the broad flight of steps which led to 


genius,” cried 
Then turning 
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the theater, and as the mother and child 
climbed up, Frau Lind’s heart failed her 
again and all her doubts came rushing 
back. She stood still and hesitated, half 
inclined to turn round and go home. 

But an eager little hand was dragging 
her forward, and Jenny begged her to 
be quick and come on. Jenny was quite 
sure that there must be no turning back, 
and so, half unwillingly, her mother al- 
lowed herself to be pulled along until 
she reached the room of Herr Croclius, 
and they knocked timidly at the door. 

The singing-master listened kindly to 
what they had to say, and then bade 
Jenny sing one of her songs to him, 
more out of kindness than because he 
took any great interest in the small, 
plain-looking child. 

But the moment the song was begun 
all was changed. Again the magic of 
her gift wove its wondrous spell, and 
the tears gathered in the master’s eyes 
as he listened to the pure, fresh notes. 
Then when she had finished he rose to 
his feet and held out his hand. 

“You must come with me,” he said, 
“to Count Puke, the head of the theater. 
We must show him what a treasure we 
have found.” 

Now the Count was not at all inclined 
to think that Jenny was a treasure at 
all, and he frowned when he looked at 
the shy, plain little girl. 

“How old is she?” he asked to begin 
with. 

“Nine years old,” said Croclius. 
“Nine!” exclaimed the Count. 
this is not a créche. 

Theater.” 


“But 
It is the King’s 


AN EAGER LITTLE HAND DRAGGED HER FORWARD 


He looked quite crossly at the small 
figure standing there. A child of that 
age was only fit to be kept in a nursery. 
What was the use of troubling a busy 
man with such foolishness? 

“Well,” said Croclius, “if the Count 
will not hear her, then I will teach her 
for nothing myself, and she will one day 
astonish you.” 

‘ Indeed she had already begun to 
astonish the Count, for he thought after 
all there must be something wonderful 
about the commonplace child if Croclius, 
the great singing-master, was willing to 
teach her without any payment. At any 
rate, he would allow her to sing to him, 
and would judge for himself. 

So again Jenny sang one of the songs 
which she had sung to the cat when they 
sat together in the sunny window, and 
once again the spell worked. She al- 
ways forgot her shyness when she once 
began to sing, and her whole face was 
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transformed and “shone with heavenly 
light.” 

In one of Hans Andersen’s tales there 
is the story of a nightingale that 
charmed the emperor and all his court 
with its wonderful singing, although it 
was merelv a plain little gray bird that 
almost shocked the court with its humble 
appearance, 

“Ts it possible?” said the lord-in-wait- 
ing. “I never imagined it could be such 
a little plain simple thing like that.” 
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But when the emperor heard the song 
of the little gray bird the tears came 
into his eyes and rolled down his cheeks, 
and the song went straight to his heart. 
He wished to reward the nightingale, 
but she would take nothing. 

“T have seen tears in an emperor’s 
eyes and that is my richest reward,” she 


said. 


That is what Jenny Lind might have 
felt when she finished her song and 
looked up at the two men who were lis- 
tening to her. The Count was like the 
emperor in the fairy tale. He could only 
see the plain little gray bird through a 
mist of tears which filled his eyes and 
rolled down his cheeks. 

Here was a treasure indeed. Such a 
singing bird must not be allowed to 
escape, and so it was at once arranged 
that Jenny should become the adopted 
child of the Royal Theater, and that she 
was to be educated and taught to sing, 
all at the expense of the government. 

Frau Lind gave her consent very un- 
willingly, but it was a great matter that 
the child should be provided for, and 
there seemed nothing else to be done. 

So the little gray bird began her train- 
ing, which was to lead to such a world- 
wide success. She was scarcely ten 
years old when she began to act at the 
Royal Theater, and her acting was al- 
most as full of charm as her singing, so 
that she might have become a great 
actress as well as a great singer. 

She taught, of course, many 
other things besides acting and sing- 
ing, and did her lessons just like any 
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other little girl, Her sewing was per- 
haps the thing she did best, for she loved 
to put in neat, dainty stitches, and 
worked most exquisitely. 

‘“Madame’s stitches never come out,” 
said her maid, when Jenny was grown 
up. 

It might be thought a strange life for 
a child, and there was much evil around 
her, but she grew up like a daisy in a 
garden, white and pure, with gold at the 
heart of her. Like St. Marearet} site 
kept herself unspotted from the world, 
and the purity of her heart put to flight 
the dragon of evil. The great secret of 
her success was well expressed by her 
friend Jules Benedict: “Jenny Lind 
makes a conscience of her art.” 

Even when the world began to ring 
with the fame of this wonderful “night- 
ingale,” when kings and queens begged 
that she would come and sing to them in 
their palaces, when they “crowned her 
with Towers and filled her lap with 
gold,’ Jenny Lind through it all re 
mained like the princess in the fairy 
tale, “as good as gold,” unspoiled and 
simple, “with the manners of a princess, 


the simplicity of a child, and the good- 
ness of an angel.” 


THE BOYHOOD OF AN ENGINEER WHO BECAME 
PRESIDENT * 


(HERBERT Hoover) 


BY JOSEPH ARMSTRONG SWISHER 


On A summer afternoon in the early 
eighties a chubby-faced bare-foot lad 
might have been seen looking for 
pretty stones and fossils along the 
gravelled embankment of the railroad 
track at West Branch, Iowa. Picking 
up pebbles, rubbing them vigorously 
to make them shine, and moistening 
them with his tongue to see if they 
would sparkle would doubtless be con- 
sidered dull pastime for the average 
boy. But for Herbert Hoover— 
“Bertie’ he was called at home—it 
was a matter of pure delight. Col- 
lecting choice specimens of stones was 
his hobby. Dr. William H. Walker, 
the dentist, could point out the beauty 
and fine qualities of an agate, and the 
peculiar characteristics of a fossil 
coral. And these were the things that 
interested young Hoover. 

The boy’s father and mother were 
Quakers, as were their parents and 
grandparents for several generations. 
His father, Jesse Hoover, the village 
blacksmith, was known for his stal- 
wart character, his high ideals, and his 
strict adherence to the Quaker faith. 
Huldah Minthorn Hoover, his mother, 
was a gracious, womanly woman, a 


recorded minister of the Society of 
Friends, always ready to serve, and 
proud to associate with the most hum- 
ble of the community. One might 
well say of her as Hamlin Garland has 
written of his own pioneer mother: 
“She was neither witty, nor learned 
in books, nor wise in the ways of the 
world, but I contend that her life was 
noble. There was something in her 
unconscious heroism which _ tran- 
scends wisdom and the deeds of those 
who dwell in the rose-golden light of 
romances; ss Nowe that “her Slitemae 
rounded in the silence whence it came, 
its significance appears.” 

The humble little two-room cottage 
in which Hoover was born and spent 
his early boyhood still stands on the 
bank of the west branch of Wapsino- 
noc Creek. Ina little room seven feet 
wide and thirteen and one-half feet 
long he first saw the light of day. 

The boyhood of Herbert Hoover 
was not particularly romantic. He 
was a boy among boys—“a. reg’lar 
feller.” He went swimming and fish- 
ing like other boys, caught rabbits 
in a figure-four trap, shot pigeons and 
prairie chickens with a bow and arrow, 
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watched a torch-light parade at a Re- 
publican rally and sold old iron to 
earn money for fireworks on the 
Fourth of July. A record of his school 
attendance 
during the 
of 
when 


spring 
1882 
he was 
seven years 
old is still 
preserved 
in the beau- 
tiful 
manship of 


|p el 


his teach- 
etn NErss 
R. Anna 
Paxiaitiens. 
And he left 
quiche wale Wn ng aCe 
with 
sentiments 


kind 


prvanion ly 
written in 
the 

eraph 


auto- 

ae 
bums of his 
friends. 

ve eV 
Packson ; 
cha Ro hams Gg 
resident 
of West 
Branch, remembered him as “round 
faced, and pretty 
By his teacher, 
K. Carron, he was character- 


chubby, serious, 


much in the way.” 
Mrs. J. 
ized as “industrious and determined.” 
Whatever he did “he put his whole 
heart into it, whether it was coasting 


HERBERT HOOVER 


About eleven years of age 


down Cook’s Hill on his home-made 
sled, diving into the old swimming 
hole down by the railroad track, or 
getting a hard lesson in school. He 
worked 
with all his 
might.” 

Another 
chanacters 
istic which 
hesiseenis 
t.07* fh aie 
possessed 
aS) 7 akbar, 
was “keep- 
ing stat 
when he 
has noth- 
ing to say.” 
Even as a 
youngster 
he tc.onidke 
ex press 
hos mmssvestar 
upon any 
subject 
that inter- 
ested him; 
but he was 
never adept 
at) Spas 
making a 
talk for the 
S alee. fan 
He preferred to listen to 
the others if they had anything worth 
while to say; if not, he had something 
of his own to think about. 

But Hoover’s bovhood days were 
not all filled with the boundless joys 
of youth. There were likewise days 


talking.” 


The one-storey ell is the original house in which the future President was born 


of hardship, of sadness and bereave- 
ment. When he was only six years 
old his father fell a victim of typhoid 
fever and died at the age of thirty- 
three. The family “had just moved 
from the one storey-cottage by the 
blacksmith shop into a _ two-storey 
house behind the maples a little to the 
south. The estate was meager and 
the demands upon it were great. Mrs. 
Hoover turned to sewing; she was an 
excellent seamstress. Moreover she 
was frequently called upon to minister 
at the Quaker meetings, for which 
she received no regular compensation 
but accepted occasional gifts from 
friends. By industry and economy 
she would have succeeded in holding 
the little family together but for her 
own untimely death, which occurred 
when Herbert was nine years old. 
Completely orphaned, the lad found 
a home temporarily with his Uncle 


Allan and Aunt Millie Hoover on a 
farm near West Branch. The free-. 
dom of country life and the adventur- 
ous experience of the farm appealed 
to his youthful and exuberant nature. 
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THE SCHOOLHOUSE WHICH HERBERT HOOVER 
ATTENDED 


This picture was taken in 1883 


And his Aunt Millie’s culinary ability 
appealed with equal strength to his 
ever increasing appetite. But there 
were also new duties and new respon- 
sibilities confronting him. Laurie 
Tatum, wise and friendly counselor 
who had given him pennies and 
fatherly advice, was appointed guar- 
dian. He spoke to Herbert about his 
conduct; he must be kind and brave 
and prudent, and help as much as he 
could on Uncle Allan’s farm. 

Uncle Allan and Aunt Millie made 
no distinction between Herbert and 
their own son, Walter, of the same 
They awarded praise and blame 
with impartial justice and affection. 
Herbert helped to bring in the wood, 
pumped the water, learned to feed and 
hharness the horses, and taught the 
young calves to drink from a pail. 

When haying time came he con- 
ceived the idea of training one of the 
calves to draw a mowing machine. 

Jncle Allan heard of the plan but 
made no objection; so a harness was 
made for the calf. Next a mowing 
machine was improvised with some 
boards and a cross-cut saw. Herbert 
was the mechanic. When completed 
the machine “was a triumph.” The 
wheels were borrowed from an old 
buggy, the framework was neatly 
sawed and nailed, and the steel cutting 
edge, sharpened by patient toil with 
a file, actually moved back and forth 
like that of a big machine. Aunt 
Millie was called to admire it; Uncle 


age. 


Allan praised it highly. Then the calf 
was brought forth, fully equipped, 
and the traces were fastened to the 
whippletree. Suddenly there was a 
commotion. The bawling calf, tail 
high in the air, tore through the barn- 
yard. The mower crashed into a tree, 
the traces broke, and the calf escaped. 
The pride of boyish invention lay in 
a wreck against the trunk of an apple 
eree: 

But the days spent on the farm were 
not all days of hilarity. There were 
busy days—days of training in indus- 
try and economy. he summer: 
passed with its orderly cycle of work: 
the corn was plowed, the hay cut, the 
wheat and oats threshed, and the 
grain carried to the nearest mill for 
grinding on toll. Herbert was too 
small to do a man’s works but~he 
helped as much as he could. He ob- 
served that there was always plenty 
of work, and that the reward for serv- 
ice lay largely in the satisfaction of 
tasks well done. 

If the influences of the first decade 
of a person’s life determine the princi- 
pal traits of his character, then Her- 
bert Hoover owes much to his experi- 
ences and early training at West 
Branch. And there seems to be con- 
siderable evidence that the boy was 
indeed father to the man. His boy- 
hood days, with their joys and hard- 
ships, their lessons of industry and 
thrift, and their fine dreams of future 
success have borne abundant fruit. 


——————— 
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i 
WILLIAM OF NORMANDY 


WiLit1aAM became Duke of Normandy, when he 
was eight years old, on the death of his father, 
Robert, in 1035. He had many enemies, but he 
was brave and strong, and loved fighting. He 
was very young when he retook the castle of 
Falaise from the rebel lord Thurstan, when he 
won the castle of Arques from his own uncle, 
and when, with the help of the King of France, 
he defeated the Norman rebels at Val-des-Dunes. 
It was nearly twenty years after, in 1066, that he 
invaded England, and won his victory over Har- 
old. Here we tell the story of his boyhood and 
early manhood. 

Robert, Duke of Normandy, went to the Holy 
Land, and died on his way back. His young son 
William succeeded not only to all the honors of 
the duchy, but also to the war between the duke 
and his overlord, Henry, King of France. The 
soldiers of France were round the walls of one 
of William’s castles, and in Henry’s name they 
were demanding that the castle should be given 
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up. William’s men, on the other hand, said they 
would not yield until they had no more strength 
to fight. 

There were angry words on both sides. Loud 
threats arose from the French, and matters looked 
very serious, when suddenly William came upon 
the scene. The boy was handsome, brave, and 
strong. “Let me have my way now,” he said to 
the Normans. “You are my faithful men, but I 
do not quite agree with you. Henry is my over- 
lord, and I am bound to be true to him.” 

King Henry seemed pleased with the boy, and 
as a reward he made him one of the Knights of 
St. Michael and St. George. William was a very 
young knight, but he was proud of the honor, and 
went home feeling that he was quite a man. 

William had been obliged to give up that castle 
to King Henry; but he soon found that the King 
kept taking more and more land from his duchy. 
In spite of his fine promises, Henry even helped 
the young duke’s men to rebel; for there were 
some people in Normandy who would have liked 
some one else to rule over them. 

Chief among these was one named Thurstan, 
who was bold enough to say he would no longer 
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obey Duke William. He took the castle of Fa- 
laise, which was William’s favorite home, and 
sent rude messages to the duke. * William at once 
called his men together, and ordered the big stan- 
dard of Normandy to be brought out. The young 
duke was quick in action, and he seemed to do 
things in haste. The brave Normans loved him 
for this, and without a word they set themselves 
behind their young leader. 

Thurstan looked at the steep cliffs and the 
strong walls, and said: “They will never take 
Falaise from me. I am safe enough in this fine 
old place.” But he forgot that the people of the 
town loved William. Even while he thought he 
was so safe within the castle, a little girl had run 
in to tell the people that William was coming. 

Now there was joy and stir in Falaise; for all 
the gates were flung wide open, and the Normans 
came marching in to attack the castle on its weak- 
est side. When Thurstan saw that his walls were 
broken, he began to feel a little afraid of the 
duke. ‘This lad of thirteen is like a man,” he 
said. “He can do just what he wishes.” All day 
long the fight went steadily on, and when Thurs- 
tan saw that he was beaten he asked pardon from 
the duke. Now, although William was but a boy, 
he showed older people how to be just and kind 
even to one’s foe. 

“T give you your life, Thurstan,” he said to the 
kneeling soldier, “but you have to leave my coun- 
try. You must go far away from Normandy, and 
never come back; for you have broken your 
word, and made war upon your home land.” 

William’s enemies were those of his own fam- 
ily. The Norman barons lived in strong castles, 
and they were very lawless. They made war upon 
each other, and did many cruel things. One night 
some men broke into the young duke’s rooms and 
killed his tutor, who slept near him. They also 
killed his old and trusted friend Count Osborn. 

The next great trouble came through his uncle, 
who said that he ought to be duke instead of 
William. He was besieged in his castle of Ar- 
ques by William’s men, when all at once they 
found out that Henry, King of France, was 
sending in food to the castle. They knew that if 
this went on it was useless for them to wait pa- 
tiently for the castle to yield. 

At this time William was at his hunting-lodge 
far off, but as soon as he heard the news he called 
for his horse to be saddled, and turning to those 
around him, he shouted, “Let him who loves me. 
follow me!” He rode day and night until he came 
into the camp at Arques and greeted his men. “T 
shall not leave you until this castle is in our 
hands,” he said, and he kept his word. 

A little while later his cousin Guy formed a 


plot against him, by which William was to be 
seized and Guy made duke instead. Guy and his 
friends dined together very merrily, and then 
called ina poor man named Gillos to amuse them. 
Without thinking, some of the men began to talk 
about the plot. Now the young duke had always 
been kind to this poor man, and as soon as he 
heard what had been said, Gillos ran off to Wil- 
liam’s hunting-lodge, where he arrived when 
every one had gone to rest. But Gillos knew 
that no moment was to be lost; so he began to 
batter on the door with a thick stick. 

William came to see what was the matter, and 
though he hardly believed the story told by Gil- 
los, yet he thought it wise to see for himself how 
much truth there was in it. He threw a short 
cloak round his shoulders, saddled his own horse, 
and rode away. He had not gone very far before 
some of Guy’s men raced by, and William felt 
thankful that he had escaped them. As he passed 
a little village close to the shore, his horse be- 
came weary, and he was just wondering what he 
should do, when the gate of a manor-house 
opened, and a fine old Norman gentleman came 
out to breathe the fresh morning air. He stared 
when he saw Duke William’s mud-covered horse. 

“My lord,” cried he, “what brings you abroad 
in this condition? Is there trouble on the way?” 

“You know me well,” said William, stopping 
for a moment, “but who are you?” 

“My name is Hubert,” said the old man, “and I 
hold the village under you. I have never been 
false; so tell me how I can help you now.” 

Then William told his story, and Hubert, with- 
out a word, let him in and gave him food and 
drink. Then he bade his three sons harness and 
mount, while he himself brought a fresh horse 
for William. 

“Behold, your lord rides in hard stress,” said 
old Hubert to his sons. “Ride after him for your 
lives, and leave him not until you place him safely 
in Falaise.” 

As they went out of sight, old Hubert still 
stood at his gate, when Guy’s men came up. But 
he was careful not to tell them the way William 
had gone, and they took a wrong road that led 
over the hills. Thus William reached Falaise in 
safety, and he was so thankful that he caused a 
raised bank of earth to be made all along the way 
he had traveled. 

“Methinks my enemies are too many for me to 
deal with alone,” said young William. “Now I 
will go to my lord, the King of France, for sup- 
port.” 

Henry smiled as he saw the young duke ride 
into the gates of his palace. “Cousin of Nor- 
mandy, you are wise to come to me,” said the 
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King. “Send out your war-cry and call your sol- 
diers. Together we shall overthrow these ene- 
mies of Normandy and France.” 

William’s troops were quickly raised. His big 
banners waved over a large army of men. With 
him at their head, they met the King, and fought 
the rebels at a place known as the Valley of the 
Sand-hills. The battle was a long one, and loudly 
were the war-cries of France and Normandy 
shouted from the ranks of the warriors. It has 
been called the battle of the knights, for so many 
of them took part in it. 

Twice King Henry was thrown down, but he 
soon got up again. William, with his good sword 
in his hand, led on his own men. When night 
fell over the field, most of the rebels were flying 
for dear life, but many prisoners were taken and 
led back in triumph. 

William’s power was now firmly settled, and no 
one was likely to take his duchy of Normandy 
from him. ; 

It is pleasing to know that, while William was 
so brave a boy, he always dealt kindly with his 
foes; although it is said that he sometimes sent 
them rude messages, after the fashion of those 
times. It was such a message that he sent to the 
Count of Anjou, whom he offered to meet before 
the gates of his town. “Tell him,” said the duke, 
“that he will find me mounted on a bay horse, 
and carrying a red shield. And that he may 
know me better, I shall have at the point of my 
lance a streamer of taffety, to wipe his face 
with.” It was a time of war, when such speeches 
were made and passed from either side. But it 
was not a proper speech for so great a soldier as 
the hero of Normandy. 

In after days the pages of history were filled 
with his doings; and his great victory over Har- 
old at Hastings was to make him known and re- 
membered as the Conqueror. But we must now 
leave him in his early days, as a fine and manly 
youth, who, though he had many faults, and was 
easily moved to anger, yet was ready to do a 
kindly action even to his enemies. 


II | 
THE STORY OF EDGAR 


It did not take long after the battle of Hastings 
for the news to fly abroad that William the Nor- 
man was now William the Conqueror. 

Though there were many who dared not op- 
pose him, yet there was still a small band of Eng- 
lish who would not yield quietly to his rule. 


These men remembered that in the city of Lon- 
don lived a little fair-haired child, the son of that 
Edward who had always been called the Stranger. 

This child, Edgar, had been taken as his heir 
by King Edward, who died early in 1066. The 
boy was but six years old, and had been left un- 
disturbed in his play, and at his lessons, by the 
events that had shaken England. Harold had not 
troubled about him, and many people had quite 
forgotten the young prince. But after the death 
of Harold, those who lived in London thought of 
little Edgar, and hastened to proclaim him King 
of England. They were rather late in doing 
this, and William came up and sent messages to 
them, promising life and liberty if they would 
submit to him. 

It was quite clear that London could not hope 
to hold out against William. So the chief men 
appeared before him, carrying the keys of the 
gates, and leading the boy, whom they had been 
ready to own as their king but a short time be- 
fore. 

William had a kinder heart than many men 
thought, and when he saw the fair hair and blue 
eyes of young Edgar, he greeted him very pleas- 
antly, and promised to be his friend. After this, 
Edgar lived at William’s court, where he was 
treated with kindness. 

But the English were not happy under Wil- 
liam’s rule, and in two years they began to rebel. 
Then Edgar and his two sisters left to go to their 
mother’s friends in Hungary; but the stormy 
weather blew their ship to Scotland, where Mal- 
colm was King. Now Malcolm had been a friend 
of Edward the Stranger, and he was sorry for 
his children; so he received them kindly, and 
promised to get the crown of England for Edgar. 
But this was easier said than done. When at last 
the armies of England and Scotland met, Mal- 
colm and William made a treaty of peace. While 
Malcolm did the best he could for himself and 
his country, he did not forget to plead for Ed- 
gar’s safety. 

At the same time Edgar himself, who was now 
a boy of fourteen, came forward and said he 
would never give any trouble to King William. 
For his part, William was pleased with the boy; 
and he readily gave him an estate in England, 
and a sum of money which would keep him in 
comfort. 

Edgar’s young sister Margaret became the wife 
of Malcolm of Scotland. She was a girl of gentle 
nature, and other young girls, in her new home, 
learned from her to be gentle also. It is said 
that Margaret was not content with being the 
highest lady in Scotland. She tried to set a good 
example to those around her, and had a class of 
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Scottish children, who were taught and brought 
up under her care. 


Ill 
BALDWIN, KING OF JERUSALEM 


You know what we mean when we say of some- 
thing that it happened in the time of the Cru- 
sades, those religious wars that brought men from 
every part of Europe to fight against the Turks. 

From the cold countries of the North, and 
from the sunny lands of the South, large armies 
came to free Jerusalem from the power of the 
great Saladin, who claimed to be ruler of the 
Holy Land. 

King Louis of France was at Antioch, with 
seven thousand left of his seventy thousand fight- 
ing men; for times had gone badly with the Cru- 
saders, and the story of this, the second Holy 
War, is one of quarrels and failure. The great 
Conrad, Emperor of Germany, waited in sadness 
before the walls of Acre with his six thousand 
weary men. 

On Mount Moriah stood young Baldwin, the 
third of that name to be called King of Jerusalem. 
He was a mere boy of fourteen years. He had 
an army of lazy soldiers, who wouid rather sit in 
the warm sun, and enjoy the shelter of their 
young King’s house, than be near the noise of 
battle. Then there came a day which was never 
to be forgotten, when the great Conrad himself 
stood among them, with his tall soldiers around 
nim. He told Baldwin how they had marched 
across continents, and forded rivers, braving 
disease and death, so that they might at last come 
co his help. 

When Conrad said this, loud shouts went up: 
“Strike for the cross, and God defend the right !” 
Then the idle men of Baldwin’s army polished 
their swords afresh, and looked to their shields, 
and thus made ready to face the foe. 

The three armies met round the walls of Da- 
mascus, and never had that beautiful city looked 
so fair. The men of the Crusade spread their 
tents in the green plains, and thought with de- 
light of the spoil that would be theirs, when the 
city was won. Nor had they long to wait. King 
Baldwin had some members of his family with 
him, and one of them, his fair young cousin, the 
Lady Isabel, thought she would like to gather 
some beautiful flowers from the beautiful gardens 
on the bank of the river. No sooner was she 
busy with this task than a band of Turks pounced 
upon her, and carried her off to their tower 

Happily for Isabel, her danger had been seen 


by a boy who was near; and he ran as hard as he 
could to King Baldwin, crying as he went, that 
the Lady Isabel had been stolen. 

Great was the anger of the Crusaders when they 
heard that the Lady Isabel was a prisoner. Every 
man slipped on his coat of mail, and every knight 
seized his sword; while war-cries filled the air. 
It did not take long to get back the lady; but the 
whole thing was like putting a match to a fire, 
and in a short while they were in the midst of a 
great battle. “Allah!” cried the Turks, as they 
poured out of the city in crowds; and “A Baldwin 
to the rescue!” shouted the Crusaders as they 
rushed after their young King. 

A little later Saladin fell under the tall Emper- 
or’s sword; and when the Turks saw he was 
dead their ranks broke up and they flew back to 
the. city. But now the Crusaders behaved very 
foolishly; for they at once began to quarrel about 
the city which they had taken. 

“Tt shall be mine,” said Baldwin. 
rightful king.” 

“Tt shall be mine,’ 
owner, Saladin.” ; 

“It shall be ours,” said the Knights Templars, 
“because we have vowed to protect the Holy 
Land.” 

News or the quarrel reached the ears of the 
Turks. Within the walls of the city was a very 
clever prince, named Anar; and he called to him 
a boy whom his men had brought in. “I will give 
you your life and liberty,” said Anar, “if you will 
find Bernard, Grand Master of the Knights Tem- 
plars, and give him this note. Can I trust you to 
do this?’ The boy said “Yes,” with a joyful 
heart, for he longed to be free again. When he 
reached the camp he went straight to the tent of 
Bernard, who took the letter, and smiled as he 
read the offers which Anar made to him. 

Now Bernard wanted to be ruler of Damascus, 
but Anar offered him another city, and some 
small presents, if he would but lead his friends 
away from Damascus; and, to his shame, he 
agreed to do this. So cleverly did he manage it 
that the armies quietly took up their tents and 
went to the other side of the city, where, as they 
speedily found out, they were not likely to do 
any harm. From the parts they had left, fresh 
help poured in for the Turks, and thus Damascus 
was delivered from the men of King Baldwin. 

Sad and bitter were the young King’s thoughts 
as he rode away from the city. His reign ended 
very soon; he had his great title and little else. 
He was a King but without a kingdom. Still, we 
must think kindly of him as a noble and brave 
youth, who tried to be the most high-minded of 
the kings of Jerusalem. 


“Tl anweits 
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said Conrad, “for I slew its 
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PRINCE ARTHUR, THE BOY WHO 
WOULD BE A KING 


Tue Norman king of England, a descendant of 
William the Conqueror, having died without leav- 
ing any children, his brother John made himself 
king. 

John was a very bad ruler; and he was both 
mean and cowardly. Although he was King of 
England and Duke of Normandy he was never 
happy or at rest, for he knew that his nephew 
Arthur, the son of his elder brother, had a better 
right than himself to the crown. 

At the time when John made himself king, 
young Arthur, who was born in 1187, was only 
twelve years old, and he was living safely in his 
own dukedom of Brittany, in France. His father 
having died when Arthur was only a baby, the 
young prince had been Duke of Brittany all his 
life. 

King Philip of France was an enemy of John. 
One day he said to the young prince: “Arthur, 
you know your rights, and that your uncle John 
is not the true King of England. Would you not 
like to be a king?” 

“Truly,” said Arthur, “I should greatly like to 
be a king.” 

“Then win back your inheritance,’ said the 
King of France. “I will give you two hundred 
of my knights, and you shall come with me and 
make war upon your uncle in Normandy, which 
is yours by right. Once we have taken Nor- 
mandy from the usurper, it will be easy to drive 
him from England.” 

Arthur soon had an army of five thousand, and 
he felt sure that he would soon win back England 
and Normandy. 

The King of England came himself to fight 
against his nephew. One night a number of King 
John’s soldiers stole into Arthur’s camp, made 
prisoners of some of his knights, and stabbed 
others in the dark. 

Prince Arthur was sleeping in his tent when 
he was rudely awakened by some armed men, who 
seized him by the wrists, and bade him come with 
them and not make any noise. His captors hur- 
ried the lad away, and presently they reached a 
lighted hall. There Arthur saw before him his 
uncle. 

“Do you know me, boy?” said King John. 

“Ves,” replied Arthur, “you are my uncle, the 
usurping King of England. I command you to 
restore to me my rightful inheritance, and to set 
my knights instantly at liberty.” 


“To Falaise with him!” said the King. “Take 


him away; and in the dungeon there he will learn 
to rebel against his uncle and lawful King !” 

Arthur was not frightened yet. King Philip 
of France had promised to make him King of 
England; and he saw nothing to be afraid of in 
the mean, cowardly face of the man before him. 
The King of France, he felt sure, would rescue 
him. 

King John made a sign, and the boy was hur- 
ried away, still defying his uncle. A horse was 
waiting for him, and he was made to ride, 
strongly guarded, all the long distance to the cas- 
tle of Falaise, which was reached early one fine 
sunny morning. 

The drawbridge was lowered, the iron grating 
raised which guarded the entrance; and the party 
clattered under the entrance tower and into the 
courtyard. Arthur descended from his horse and 
was led along a passage and down a stone stair- 
case to a great iron door which one of his guides 
opened with a large key. 

Arthur’s spirits sank when he saw before him 
a dreary stone dungeon lighted only by a window 
high up in the wall, and furnished with a narrow 
bed, a stool, and a heap of straw. Still, he said 
to himself, it was only for a few days. To-mor- 
row, or the next day, or the day after that, the 
King of France was sure to come. But weeks 
passed, and the King of France had not arrived 
to rescue the prince. 

Sometimes Arthur would sit for hours, gazing 
upward at the tiny square of light, his heart 
swelling with impatience as he thought of the 
spring pastimes that he was losing; and he won- 
dered when the King of France would come and 
set him free. 

One day the bolts were withdrawn at an un- 
usual hour. Here, then, was his friend King 
Philip at last! 

Arthur turned quickly, and in the archway of 
the door he saw the white face of his uncle. 

“Arthur,” said King John, trying to meet his 
nephew’s eyes, “will you not trust to your loving 
uncle?” 

“T will trust my loving uncle,” replied the boy, 
“when he does me right. Restore to me my king- 
dom of England, and then come and ask me that 
question.” 

The King looked at his nephew, turned away 
without a word, and left the prison. 

After this King John took counsel with his aa- 
visers. ‘What shall I do with this boy,” he said. 
“Behead him,’ said one. “Have him poisoned,” 
said another. “Put his eyes out,” suggested a 
third; “the people will not want a blind man for 
their king.” 

“Put out his eyes,’ mused the King; “put out 
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his eyes; those eyes which look with unseemly 
boldness at his uncle and true sovereign.” 

John sent to the prison a man called Hubert 
de Burgh, whom he believed to be devoted to 
himself; and gave him charge of Prince Arthur. 
Hubert had a stern face but a kind heart, and he 
soon grew so much attached to the bright boy 
who was his prisoner, that he felt toward him 
almost as a father. He took the prince out of the 
dungeon, and gave him bright sunny rooms in an- 
other part of the castle. 

What was Hubert’s dismay when one day he 
received a letter from the King, commanding that 
his prisoner’s eyes should be burned out with hot 
irons. Not only that, but he had sent two execu- 
tioners to see that it was done. 

Hubert entered Arthur’s room that morning 
with so sad a face that the prince asked what 
ailed him. 

“May one not be sad at times, Prince?” said 
Hubert, whose sorrow made him gruff. 

“Indeed there may be many things that make 
people sad,” replied Prince Arthur, “although I 
was nearly forgetting that any one could be un- 
happy who is out of prison. Indeed, Hubert, I 
am beginning to think that if only I were free 
and kept sheep I could be as merry as the day is 
long. I wish I were your son, Hubert; and then 
I should not have to spend my time in prison.” 

Poor Hubert! He moved uneasily about the 
room, and looked so gloomy that Arthur felt sure 
that something was the matter. 

“Here, Prince, read this letter,’ said Hubert 
abruptly at last. 

Arthur read the letter; and then he became 
deadly pale. 

“Hubert, is this true?” he asked. 

“Prince, these are your uncle’s orders!” said 
Hubert with a shaking voice. 

“Have you the heart to do it?” said Arthur 
piteously. “Will you indeed burn out my eyes?” 

“T must,” said Hubert; “your uncle has sent 
two men to see that it is done.” 

“O Hubert!” was all that Arthur could say. 

Hubert called the executioners, who had been 
waiting outside the door. 

“Send these men away, Hubert!” cried the boy. 
“I will stay quite still, Hubert, I will not move if 
you will do it yourself; but I cannot bear the 
sight of these men.” 

“You may go,’ said Hubert to the execution- 
ers; “I will call when I am ready for you.” 

“Indeed,” said one of the men, who had pitied 
the boy, “I am best pleased to be away‘from such 
a deed.” 

“I cannot do it,’ said Hubert more to himself 
than to the prince, “and I will not; I shall have to 


take the consequences.” He opened the door and 
called in the two men. They came in unwilling, 
each hoping that he would not have to do the 
deed. 

“T have not burned out the prince’s eyes,” said 
Hubert abruptly. “What is more, I am not going 
to allow you to do so. You can tell the King if 
you like.” “Indeed, sir,” said one of the men, 
“we won’t tell his Majesty anything at all.” 

The men shuffled out of the room, but Arthur’s 
troubles were not over yet. King John suggested 
to a knight named William de Bray that he should 
stab the prince in prison. 

“Tf am a gentleman and not an executioner,” re- 
plied William de Bray; and he turned from the 
King in disdain. 

Then John hired an assassin for a large sum of 
money, and sent him to the castle to kill the . 
prince. 

“Upon what errand dost thou come?” asked 
Hubert de Burgh, as the fellow presented himself 
at the castle gates. 

“To despatch Prince Arthur,” said the man. 

“Go back to him that sent thee,” said Hubert, 
“and say that I will do it.” 

King John, knowing very well that Hubert was 
trying to save his prisoner, separated Arthur from 
his kind jailer, and had him imprisoned in the 
strong castle of Rouen, which is washed on one 
side by the river Seine. Then he came himself in 
a boat by night and waited outside the castle 
walls. 

Arthur was awakened by his jailer and made to 
follow him to a small door by the riverside. When 
the door was unfastened, the jailer threw down 
his torch and trod upon it to put it out, and Ar- 
thur was only able to distinguish two dark forms 
in the boat. From the voice he could tell that one 
of them was his uncle. 

Poor Arthur’s heart beat wildly with fear. He 
knew that his cruel uncle had come himself to see 
that his murderous design was carried out. 

Arthur was dragged on board the boat, implor- 
ing the King to have mercy upon him; and what 
happened after that has never been told. Some 
say that John stunned his nephew with a large 
stone and flung his body into the Seine; at all 
events, neither the prince, nor his dead body, was 
ever seen again. 

If John thought that his nephew’s murder 
would make him undisputed King of England he 
was much mistaken. The cruel deed aroused the 
greatest indignation throughout England and 
France. Through it the dukedom of Normandy 
was lost to the English crown, and some years 
later John died a ruined man, with his subjects in 
open rebellion against him. 


Seems 
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V 


THE BOY WHO BRAVED THE DUKE OF 
WELLINGTON 


AN ENGLISH farmer was one day at work in the 
fields, when he saw a party of huntsmen riding 
about his farm. He had one field which he was 
especially anxious they should not ride over, as 
the horses’ hoofs would greatly injure the crop. 
So he sent one of his boys, and told him to shut 
the gate, and keep watch there, and on no account 
to let anyone go through it. 

The boy went, and had scarcely taken his post 
there before the huntsmen came up, and ordered 
him to open the gate. He declined to do so, tell- 
ing them what his orders were, and that he meant 
to obey them. They threatened him, but he did 
not mind their threats. They offered him money, 
but he refused to receive it. At last, one of them 
came up to him, and said, in commanding tones: 

“My boy, you do not know me; but I am the 
Duke of Wellington. I am not accustomed to be 
disobeyed; and, now, I coramand you to open the 
gate, that I and my friends may pass through.” 

The boy lifted his cap, and stood uncovered be- 
tore the man whom all England delighted to honor, 
and then answered firmly: 

“Tam sure that the Duke of Wellington would 
not wish me to disobey orders. I must keep the 
gate shut; no one can pass through it but by my 
master’s express permission.” 

The brave old warrior was greatly pleased with 
this. Then he took off his own hat, and said: 


“T honor the man or the boy who can neither be 
bribed nor frightened into disobeying orders. 


With an army of such soldiers, I could conquer, 
not the French only, but the world.” Then, hand. 
ing the boy a sovereign, he put spurs to his horse 
and galloped away. 


VI 
THE PRINCES IN THE TOWER 


Wuewn Edward IV, King of England, died he left 
two sons, one of whom was twelve and the other 
nine years old. Their mother and her family had 
not many friends in the Council. 

No sooner was Edward dead than the Queen 
demanded a strong escort to take her son, now 
young Edward V, to London. Her manner seemed 
to show some fear that the young King was 
not safe. On his way to London young Edwafd 
got into the hands of Richard, Duke of Glou- 
cester, who was the brother of the late King. 
With him the Queen was not on good terms, and 
as soon as she heard what had happened she ran 
to Westminster, taking her five little girls and 
her other son, the small Duke of York, with her. 
But all London went to meet Richard, the Lord 
Mayor in fine robes of scarlet, and the citizens 
in grand clothing. 

At St. Paul’s, the bishops, the Council, and 
other great people came to do homage to Ed- 
ward; after which he remained at the Tower, 
waiting for the day of his coronation. As Ed- 
ward was so young, the Duke of Gloucester was 
made Protector of England. The Queen, who did 
not believe in Richard, still refused to leave West- 
minster. She stayed at the abbot’s house, and 
would not allow her younger children to go out 
of the buildings. 

Richard knew that, before many years were 
over, the young King would be able to do as he 
liked, and to surround himself with his mother’s 
friends. Before this time came, he wanted to get 
rid of the boy, and one or two friends promised 
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to help Richard. But others said they intended 
to stand by the young King. Things would have 
gone on thus for some time if Richard had not 
suddenly made up his mind to act for himself. 

At the next Council there were angry words 
and deeds. When Richard came in he was very 
pleasant, but later his manner changed. He said 
he had found that some one wished to harm the 
young King and himself, and he put the blame on 
the Queen, who had, so he stated, made his own 
arm wither through her witchcraft. In those 
days people were very much afraid of witches 
and witchcraft; but somehow Richard’s withered 
arm did not cause so much feeling as he thought 
it would, 

“Tf she has done this,” said Hastings, 
should be punished, but—” 

“Do you reply with ‘ifs’ and ‘buts’?” cried 
Richard angrily, as he thumped the great oak 
table with his fist. “I declare your head shall 
suffer for that speech.” 

At these words a crowd of Richard’s men 
poured in, shouting “Treason! Treason!” and a 
scene of wild disorder followed. A bishop was 
carried off to prison, poor Hastings’s head was 
struck off, and other men fell before Richard’s 
servants; while Richard himself sent out the 
strange story of a plot he had discovered, in 
which Hastings and his followers sought to do 
harm to young Edward and the Protector. 

Then the Protector sent a message to the 
Queen, who was in the abbey at Westminster, 
asking for her younger son, the Duke of York. 
He knew that even if he killed the young King 
his brother would take his place, and his plan was 
to get both boys in his own hands. To the Queen 
he said that the little King was dull, and wanted 
his brother, with whom he could play quite hap- 
pily. But Elizabeth did not believe his’ words. 
She was really afraid of the Protector. 

“The Duke of York is ill,” said the poor Queen, 
when Richard’s men came before her at West- 
minster. ‘He needs a mother’s care and atten- 
tion. Therefore I cannot let him go to the Duke 
of Gloucester.” 

“You were ready to let the King go, madam,” 
said the archbishop, who brought the message to 
her. “Why not, then, send his brother? The boy 
is sad without a playfellow.” 

“The King was well, and this boy is ill,” said 
the Queen, angrily. 

More words followed on both sides. In the end 
the Queen yielded, and she gave the boy to the 
archbishop, begging him to watch over the child 
and protect him. “Of you I shall require my 
sons before God and man,” she said, with tears. 

We are told that the little boy cried bitterly on 


ee 


she 


leaving his mother; but when he reached the Pro- 
tector, Richard met him very kindly. He kissed 
the boy, and bade him welcome. Then the little 
boy went to his brother’s rooms, and they played 
happily together, and were so merry that every- 
body thought how foolish the Queen had been. 

So matters remained for a few days, until 
Richard had time to make his own plans. He was 
always working to an end, and that was to be 
King of England. He did not wish to seem in a 
hurry, but there were those two little boys in the 
Tower who stood in his way. 

One Sunday, before a great crowd of people 
at St. Paul’s Cross, a sermon was preached by 
Dr. Shaw, in which he took care to speak against 
the late King and his Queen, and declared that 
their children had no right to the throne. 

No doubt Richard had arranged just what had 
to be said by Shaw, but he seemed much shocked 
by the sermon, and even displeased at it. Next 
day one of Richard’s friends made a great speech 
to the people at the Guildhall. When he ended, 
some of them threw up their caps, and a few 
shouted “Long live King Richard!” 

A short while after this some others went to 
Baynard’s Castle, where Richard lived, and gath- 
ered round the walls. When he appeared they 
told him it was their wish that he should be king. 
Richard thanked his friends, but did not seem at 
all eager to be king. In the end he owned that 
he ought to obey the will of the. people, and if 
they wished him to reign, he would consent. 
Now, at last, he had gained his aim, and the 
crown was his, offered, so he seemed to think, by 
the voice of the people. 

Richard was then crowned at Westminster. 
When Queen Elizabeth heard the stir, from the 
quiet room where she still was in hiding, she 
asked what was happening; and no sooner was 
she told that Richard was being crowned, than 
her thoughts flew to her boys. “Where is my 
son, then?” she asked, “and where, also, is the 
little one whom they have taken from me?” Alas! 
No one could tell her. 

In the country strange tales were being told 
and believed. It was said that the two little boys 
had been sent out into the deep, dark forest: and 
that they had wandered, hand in hand, for days. 
Up and down the long pathless forest they had 
gone, these poor little royal waifs, with no one 
to care for them or show them the way. Then, 
worn out with walking, tired, hungry, and cold, 
they had fallen asleep at the foot of a tree; and 
the little birds, who were, in their Way, so much 
kinder than the cruel uncle of these poor boys. 
had come softly, and covered them ‘with the fall- 
ing leaves, Beneath this covering their souls 
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passed away to a land where hunger, cold, and 
cruelty do not exist. 

This story passed from one to the other. It 
was made into a song, called “The Babes in the 
Wood”; and the people sang it sadly, in memory 
of the poor little children. But many years later, 
another story came out. According to this, Rich- 
ard had told the constable of the Tower to do 
away with the boys. When he refused, some 
men in Richard’s pay went to the Tower and 
killed the boys in their sleep. The bodies were 
buried at the foot of a staircase in the Tower, 
and then removed to another part. 

Two hundred years after, when some digging 
was going on under what is called the White 
Tower, an oak chest was found. This was 
opened, and the bodies of two children were in- 
side. By the command of Charles II, who was 
then King of England, these were taken to West- 
minster, and buried among the other kings and 
queens of the country. 


Wik 
THE YOUNG DAYS OF JOHN MILTON 


A younc Oxford scholar named Milton was 
turned out of his home by his father because he 
did not like his son’s religion. Having a kind 
friend in London, the lad went to him and told 
him his sad story. His friend helped him to get 
work, and young Milton began to earn his living 
as a scrivener. A scrivener did some of the 
work which a lawyer now does; and Milton was 
so attentive to his duties that he soon got on well. 
He took a shop, in which he carried on his work, 
and he lived in the rooms above the shop. 

The scrivener liked things to be comfortable 
about him. He was a good man, and began each 
day with reading the Bible and prayer. He was 
also fond of books and music. He even wrote a 
number of songs, and some hymn-tunes that are 
still in use. His home above tee scrivener’s shop 
was a very happy one. 

In this cheerful, pleasant home, John Milton 
was born in the year 1608, and named after his 
father. As the boy grew, he was taught to read. 
By the time he was ten he was already a poet 
and wrote verses which were the delight of his 
family. Young Milton was rather a pretty child, 
too; and his father had his portrait painted by a 
young Dutch painter, named Jansen, who was 
making quite a name for himself. This picture 
of little John Milton may still be seen. He wears 
a black braided dress and a lace frill; and his fair 
hair is closely cut all round his head, in the fash- 
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ion then worn by the Puritans. Most other boys, 
and men too, in those days, let their hair remain 
long. 

The boy’s face looks quite serious, and indeed 
the little Milton seems to have been a very 
thoughtful child. Some lines in one of Joh: Mil- 
ton’s poems are said to refer to his own child- 
hood: 


‘¢ When I was yet a child, no childish play 
To me was pleasing; all my mind was set 
Serious to learn and know, and thence to do 
What might be public good.” 


The elder Milton saw that his child received 
good and careful teaching. When John was ten 
years of age he was under a Puritan schoolmas- 
ter, who taught him how to write English and 
Latin poetry. One of the best schools in London 
at that time was St. Paul’s School, in St. Paul’s 
Churchyard, and here John Milton went when he 
was twelve. He thus became what was called 
“A pigeon of St. Paul’s,” a nickname given to 
the boys on account of the number of pigeons that 
lived on the roof of the cathedral. 

On the glass of every window of St. Paul’s 
School were the words, “Either teach, or learn, 
or leave the place.” John Milton stayed at this 
school until his sixteenth year, being helped in his 
studies at home by a tutor, who came in the eve- 
nings. John was so much in earnest over his les- 
sons that he sat up very late to learn them. 

When John was sixteen his father resolved 
that he should go to college, and he was sent to 
Christ’s College, Cambridge. He rode there in 
Hobson’s cart. Hobson was the great carrier of 
that day, and had a stable of forty good horses 
always ready and fit for traveling. When any 
scholar came for a horse, he was obliged to take 
the one that chanced to stand next the stable 
door. Hence arose the well-known proverb, 
“Hobson’s choice; this or nothing.” Hobson used 
to tell the scholars that they would come in good 
time to London, if they did not ride too fast. 

When at Cambridge, Milton rose every day to 
be in the college chapel at five o’clock for the 
morning service, and he worked very hard at his 
studies. Because his manners were so gentle and 
pleasing, he was called the “Lady of Christ’s 
College.” 

While John was at college the plague broke out 
at Cambridge. Old Hobson, the carrier, was for- 
bidden to go to London, for fear of spreading the 
disease in other places, but though he was over 
eighty-six years of age, he did not like to remain 
idle. Falling ill, the old man died soon after, and 
John Milton wrote some verses about his death, 
one of which began: 
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‘¢ Here lieth one who did most truly prove, 
That he could never die while he could move.” 


While at college, Milton had a great wish to 
become a writer of books. His mind was filled 
with beautiful thoughts; and before long he was 
planning his great poems, the best known of 
which is “Paradise Lost.” Like his father, he 
was very fond of music, and whenever he went 
to London he loved to hear sweet and beautiful 
singing. Music and poetry went together in his 
thoughts. His father lived long enough to re- 
joice in his clever son, and to be assured that he 
was one of England’s greatest poets. 


Vill 
KING LOUIS XIV OF FRANCE 


Ir is safe to say that never had the French royal 
palace seen a stranger sight than that which was 
seen on a cold night in February, 1651. Outside, 
it was dark and gloomy; yet all Paris seemed 
awake and alive. Hoarse shouts rang through 
the darkness. The roll of drums fell on the ears 
of those who listened; and round the gates of the 
palace were gathered large crowds of men and 
women. They were angry men and women, too; 
for they believed that some great person in power 
was going to carry away their King. And just 
then, the people of Paris wanted to keep their King. 

Louis XIV, the little monarch of twelve, was a 
handsome, merry boy. The people were going to 
take care of him, for they did not much trust his 
mother, the proud Queen Anne. Loud cries of 
“The King! the King!” startled the palace, and 
soldiers, courtiers, and servants rushed into the 
wide hall. Anne, the boy’s mother, was brave. 
“What do the people want?” she asked. 

The hundreds of rough men and women outside 
wanted to see the King. They must see him with 
their own eyes, and loud knocks upon the palace 
doors showed that they meant to have their way. 

“Open the gates,’ cried Anne. “Let every one 
come in.” When her courtiers went to do as she 
ordered, she ran to tell Louis of the danger they 
were in. “Bea brave boy,” she whispered. “Shut 
your eyes, and pretend to be asleep. The people 
are coming to see for themselves that you are still 
here.” The boy was angry. “This is my house,” 
he said, “and why should they force their way 
here? Why are they not turned out at once?” 

“You must be quiet,’ said his mother to him. 
“Do your part, and all will be well.” 

The boy saw the danger, and laid his head on 
the pillow, with his eyes closed. Then his mother 


stood at the door, as the mob came up the grand 
staircase, and crowded into the King’s room. 

“Come softly,” said the Queen gently. “The 
King is asleep. You can see him as he lies in 
bed, but please do not awaken him, for you know 
he is only a boy.” She moved aside, and they 
came in very quietly. They stood a moment by 
the bed, looked at the boy, and then, without 
noise, moved on. 

When the march ended, after the long tramp 
upon the marble stairs, the people walked out of 
the palace gates in order; and standing in the 
courtyard, they raised loud shouts of “Long live 
the King!” 

When Louis was thirteen he was proclaimed of 
age, that is, old enough to rule. On this day, 
with a great following of lords and ladies, he 
rode through Paris to the Palace of Justice. Here 
he met the nobles who had governed the kingdom 
during the thirteen years of his young life. All 
the people present rose as the young King walked 
to the throne; and they waited quietly until he 
spoke. 

In the eyes of many who stood there it was a 
great day in the history of their country; for the 
boy before them was still so young. Yet when 
he spoke his words were like those of a King. 
“Henceforth I rule my own kingdom,” he said 
loudly. And then every knee was bent, every 
head bowed before him, as the nobles promised 
to be loyal and faithful. 

When the meeting was over Louis drove back 
to the royal palace. As he passed, the people 
shouted “Long live our King! Long live King 
Louis!” By their manner they showed that the 
boy was greatly liked by them. But the young 
King’s pride soon began to show itself. When 
he was sixteen some trouble arose in the land. 
Louis was in need of money, and he asked the 
Parliament to get it for him. But, to his sur- 
prise, he found that they were not willing to do 
so. They asked for time to think about the mat- 
ter. When Louis received their answer, he was 
very angry. Attended by all his nobles, he walked 
into the great council-chamber and faced the 
astonished members of his Parliament. 

| hear that you, gentlemen, are thinking of 
refusing my demands,” he said. “Let me tell 
you that it is not your place to do that. And if 
it ever happens again, I, your King, will come 
down, and make you obey me.’ So bold did he 
show himself that the Parliament found the 
money without delay. 

Louis ruled for many years, but it cannot be 
said that he was a happy king. When he became 
an old man, he said to the little boy who was his 
heir: “My child, do not be like me. Keep peace 
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with your neighbors, love and serve God, and try 
to ease the burdens of your people.” For he 
knew that the bright promise of his own boyhood 
had faded so soon. 


IX 
KING CHARLES XII OF SWEDEN 


In 1697 a young prince in Sweden, named 
Charles, who was but fifteen when his father died, 
was crowned King of that country. Charles had 
a fine kingdom; for in those days Sweden took 
in a large part of North Germany, and even a 
portion of Western Russia, as well as the long 
piece of land which is still known as Sweden. 

So much power, perhaps, was not good for the 
young King. It made him think he could do just 
as he liked, and it is said that he did some very 
unkingly things, although it must be owned that 
they were rather boyish tricks. With his brother- 
in-law to help him, he broke the windows of the 
quiet folk who lived in his city of Stockholm. 
He also chased hares through the council-cham- 
ber, a thing which greatly shocked the grave old 
senators. He spent so much money in foolish plea- 
sures that the good people of Sweden became at 
last very angry with their King. 

On a certain Sunday morning three clergy- 
men preached from the same text: “Woe to thee, 
O land, when thy king is a child.” This alarmed 
the young King, and he began to think how fool- 
ish he had been. He now tried to set a good 


example to his people, and every day he spent. 


many hours in exercises with the young men who 
formed his body-guard. 

One day he was surprised to receive a message 
from his Council, telling him that his old enemy, 
the King of Denmark, had invaded some part of 
his land and laid it waste. He had robbed the 
people and burned their houses. This news made 
Charles very angry. He dashed off to Stockholm, 
and entered the council-chamber just as he was, 
covered with mud from his journey. His people 
forgot his condition when they saw his earnest 
young face. 

“T will never begin an unjust war,” said 
Charles, as he stood before the Council, “but I 
shall never finish an unjust one, save with the 
defeat of my foes. I will attack the first of them 
who declares war on Sweden; and when I have 
dealt with him, I shall look after the rest.” 

It was a bold speech for one so young to make. 
The Council knew that a number of kings had 
united to crush Charles, in the hope of sharing 
his lands between them. The King of Denmark, 


Peter the Great of Russia, and the King of Po- 
land were mighty monarchs for a boy to meet in 
battle. 

Happily for Sweden, Charles was a clever as 
well as a brave youth. He had kept on friendly 
terms with England and Holland, and with their 
help he hoped to conquer. He armed his troops, 
said good-by to his sisters, and with a small, but 
bold and trusty band of followers, he sailed away. 

The big boats steered for the nearest place in 
Denmark. As they drew close to the land the 
young king leaped into the shallow water, crying 
out, “All ye who are for Denmark, follow me.” 
The Danes were not expecting an attack from 
this side, and Charles startled them by his quick- 
ness. Thus the first battle was won quite easily. 

In two days the Swedish force had marched 
to the capital of Denmark, and a little later the 
King of that country was ready to sign a treaty 
of peace. At the same time the King of Poland 
thought it wise to withdraw his army, seeing that 
Denmark had been so well beaten. There now 
remained but one enemy for the young King to 
settle; but this was no small task, for Peter of 
Russia had an army of forty thousand men. And 
yet, Charles was daring enough to lead against 
him his small band of Swedish soldiers. 

So bravely did the Swedes fight at Narva, that 
the Russians fled before them. Many were 
drowned in trying to cross the river, and all those 
who remained were made prisoners. It was a 
great victory for so young a king. 

In spite of his success, Charles still kept his 
simple tastes, and shared his food with the com- 
mon soldiers serving under him. It has been said 
of him that before he tried to conquer others he 
conquered himself, and this is the secret of all 
true power and greatness. 


x 
THE BOYHOOD OF NAPOLEON 


In the year 1769, on a bright August day, a boy 
was born in the island of Corsica whose name 
was to be famous throughout the world—the 
name Napoleon Bonaparte. The boy owed much 
to his mother, who was a woman of rare mind, 
She was quick, keen, and clever, and had a firm 
will. This was a good thing for her children; for 
Charles, their father, although fond of books and 
reading, was rather an idle man. 

The brightest thing in Napoleon’s young days 
was his great love for his mother. He always 
treated her with respect, and asked her advice in 
moments of difficulty; and he never forgot the 
lessons she taught him in his early life 
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At that time the little island of Corsica, which 
had been seized by the French, was passing 
through evil days. “I was born,” said Napoleon, 
‘When our country was perishing. The cries of 
the dying, and the groans of the poor, were 
around my cradle from my birth.” While he 
loved Corsica, he learned from childhood to dis- 
like the French. And yet, strange to say, this 
boy was to make himself the Emperor of the 
French. 

His parents were poor and could not afford to 
spend much on their children; and so Napoleon 
was sent to a public school. When he was ten 
years old a place was obtained for him in the 
military school of Brienne, and here he remained 
for about five years. He could not have been 
very happy at this school, for his manners and 
speech made him an object of amusement to the 
French boys. Among them he had only one real 
friend, to whom he often used to say that he 
would do these French all the mischief in his 
power, if he ever got the chance. 

His masters were satisfied with the progress he 
made, and noted the pleasure with which he 
studied history. The books he read were those 
that told of war, and the stories of heroes were 
always a delight to him. He tried very earnestly 
to speak and write French correctly. He never 
seemed tired of learning. 

But while he was known to work hard, Napo- 
leon’s teachers were not pleased with his man- 
ners. 
and wanted to get on quickly. He was haughty 
and proud, and sharp in his way of speaking. 
On this account he was not a favorite with his 
teachers, or with his schoolfellows. 

Though life was hard for the boy just then, he 
took pleasure in long walks. He sometimes liked 
games, and during one winter he spent the play- 
hours in helping the other boys to build forts of 
snow. In these Napoleon, who took the com- 
mand, placed an army, whose duty it was to de- 
fend the forts against the other boys. Into this 
game Napoleon threw himself with great delight, 
and it was kept up with much spirit for fifteen 
days. Indeed, it only stopped when some of the 
boys began to mix stones and gravel with the 
snow, and throw them at their enemies. 

From this school Napoleon went to the Military 
College .f Paris. He was there only for one 
year, but that was long enough for him to find 
out how difficult it was for a boy to live where 
the cost of living was very dear. Napoleon, who 
had been brought up to be very thrifty, wrote to 
the head of the school about this matter. It was 
a bold step to take, but the boy never lacked cour- 
age. “Poor men,” said Napoleon, “could not 


He was said to think highly of himself, 


stand such expenses.” Nor did he think the 
course of training such as would fit them to be 
soldiers, who must get used to a hard life. “Tem- 
perance and sobriety,” wrote this boy of sixteen, 
“ill make us strong, and help us to bear the 
toils of war.” 

Napoleon’s later life had much to do with war. 
He wanted to conquer all Europe, but, although 
he came near doing so, it was not to be. Eng- 
land was his chief enemy; and in the end, after 
the great battle of Waterloo, he was sent to end 
his days in the lonely island of St. Helena. 


XI 


THE STORY OF GARIBALD?S~ 
BOYHOOD 


To the people of Italy there is no name better 
known, and few more highly to be honored, than 
that of Giuseppe Garibaldi, who was born at Nice, 
in the southeast of France, in 1807. He was the 
son of a sailor, and came from a race of men 
who loved the sea. He himself tells us that his 
father placed him in the best school which the 
city of Nice had for boys like him. 

In his childish days the boy was more fond of 
play than of study. One day, as he was playing, 
he caught a grasshopper and took it into the 
house, but in doing so broke its leg. He was 
only a very small child; yet knowing that he had 
hurt the little insect, he became so sad that he 
wept bitterly for some hours. He was a very 
kind-hearted boy, and could not bear to give pain 
to any one. 

Another day, as he was walking in the fields, 
he came near a pool, where a woman was wash- 
ing clothes. Suddenly she fell into the water, and 
was in danger of being drowned. There was no 
one else near enough to help her; so, although he 
was quite young and small, the boy jumped after 
her, and saved her life. 

He was still so fond of play that when the fam- 
ily were in Genoa, a city in Italy, he grew tired 
of going daily to school. Finding a number of 
other boys of like mind, he agreed with them to 
run away from home. The foolish boys got hold 
of a boat, into which each of them put a little 
food, and with nets and lines for fishing, they 
started for the East, as they thought. They had 
not gone very far-before a bigger vessel came in 
search of them, with Garibaldi’s father at its 
helm. He made the boys turn back, and with 
their boat in tow they were taken home. 

When the boy was old enough he went to sea. 
He was full of delight at the ship in which he was 
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to sail; and even when he was an old man he 
looked back with pleasure on the happy hour 
when he became one of her crew. His second 
voyage was to Rome, in a ship of his father’s. 
He had read and dreamt of that fine old city all 
his young life. It was very dear to him, and now 
he saw Rome for the first time with feelings of 
great joy. The lad stuck to the sea until he rose 
to be captain of a trading ship. But the great 
work cf his life was done in another way. 


In those days there were many rulers in Italy, 
and the Austrians and some other nations 
had armies in the country. Garibaldi had been 
fond of Italy from his childhood, and he 
wanted to make his people free and great once 
more. Above all things, he was a patriot, one 
who loves his own country. To-day Italy is 
one nation, under one king, whose capital is 
Rome, and the man who did most to bring this 
about was Garibaldi. 
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GIUSEPPE GARIBALD1 


rom a carbon print by braun & Co, 


A LITTLE PRINCESS IN HER COURT DRESS 


AFTER A PORTRA 3Y MOREELSE 


HISTORY } 


QUEEN CLOTILDA AND KING CLOVIS 


ONCE upon a time (and all this that you are about 
to read is true) there was a large wild country 
in Europe called the country of Gaul. 

It lay between sea and sea, between mountain 
and mountain; and if you would know the names 
of the seas, they are the Mediterranean Sea, the 
Atlantic Ocean, and that part of the Atlantic 
Ocean which is called to-day the English Chan- 
nel. And if you would know the names of the 
mountains, they are the Pyrenees and the Alps. 

Between these boundaries then lay the wild 
country of Gaul. It was made up of many other 
high mountains, besides deep valleys and great 
plains, through which flowed mighty rivers. 
These plains were darkened by great forests 
where fierce beasts roamed—wild oxen and elk, 
wolves, and swine that were fiercer than wolves. 

Fierce men roamed there too; half-naked sav- 
ages, who hunted and killed the wild beasts so 
that the hunters themselves might eat and live. 
And as some wild animals gather together in 
herds, so these wild men herded together in 
tribes; and of the number of tribes that lived in 
Gaul in that far-away time we cannot tell you, 
there were so many of them. 

These savages made for themselves huts of 
wood and of clay and roofed them over with 
branches and straw. Round their rude huts they 
heaped a rough wall made of wood and earth and 
stones. This helped to keep away enemies, either 
men or beasts, from their camp or village. 

No tribe stayed long in one place. So soon as 
all the eatable wild beasts were killed, so soon 
as all the flocks and herds were used up, then 
word was given to move. Away wandered the 
tribe to some more fruitful spot; and if the 
coveted place was already occupied by another 
tribe, then battles were fought again and again 
and again until one or the other side proved 
victorious. So it was that these tribes of Gaul 
were forever wandering and forever fighting. 

In time vast hordes of them spread toward the 
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south, swarming over the Alps into Italy. So 
many were there of them, so fiercely did they 
fight, and so often did they win, that they even 
threatened the sacred city of Rome itself. Never 
fear but that they were driven back again to their 
own wild country by the brave Romans. Nay, 
more, in the great days of Julius Cesar they were 
conquered by him, their country was taken pos- 
session of by him, Roman governors ruled over 
them, Roman soldiers became their companions. 

So it came about that the wild barbarians were 
taught a great many useful things by their con- 
querors. They learned how to build towns and 
roads and bridges, how to fight with more 
strength and cunning and less savagery; they 
learned to speak the Roman language, to use the 
Roman laws. 

And the time of this world went on; years 
passed; and Rome ceased to bring forth strong 
men; great generals there were none; the Ro- 
man soldiers forgot their old-time skill in battle; 
the Roman governors knew no more the virtue 
of honorable ruling; the might and the power of 
ancient Rome was over, and forever. 

Then the conquered men of Gaul grew restless. 
They began to fret against the indignity of being 
ruled by their foes, they began to long and to 
dream and to plan for freedom, for rulers and 
laws of their own making. 

There were three great tribes or peoples in 
Gaul at that time, and these three tribes were 
divided up again many times into smaller tribes. 
The names of the three great tribes in Gaul were 
these—the Visigoths, the Burgundians, and the 
Franks. 

Now from the last of these great peoples, from 
a small tribe called the Salian Franks, sprang 
Clovis, the strong man, the chief who at last be- 
came king over the whole of Gaul. He came of 
a brave stock. His grandfather Meroveus gave 
the name Merovingian to a line of kings, and of 
this line Clovis was the greatest. 
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This same Meroveus won great honor in the 
war against Attila, the fierce King of the Huns. 
When that terrible hero invaded Gaul with his 
savage host Meroveus gloriously drove him back 
again into his wilds. 

After Meroveus came Childeric, his son, of 
whom many a brave battle tale might be told. 
When Clovis, his son, was but fifteen years old, 
Childeric died. Young as he was, the stern war- 
riors of Childeric proclaimed Clovis their leader, 
carrying him up and down the village upon a 
shield as a sign thereof. 

This showed that he had proved himself worthy 
of honor in battle even then, for at that time 
chieftainship—nay, even kingship—was won by a 
man’s own strength and might and not by inheri- 
tance from his father. 

From the first Clovis must have dreamed of 
the great achievements in war, of the power and 
greatness, which should be his. He must have 
early shown his ambitious spirit, for it was not 
long before his name became known to kings and 
leaders of great tribes. He led his warriors to 
battle and victory many and many a time, gain- 
ing more lands and more power; so that when 
one fine day he sent his messengers to the King 
of the Burgundians demanding the hand of his 
fair niece in marriage, that King did not refuse 
the request, and in good time the beautiful Prin- 
cess Clotilda became the wife of King Clovis. 

Now Clotilda was a Christian. Clovis was a 
pagan. He worshiped, he and all his warriors 
with him, at the altars of strange gods, made of 
wood and stone. 

In the fifth century, in the time of Clovis, most 
men were pagans. Nevertheless the Church of 
Christ had already begun to show some little 
power. Its bishops and priests were often rich 
and powerful men owning great lands and much 
treasure. Clovis, although he did not agree with 
their faith, was always ready to help them when 
he could, and this even before he married Clo- 
tilda. Afterward, you will understand, he was 
more than ever their very good friend. 

This made the good bishops hope that one day 
Clotilda would persuade her stern husband to 
turn Christian—for he loved her dearly, and she 
him. And this was her prayer night and day 
for many and many a year: “Dear God, make 
of Clovis a good Christian, that he may live only 
to honor thy Church and glorify thy name, here 
on earth, and afterward in heaven.” 

Not only did Clotilda pray and fast, and do 
good deeds of charity in the hope that her prayers 
might be granted, but she spared no pains, using 
all her sweet arts of speech and manner to per- 
suade her lord to desert the false gods of his 


fathers and worship the true God. All her la- 
bors were in vain; yet when her first little son 
was born, Clotilda’s hopes rose high. Surely 
Clovis could deny her nothing at such a joyous 
time. So she came to him, speaking fair. “In a 
little while,” she said, “the holy Bishop of Rheims, 
the good St. Remy, will come to baptize our 
babe. O good my lord, wilt thou not iet him 
baptize thee also upon that same most joyous 
day?” 

“Nay,” answered the King, but gently, “baptize 
the child an thou must; as for me, I will worship 
my father’s gods or none. Verily they have 
served me well in battle, forever leading me to 
victory, and shall I desert them for no cause save 
a woman’s fancy?” age 

So the child alone was baptized, and was chris- 
tened Ingomer by the holy bishop. This much 
had Clotilda for comfort, yet not for long; for 
very soon after the little Ingomer sickened and 
died, and when Clovis came back from some war 
in triumph there was no little son awaiting him 
to rejoice his proud heart. The Queen herself, 
white and sorrowful, told him of their loss. 

“What have you to say for your God now?” 
cried Clovis, beside himself with anger and grief. 
“He has killed my son, my first-born son. You 
and your bishops make great ado about his power 
and might. You say he hears all your prayers 
and answers them. Now see what he has done 
for you. See how he has answered your prayers. 
You took my son and baptized him; now behold 
him—dead. My gods were angered and they 
killed him; your God was too weak to prevent 
them.” 

Then answered the Queen, grown very white 
and still. “I bear up against my sorrow,” she 
said, and these are her very words; “I bear up 
against my sorrow, because I believe in the wis- 
dom and goodness of the true God. Ingomer is 
with the whitest angels in heaven.” 

Upon this Clovis fell to silence, nor did he 
reproach the Queen again. Nevertheless, he 
would never suffer her to speak of her faith or 
her God for many a long and weary month. It 
seemed as if he were more determined than ever 
to worship his own gods. And yet, for all his 
seeming sternness, the King, even in the midst 
of his wars and ambitious dreams, must have 
grown more inclined toward the new religion than 
he let his wife suspect, for Clotilda never lost 
heart. She never ceased to believe that one day 
her prayers would be granted and Clovis would 
become a Christian. Her hopefulness, her gentle- 
ness, her strength to bear sorrow, impressed 
Clovis in spite of himself. It made him think 
about this new religion and wonder what there 
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was in it which could make a weak woman so 
strong. 

All the while he fought many desperate battles 
for his ambition’s sake, winning power and fame 
in the land. Men feared him, too, for he showed 
little mercy to his enemies, and for this we must 
not unduly blame him. In those days, soldiers, 
even Christian soldiers, thought but little of the 
virtue of gentleness and forgiveness. 

Not so very long after Prince Chlodomir, his 
second son, was born, the Allemans, a strong 
and savage German tribe, crossed over the river 
Rhine in great numbers, and attacked and made 
havoc among the Frank settlements. They cov- 
eted these rich and pleasant lands for them- 
selves. 

Clovis no sooner heard of the invasion than he 
made instantly ready to march against them. In 
full battle array he came to take leave of Clotilda 
and his small son. 

Clovis, like most of the Franks, was tall and 
fair and fierce-looking. His yellow hair fell in 
two long braids to his waist, his mustache, too, 
was long and fair. He wore a helmet on his 
head, an axe at his belt, and a two-edged sword. 
He carried also a javelin, a lance, and a shield. 
His cloak and vest were made of beautiful fur, 
his tunic of linen, and his leather shoes were 
bound with long and wide leather thongs reach- 
ing from ankle to knee. 

Before he left her, Clotilda, again braving his 
displeasure, spoke her old request. She feared 
lest one day he might fall in battle unbaptized, 
and that for her would indeed be a great sorrow 
—separating them even in death. 

“How canst thou beg me to desert my own 
gods at this most dangerous time?” cried Clovis 
when the Queen had spoken. “Know’st not that 
these Allemans are fierce and terrible foes? 
Though we fear them not, we may not despise 
them. They must be conquered, else we shall 
know neither peace nor freedom in this land ever 
again. Yet you ask me to desert my strong gods 
now when I most need them!” 

“There is only one God, the Lord Jesus Christ,” 
said Clotilda steadfastly, “mighty in battle— 
strong to save.” Thereupon she fell on her knees 
before the King, crying, “Oh, for the sake of 
thy little son, and the love we bear him, wilt 
thou not make thy wife blessed?” 

Now the young Chlodomir had been baptized, 
and still he lived, a strong and lusty babe. More- 
over, with every year, the bishops of the Church 
gained more power and influence in the world. 
Their friendship and help were not to be de- 
spised. Clovis knew this, and he knew that he 
could count on them to help him well should he 


turn Christian; he also loved his fair wife dearly, 
and secretly longed to make her happy. Never- 
theless he did not quite dare to let go of his old 
gods. He believed they had helped him to win 
many of his battles. Thus it was that, after 
thinking for a while, he said: “I cannot do all 
thou wouldst have me do, Clotilda, but this much 
I promise thee: if ever in battle I do call upon 
my gods and they answer me not; if I find that I 
and all my warriors are in sore danger of defeat, 
then will I call upon thy God, and if he hear my 
prayer and succor me, him will I worship and 
none other for evermore.” 

And the Queen answered: 
content.” 

And now Clotilda serenely waited, sure that 
her prayers were to be answered at last, while 
Clovis marched away to fight the Allemans. 

These barbarians fought like savage heroes, 
careless of death, eager for victory. Clovis had 
set himself no easy task. 

In one of their fiercest encounters the King 
suddenly became aware that the battle was going 
against him. His keen eye saw that where the 
blows rained thickest the Franks were giving 
way; they were being slowly but steadily beaten 
back by the Allemans. 

With shouts and fierce cries Clovis flung him- 
self into the struggle, and still, in spite of his 
bravery, his warriors were forced back ‘by these 
desperate enemies. 

Then the King called loudly upon his gods for 
help. They vouchsafed him no answer. Again 
and again, hot with anger, he called; all in vain. 
In his despair Clovis remembered Clotilda and 
his promise. “Thou God of Clotilda!” he thun- 
dered, and his voice could be heard even above 
the noise of battle, “now do I call upon thee for 
aid. Award me the victory and | turn from my 
gods and follow thee forever.” O miracle! Even 
as he spoke the tide of battle turned. Led by 
Clovis, the Franks with new courage rallied, and 
gathering strength with every inch of recovered 
ground, at last put their foes to flight. 

Clovis soon vanquished the Allemans alto- 
gether, and it was not long before they were 
forced to recross the Rhine and return to their 
own country. 

The King faithfully kept his promise. When 
he returned victorious to Clotilda he told her the 
good news, and one day the holy Bishop St. Remy 
baptized him, and three thousand of his warriors 
with him, in the cathedral at Rheims. 

It was a great and glorious day. Judge for 
yourselves whether Clotilda rejoiced or not, and 
whether she did not praise God in prayer and 
good deeds all the rest of her life. If you look 


“It is well; I am 
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you will find her name written down among the 
saints in the Calendar of the Roman Catholic 
Church. 

As for Clovis, the good bishop told him on his 
baptism to “hate those gods which he had adored, 
and adore that one which he had hated”; but 
whether he obeyed this command faithfully it is 
not for us to say, nor whether, having become 
a Christian, he grew gentler and more forgiving 
than before. The age in which he lived was a 
fierce and cruel one, and one so far away that 
we may not judge too harshly of his deeds. Cer- 
tainly he did one good thing, and for that he is 


ELIZABETH 


Tuis is the story of a gitl who was born to the 
King and Queen of Hungary in the year 1207. 
She came just when the great troubles of the 
King were at an end. Wars had ceased for a 
time, and the people felt happy once more. 

The little Elizabeth was a fair and lovely 
child, and she was as good as she was preity. 
People used to say that the first words she spoke 
were those of prayer. When she was only a small 
girl, she gave away her toys and her rich dresses 
to the poorer children, who could not have such 
beautiful things. 

When King Herman heard of the sweet young 
princess, he said: “Would that this fair child 
could some day become the wife of my son, 
Louis.” He asked the King, her father, to let 
her come to his court, to be taught with his 
young son, and he sent a great company of lords 
and ladies to bring her. Elizabeth was only four 
years old; but though it pained her mother to 
part from such a winning child, her father 
thought it wise to let her go. He gave her a 
cradle and a bath, each made of pure silver; and 
he sent twelve young ladies of his court to wait 
upon her. He also sent so many fine things for 
King Herman and his Queen that it needed 
thirteen wagons to carry them. 

Happily, the two children soon became friends. 
They played together, and were seldom away 
from each other. Little Louis liked the gentle 
Elizabeth, who was so unlike every other child. 

When Elizabeth was older she loved to go 
among the poor children, and give them food 
and other things they needed. The good King 
was very kind to her, and while he lived no one 
was allowed to say a word against her. But 
when he died the Queen showed dislike to the 
princess; and some of her people told young Louis 
that Elizabeth was not fitted to be a king’s wife. 


now remembered. By the help of the Church, by 
his own strength and prowess, by the aid of his 
own cunning brain, using treachery and truth 
alike, Clovis accomplished his end. He ruled 
over the whole of Gaul. He made a divided and 
turbulent country into some likeness of a united 
kingdom. He, drawing, as it were, upon the 
large white sheet of the history of his country, 
till then scarcely marked save by scribbles—he, 
drawing then, worked out a rougk and shadowy 
outline upon it. And from this rough and shad- 
owy outline was shaped, in time, the fair and 
comely form of the kingdom of France. 
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OF HUNGARY 


Louis did not believe what they said about 
her. He knew how gentle and patient she was, 
even as a young girl; how sweet was her temper, 
and how glad she was to help the people. Often 
when his mother and sister were rude, he would 
comfort Elizabeth with words of kindness. 

When Elizabeth was only fifteen she was mar- 
ried to Louis. There never was a royal lady 
who tried more earnestly to do her duty to the 
people over whom she was placed. She often 
visited the houses of the poor, and helped them 
with her own hands. One day, during a very 
cold winter, she left her castle, and went down 
into the valley. In her hands she carried a large 
basket, full of bread and meat, which was so 
heavy that she almost bent with the weight. On 
the way she met her husband, who was returning 
from a hunt, and he was much surprised to see 
her with such a heavy burden. 

“Let me see what you are carrying, my Eliza- 
beth,” he said. “It seems too heavy for you.” 
She tried to throw her cloak over the basket, but 
the King drew it gently back. And as he looked, 
so the story says, he saw that the basket was 
full of roses—lovely red and white roses—which 
were larger and sweeter than any he had ever 
before seen; and he knew at once that these were 
not the flowers of earth. The prince put out his 
hand, and, taking a rose from her basket, he 
placed it in his coat. Then meekly bowing his 
head, he went on his way, leaving her to go to the 
help of the poor and hungry people. 

Elizabeth of Hungary lived and died a long 
while ago. But the memory of her beautiful life, 
and the story of her sweet girlhood, should be a 
lesson to girls of all ages and countries. She 
died while yet a young woman. No wonder that 
almost at once her name was placed among those 
of women called saints. 


I. A ROYAL FAMILY 


Down the grand staircase, tripping lightly, with 
her finger on her rosy lips, her curls flying, the 
tail of her satin gown over her arm, came ‘“‘Mis- 
tress Mary, quite contrary,” of the royal house of 
Tudor, closely followed by her attendants. 

The day was young, and “Brother Hal’ was 
asleep, so Mary felt care-free as she danced across 
the polished floor and out through the great door 
of the palace. The garden was drenched with the 
morning dew, but the little satin shoes plunged 
recklessly through the dampness, in and out 
among the flower-beds of the king’s garden, pluck- 
ing here and there as fancy craved, with no 
thought of consequences. There were few who 
dared to pluck the king’s flowers, but Henry VIIL., 
with his testy temper, had a genuine affection for 
his youngest sister, and was only “Brother Hal” 
to this madcap princess. He was “bluff King 
Hal” in those early days, living peacefully enough 
with his good wife Catharine and their little 
daughter Mary, and the court would have been a 
dull place indeed had not the king’s sister played 
her pranks and kept them all astir. 

Only a girl she was—twelve or thirteen at the 
most—with all the freshness of the springtime in 
her blood; but they dressed her like a woman, for 
she was tall and well built, having beauty, too, 
and a sharp and ready wit. This morning she led 
her companions a wild chase from terrace to ter- 
race, in among the flower-beds, gay with yellow 
and white narcissus and deep-hued pansies, sweet 
with violets and jasmine. 

“Pluck them, pluck them!” she cried to the 
others, and while they still held back, she stamped 
her little foot, and the hot blood of the Tudors 
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flamed in her cheeks. 
she said, with an imperious wave of her hand. 


“Mary Tudor commands!” 


bd 


“But—your Highness—the king—” began a 
timid damsel. 

“Out upon you, Jane! Come hither, gentle- 
men; stand round and hide the timid wench from 
view while she does my bidding. Tush! child, the 
king will not miss them, but should he do so and 
call you to account, why then, forsooth, J com- 
manded you to take them!” She flung her head 
with royal scorn, showing the bare rounded throat 
from which the soft ruff fell back. 

“On, on, my lords and ladies, to the tennis- 
court!” she cried, and these children—they were 
nothing more— followed their daring young leader 
to the king’s beautiful courts. Tennis was the 
popular game of the day; indeed, there are few 
games played with a ball which can boast of such 
antiquity, but it was a game for kings alone, or 
for those very high in rank, so we can imagine 
Mistress Mary, her gown tucked up, her eyes 
sparkling, her curls flying, her strong, lithe young 
figure darting swallow-like after the ball, her 
racket poised to send it back across the net. 

This first girl who wore a ruff was very like 
other girls of her age. Our grandmothers per- 
haps would have called her “forward and pert,” 
but poor little Mary had no mother to check the 
wild spirits and curb the very strong will. 

A few years later, in the train which had ac- 
companied Mary to France, where she married 
the French king, were Sir Thomas Boleyn and 
his little daughter Anne. This small maid, barely 
more than a child, had become such a favorite at 
the French court that she did not return to Eng- 
land with the young Queen Mary when the oid 
king died. She grew to be a most bewitching 
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little creature, full of grace and joyousness, but 
fond of admiration and power above all else. 
She received enough compliments and flattery to 
have turned her silly head, so it was high time her 
father brought her home to their country-seat, 
whence an occasional visit to London Town was 
a rare and wondrous dissipation. A letter which 
she wrote to her sister during one of these visits 
shows her to have been, at heart, a very simple 
girl. It reads: 


DEAR Mary: I have been in town almost a month, yet 
I cannot say I have found anything in London extremely 
agreeable. We rise so late in the morning—seldom before 
six o’clock—and sit up so late at night, being scarcely in 
bed before ten, that I am quite sick of it, and were it not 
for the abundance of fine things I am every day getting, I 
should be impatient of returning into the country. 


After describing some of the “fine things” 
bought by her “indulgent Mother,” she adds: 


And I am to have a pair of new stuff shoes for my Lord 
of Norfolk’s ball, which will be three shillings. Pray take 
care of the poultry during my absence. Poor things! I 
always fed them myself; and if Margery has knitted me 
the crimson worsted mittens, I should be glad if they were 
sent up the first opportunity. 


In truth, there was plain living for the children 
of that day; breakfast at six and bedtime at ten 
were considered fashionable hours even for the 
“grown-ups.” Practical little maids these were, 
with their poultry-yards and their dairies, count- 
ing the pennies much more carefully than the 
girls of to-day, in spite of the routs and balls and 
gorgeousness of the court; and crimson worsted 
mittens were a great comfort in cold, bleak 
London. 

History does not record whether Anne Boleyn 
wore a ruff before her marriage to the king, but 
she chanced to be the mother of the lady who 
wore the biggest ever made. For, by Elizabeth’s 
time, they had become quite the fashion both with 
men and women, young and old. 


II. LIFE AT HOME 


To the girls of to-day, whose lives are governed 
by kindness, whose homes are to them the centers 
of happiness, the lives of the maidens of the 
Middle Ages must seem very dreary. Parents 
had an idea that sternness was the only rule by 
which to bring up children, and if they failed in 
that they were not doing their duty. Even big 
boys and girls stood silent and uncovered in their 
fathers’ presence, and girls knelt humbly on a 
cushion until their mothers had left the room. 
The instant children offended their parents, they 
were punished with stripes and blows. 


But, of course, in fair England there must have 
been some happy youngsters whose fathers and 
mothers were not always thinking of their faults. 
On the banks of the Thames, in beautiful Chelsea, 
about a hundred yards from the waterside, stood 
a fine English homestead, built after the fashion 
of the times, with overhanging porches and bay- 
windows, jutting casements and gables, and fur- 
nished with all the comforts to be obtained. Here 
lived the finest statesman and most noble gentle- 
man of King Henry’s reign, Sir Thomas More, 
with his wife and children. There were three 
fair young daughters, Margaret, Elizabeth, and 
Cecily, a son John, a stepdaughter also named 
Margaret, and an adopted daughter—another 
Margaret still. Margaret More was always called 
Meg, her stepsister Daisy, and Margaret Giggs, 
the adopted daughter, was distinguished by the 
name of Mercy. 

They all grew up in this lovely country home 
and worked and played and studied happily 
enough. The More girls read and wrote Latin 
quite as easily as English, and cultivated their 
minds as well as their healthy young bodies, for 
they were out in the open all the time they were 
not at their books or helping in the house, and 
their wise father took care that they did not be- 
come overlearned little prigs. In spite of Plato 
and Socrates, they could enjoy a pull on the 
river, a supper by moonlight, an evening in the 
hay-field, full of pleasant talk and laughter and 
harmless jests. They were fond of animals of all 
kinds; dormice, owls, and hares were some of 
their pets, which they tamed and trained to do 
all sorts of tricks. 

In the house there was much work for each 
little maid. They rose even before that famous 
bird, the lark, and though their stepmother was 
generally very good to them, she set them hard 
tasks. On one occasion something went wrong 
with the churning, the butter would not come, 
and the household was quite upset. Good Dame 
Alice flew around distracted, and Gillian, the 
cook, declared the cream was bewitched. Every 
misfortune in those days was laid to witchery, 
not only among the common people, but among 
many of the higher class; but Dame Alice More 
knew better. The churn was filled with good 
cream which could not be wasted, so she sent for 
the four older girls and bade them take turns at 
the churning till the butter came, if they sat up 
all night for its Other girls might have com- 
plained, for it was late already, but they went to 
work with a will and beguiled the time by singing 
“Chevy Chase” and other frolicsome tunes, but 
still the butter would not come. At length Mercy 
suggested that they chant the One Hundred and 
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Nineteenth Psalm, which they did in Latin, and 
presently they heard the buttermilk separating 
and splashing in earnest. It was near midnight 
and they were almost asleep before the butter 
came, but Gillian was convinced that their Latin 
broke the spell. 

The little maids went to court with their 
mother, Dame Alice, who was resplendent in 


“IN THE DAYS OF ‘GOOD QUEEN BESS’”’ 


crimson gown and coif, the girls in satin petticoats 
puffed high in panniers over their slender waists. 
Tight-laced corsets were then fashionable; over 
these, the square-cut bodices, with the upstanding 
ruffs of lace richly embroidered in gold and sil- 
ver; sometimes little caps upon their heads, but 
oftener their curls escaped and lay in ringlets on 
their white necks. We have seen them, or at 
least girls like them, in pictures which good Mas- 
ter Holbein has left behind him. 

The king made merry at his court, and many 
games were played to pass the time. Dancing 
was much indulged in, the young ones joining in 
the stately measures, while the older ones sat 


apart, playing cards, or chess, or “tables,” which 
we know better by the name of backgammon. 

Meanwhile the ruff began to increase in size, 
and after King Henry’s death it became a general 
article of dress. Little King Edward VI. drew 
around: him many small lords and ladies, for even 
while Edward was still a boy, his uncle, the Lord 
Protector, was hunting for a Queen of England, 
and many a tiny lass in all her bra- 
very came to court to make her bow 
and pass muster there. Among his 
favorite playmates were his cousin 
Lady Jane Grey and his big sister 
Elizabeth; his elder sister Mary was 
too old and grave to be much of a 
companion. 

The burly, wicked King Henry 
had done one good thing—he taught 
his subjects the use of learning. 
The very smallest girl of any rank 
at all could read and write good 
English, and, better still, good Latin, 
with often wide knowledge of 
Greek. Most famous among the 
gitl scholars was Lady Jane Grey. 
She was a granddaughter of the 
madcap Princess Mary, and_ so 
closely connected with the throne of 
England that a marriage with the 
young king seemed a wise and 
proper thing. Henry VIII. had an- 
other grandniece, little Queen Mary 
of Scotland, granddaughter of his 
older sister Margaret, who would 
also have made a fair Queen of 
England. Both these girls were 
great students and rivaled their 
cousin Elizabeth in cleverness and 
learning. Mary never saw her Eng- 
lish cousins, but doubtless Jane and 
Elizabeth must have been closely 
associated, for Elizabeth’s tutor, 
Roger. Ascham, knew the small Jane 
quite well and often praised her learning. And 
Elizabeth, during her childhood, was at best 
but a poor, unnoticed princess, neglected at 
court and in many instances severely treated. 
History may not make mention of so slight a 
thing as an interchange of girlish confidences, 
but it is pleasant to picture these girls with the 
ruffs wandering in the old gardens or pacing a 
long avenue shaded by great trees. 

But the ruffs were growing fuller and taller. 
The girls could not put their heads together and 
whisper secrets; they could not even sit close to- 
gether, for the fashions were putting them far 
apart, behind a mere masquerade of dress. 
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III. LIFE AT COURT 


WuHeEw Elizabeth was queen, things had come to 
a pretty pass. The real girl, from her slim waist 
down to her toes, carried a framework on which 
she hung her garments; she wore long, straight, 
tight corsets, stiff with whalebone, and when the 
corsets were laced up, and the framework hung 


QUEEN ELIZABETH 


from her waist, my little lady then put on her 
farthingale. This was a round petticoat made of 
canvas or cloth stiffened with whalebone and coy- 
ered with taffeta, or some other good material, so 
broad just below the waist that its circumference 
was greater than round the bottom of the skirt, 
something like those severe ladies in a toy Noah’s 
ark, only bigger. The slim girlish figures looked 
pinched and narrow, between the wide hips, the 
puffed sleeves, and the standing-out ruffs. 
Though modest at first, these ruffs became a 
most imposing structure. Of course they were 
made for people who had long necks, like Eliza- 
beth and Henry III. of France, and Marguerite 
de Valois, Queen of Navarre, another long- 
necked lady; and as girls became “grown-ups” 
and even “married dames” when they were scarce 
in their teens, of course they must needs follow 
the fashion in the matter of ruffs. Well, they 
grew and grew, those ruffs, but only the higher 
class could afford to wear them, for starch had 
not yet been heard of, and one or two wearings 
IxX—8 


made them hang limp about the neck. King 
Henry of France, who was tall and thin, with a 
very long neck, wore a ruff one third of a yard 
deep, containing about eighteen or nineteen yards 
of linen. Indeed, in the French court, the lords 
and ladies could scarcely move their heads and 
found it extremely difficult to eat and drink. 

Many of these ruffs were made with four or 
five rows of lace, the last row appearing above 
the top of the head, and each supported by threads 
of wire. The ruffs put an end to flowing hair. 
It was piled high on the head and in many cases 
worn in short tight curls; ladies used false hair 
in great quantities and changed the color when- 
ever they pleased. Elizabeth is said to have had 
many wigs of various colors. Strings of precious 
stones were twined in the hair, making quite a 
pretty head-dress. So popular did wigs become 
that there was scarcely enough hair to supply 
them, and the small maid with long locks never 
went out alone, for fear some unscrupulous per- 
son might cut them off and sell them. 

English people did not wear their ruffs quite 
so wide, a quarter of a yard being the limit, and 
pretty young girls took care to set them well back 
from the neck, to show their white throats. The 
queen’s ruff was extraordinarily high and stiff. 
But even the well-to-do did not like to see their 
pretty ruffs hang limp, and thanks to the wit of 
a certain clever woman, the remedy was found. 

In the year 1564, Mrs. Dinghen, the wife of 
Elizabeth’s Dutch coachman, brought over to 
England the art of starching. Imagine the de- 
light of the courtiers when ruffs were taught to 
“stand alone,’ and possibly the poor little girls 
rejoiced more than all, for they were not con- 
tinually having their ruffs “pinched up” whenever 
they came near the ruthless hands of their elders. 
Mrs. Dinghen soon became court starcher and 
established a fine business. All the great ladies 
in London sent their crumpled ruffs to be “done 
up,” and the good woman starched them white or 
yellow to order. Many came to her as pupils, and 
honest Mrs. Dinghen bade fair to become a very 
rich person. 

Besides the starch, wires were often used to 
stiffen the larger ruffs. These wires, covered 
with gold or silver thread, came round the neck 
as a sort of support, for the mass of linen was 
very heavy. Many of the ruffs, too, were worked 
with silk embroidery and tinsel threads. 


IV. DAYS OF SPLENDOR 


In the days of “Good Queen Bess” court life took 
on a splendor that it had not known for years. 
Elizabeth loved magnificence, and the lords and 
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ladies of her court dressed and lived with a sump- 
tuousness never before heard of. The girls who 
wore ruffs were in many instances among the 
queen’s ladies-in-waiting, for, being the “Virgin 
Queen,” she had many maids about her, and kept 
up a vigorous correspondence with her “dear 
cousins” this or that, at home or abroad, for 
Elizabeth was a clever letter-writer. Her dear 
cousin Mary Queen of Scots was perhaps the 
“dearest cousin” of all; indeed, many and most 
affectionate were the letters exchanged between 
the two queens who hated each other with such 
deadly hatred. 

These girls who wore ruffs began to have more 
comfort in their living, more pleasures in their 
daily intercourse. Their homes were very beau- 
tiful, but articles of furniture in those days were 
very rude and defective. Down-stairs, in the 
halls and banqueting-rooms, one came across fine 
tapestries, richly carved woodwork, massive ta- 
bles, besides much fine plate and gilding; but 
above-stairs my lady’s chamber was simple and 
severe—a cupboard or two to accommodate the 
stiff gowns, a jointed stool, a steel mirror, a ewer 
and basin for her toilet, a plain table for her 
books, perhaps an embroidery-frame, and a stiff 
high-backed chair. The bed alone was luxurious; 
it was canopied and festooned like a throne, of 
softest down, with fine blankets, linen sheets, and 
a coverlet embroidered with the arms of the 
owner, and over all were beautiful silk hangings. 

A girl had a great deal to do in those days. 
She could always play upon either the lute or the 
viol. She commenced her morning—usually in 
the gray dawn— with prayer ; then a hearty break- 
fast of meat and ale; next there was embroidery 
to do, after which she visited the dairy and the 
pastry-cook ; later she worked in her garden; then 
a visit to her bees, or to see if the hemp was 
coming up, or to inspect the cows, or to feed her 
poultry in the farm-yard. At court the maids-in- 
waiting avoided idleness by using their needles, 
reading the Bible or history, or by writing; they 
also studied music when off duty. 

Shuttlecock was a great favorite among girls, 
for there were spacious halls in which to play, 
and tennis became more common. Blindman’s- 
buff, or hoodman-blind, as it was then called, was 
popular among girls and boys, and a dozen other 
games which are played and enjoyed by the chil- 
dren of to-day. But most they loved the open. 
Every little maid of any degree could mount a 
horse, some could even join the hunt, and many 
of the rollicking songs of the times caught their 
childish fancy. 

There were festivals, too—Christmas with its 
mummeries, May-day with its pole and dances, 


Shrove Tuesday, and all the others. There were 
fairs held on the village green, and many pa- 
geants to delight the eye, for Elizabeth journeyed 
from place to place with splendor and ceremony, 
and little country girls, dressed in their best, 
stood in the highroads to curtsy as she passed. 
Away in her quiet country home, small Amy 
Robsart heard with wonder of the doings of the 
court; the far-off splendor caught her girlish 
fancy. Her mother died when she was a baby, 
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MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS AT THE AGE OF TWELVE 


and her father, Sir Hugh, petted and spoiled her, 
denying her nothing it was in his power to give. 
She was a beautiful little creature, and she longed 
to get out of her tiny corner of the world. She 
could not have been more than fifteen when the 
gorgeous, glittering Leicester found out who she 
was, and wooed and won her. 

The little countess, as we all know, lived the 
rest of her short life at Cumnor Hall, very near 
the earl’s great castle of Kenilworth, the scene of 
the most wonderful feasting and pageantry ever 
displayed in England. Dear little Amy! so trust- 
ing and childlike, yet so womanly withal. Did 
ever a fairer maiden wear a ruff? Even Eliza- 
beth was moved by the quiet grace of her, and 
my Lord of Leicester got the cold shoulder when 
the news of her death broke up-their revels at 
the castle. 


SIGNING THE DEATH WARRANT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 


FROM THE PAINTING BY J. SCHRADER 
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But of all the girls who wore ruffs, there was 
none sweeter and fairer than Mary, Queen of 
Scotland. She was the tiniest wisp of a baby 
when her father left her queen of this cold, bleak 
country. On her nurse’s knee she gazed with 
round eyes on the peers of the realm who knelt 
in homage before her. She was only nine months 
old when she was crowned in Stirling church; 
she was taken from her cradle, wrapped in royal 
robes, and carried by her lord keepers and officers 
of state to the ceremony, and because poor Baby 
cried for her nurse, it was considered an ill omen. 
From the moment of her birth her great-uncle, 
Henry VIII. of England, tried to kidnap her, for, 
besides being Queen of the Scots, she was along 
the line of succession to the throne of England, 
and there is no telling what the old monster 
would have done to her had she fallen into his 
clutches. But her faithful lord keepers kept 
guard, and the baby was allowed to see but one 
noble at a time, and no visitor could enter Stir- 
ling Castle—which was her first home—with 
more than two servants in his train. 

When she was about four, they sent her for 
greater safety to the priory on the Isle of Inch- 
mahom, in the beautiful Lake of Menteith, fa- 
mous for its Spanish chestnut-trees. They formed 
a merry party in the grim old priory. The little 
queen was allowed to have with her her four 
young namesakes and playmates, Mary Beaton, 
Mary Seaton, Mary Livingston, and Mary Flem- 
ing—the queen’s Maries, as they were called. 
What happy times they had, those five, along the 
shores of the lake, the little queen in Highland 
costume, her golden hair bound with a rose-col- 
ored snood, her tartan scarf fastened with a 
golden agraffe engraved with the united arms of 
Scotland and Lorraine. She was French on her 
mother’s side and closely related to the reigning 
house. When she was six, a charming, gracious 
little princess, it was arranged that she should 
marry her cousin, the Dauphin of France, as 
soon as both children were old enough, and it was 
decided that she should go to France to complete 
her education, which was far advanced for a child 
of her age. She compared favorably with all the 
girls of her day in her love of learning. 

There was no happier, merrier, sweeter, more 
lovable little girl; she excelled in the dance: she 
inherited from both parents a love of music and 
great delight in poetry; she was fond of sport 
and astonished every one by her skill in handling 
her falcon. Nothing pleased Mary more than the 
preparations for a mighty chase. What a bril- 
liant portrait of a girl she makes, and how we 
love to look at it and to think about it! 

With the passing of “Good Queen Bess” much 
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magnificence vanished from the court; but the 
ruff stayed on, not so deep nor so full, but a most 
important part of the dress for all that, and much 
more comfortable. Master Will Shakespeare 
wore it, and his daughter, pretty Judith, the belle 
of Stratford, the daintiest maid in all Warwick- 
shire, wore it, too, with her Sunday kirtle. She 
was a merry little lass, and one of our English 
novelists has painted a fair picture of her as she 
walked in the quaint old town “along by the 
church and over the foot-bridge spanning the 
Avon, and so into the meadows lying adjacent to 
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POCAHONTAS WITH HER HIGH HAT AND RUFF 
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the stream.”” She picked wild flowers as she went 
along, and hummed to herself the quaint old songs 
that she had caught from her father’s books or 
from the glees she had heard at odd times. The 
maids of that day were fond of singing, and Mis- 
tress Judith’s sweet voice trilled out along the 
banks of the Avon: 


Come blow thy horn, hunter! 
Come blow thy horn, hunter! 
Come blow thy horn, jolly hunter! 


echoing from hill to hill. And again: 


For a morn in spring is the sweetest thing 
Cometh in all the year. 


Judith herself was like the springtime, radiant, 
fresh, and young, and it was no uncommon sight 
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to see Shakespeare, with his grave face and quiet 
eyes, deep in converse with this favorite child of 
his, as they wandered along the winding course 
of the river. 

Pretty Judith may not have had the learning of 
her predecessors who wore ruffs, but she was 
happier, no doubt, in her simple life, with her 
friend and gossip, modest Prue, reading together 
her father’s plays, and building their own ro- 
mances, girl-fashion, by their own firesides. 

King James I. brought much learning to the 
court, and already love of adventure had lured 
some daring mariners to the New World. Sir 
Walter Raleigh, the Cabots, Captain John Smith, 
and many others had planted their first American 
colonies, and out on the virgin grass the practical 
dames of Holland, France, and England stretched 
their starched ruffs to bleach and dry, for, deary 
me! one must be fashionable, if there were only 
the home people and the wondering savages to 
see! 

Little Pocahontas now rises before us, true 
child of the woods, this little Indian princess, 
with her lithe brown figure, her bare arms and 
feet, her dress of deerskin, her graceful neck 
wound about with the glass beads the white set- 
tlers had given her—a strange, innocent child of 
such a wily old chief as Powhatan, always ready 
to help her white friends in their need. We all 
know the story of how she saved Captain John 
Smith from a fearful death, and how ever after- 
ward she was watchful to see that no harm came 
to her friend and his people. Many times she 
came through the woods to warn them of danger, 
and when they were nearly starving she brought 
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them food day after day; in truth, this little 
brown maid of the forest and stream loved the 
big blond captain whose life she saved so many 
times. 

Old Powhatan proved so treacherous after Cap- 
tain Smith sailed away to England that the colo- 
nists decided if they captured Pocahontas and 
held her as hostage, they might make terms with 
the crafty old warrior. The girl quite willingly 
went with them to Jamestown, where, little by 
little, she fell into English ways. She discarded 
the deerskin dress, the gaudy beads and dangling 
ornaments of her tribe, for the sober costume of 
an English maid, even to the white ruff which 
topped the high bodice; and when John Rolfe had 
made her his wife, behold little Pocahontas in 
brave attire, in ruff and high hat and all the fan- 
cies of the times, sailing away to that dim old 
England of which she had heard so much, and 
making her bow to the king and queen with alli 
the haughtiness of a foreign princess—which, in- 
deed, she was! 


Tue old, old times have gone. On that Ameri- 
can soil a great nation has sprung up, and the 
girls with the ruffs have vanished with Queen 
Elizabeth and the rest. Girls of the same age 
to-day are blither, younger, and happier—no cares 
of the household, no distasteful duties, no stern 
parents to fret their daily life. Margery and 


Joan and Elizabeth of that time may have rustled 
proudly in their silks and stiff brocades; but Polly 
and Katharine of to-day, in simple muslins and 
white aprons, have no cause to envy their bygone 
sisters with the ruffs. ; 


JOAN OF ARC, THE MAID OF ORLEANS 


Joan was born at the little village of Domremy, 
France, January 6, 1412. She was the daughter 
of a poor man, and she lived in a very unhappy 
time in the history of her country, of which 
for almost a hundred years the 
English had been trying, through 
terrible wars, to make con- 
quest. 

In the middle of these mis- 
eries Joan was born, in a vil- 
lage where almost everybody 
was on the side of the Dauphin 
—the right side. In the village 
nearest to hers, Maxey, the 
people took the English side, 


. 


and the boys of the two places had pitched battles 


with sticks and stones. 
Though Joan could run faster than the other 


girls and boys, and beat them when they ran 
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races, she liked to be quiet. 
Nobody could sew and spin bet- 
ter than she did, and she was 
very fond of praying alone in 
church. She would even go 
away from the other children 
into lonely places, and implore 
God to have pity on France. The 
services in church, ‘the singing 
and the music, made her very 
happy, and when she heard the 
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church bells across the fields, she would say her 
prayer. She was very kind, and would give up 
her bed to any poor traveler whom her father 
took in for a night, and would sleep beside the 
hearth. She took care of the sick, and if ever 
she had any money she would spend it on masses 
to be said in honor of God and for the sake of 
men’s souls. 

So Joan lived till she was thirteen. She was 
a strong, handsome girl, beautifully made, with 
black hair. We do not know the color of her 
eyes, probably brown or dark gray. A young 
knight wrote to his mother, when he first saw 
Joan, that she was “a creature all divine.” Joan 
never sat to a painter for her portrait, though 
once she saw a kind of fancy picture of herself 
in the hands of a Scottish archer. 

Young men do not say so much about a girl 
who is not beautiful, and, indeed, armies do not 
rush together to follow a maiden without good 
looks. But though Joan, when she came to com- 
mand armies, liked to be well dressed, and to have 
fine armor, that was partly because she was a 
natural, healthy girl, and partly because she was 
a kind of banner for men to follow into fight, and 
banners ought to be splendid. 

She took no thought of her own beauty, and 
the young knights and squires who fought, later, 
under her flag, said that they looked on her as 
a sacred thing, and never dreamed of making 
love to her. She let it be known that she would 
never marry any one while the English were still 
in France. She was not a nun, and had not made 
a vow never to marry at all, but while her coun- 
try was in danger she never thought of marriage; 
she had other things to do. 

Eight years before Joan was born a sad thing 
happened to her country. Henry V. of England 
had married a French princess, and the French, 
or some of them, tired of being beaten in war, 
consented to let the child of Henry and his wife 
be their King, instead of the son of their old 
King. The old King’s son was called “the Dau- 
phin’”; that was the title of the eldest son of the 
French kings. This Dauphin was named Charles. 
His friends went on fighting the English for his 
sake, but he was not crowned king. He, the true 
heir to the throne, had to wander from town to 
town through France with a few courtiers, fleeing 
the English or fighting them, as best seemed fit; 
and not only was he in danger from the English 
who had vowed to conquer France, but also from 
the Burgundians, who were their allies. 

More over, this poor prince had scarce money 
enough to pay his bootmaker, and, worse trouble 
than all, there were many even among his own 
court who doubted if he were in truth the real 
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son of the King. Even his own mother, who 
sided with the Burgundians, would speak no word 
in his favor, so that Charles, doubtful himself and 
very miserable, sometimes wondered if he had not 
better give up all hope and flee to Spain, leaving 
France in the hands of the English. 

One day he went apart by himself and sorrow- 
fully prayed to God in his heart (speaking no 
word of the prayer aloud, mark you), to let him 
know by some clear sign whether he had a royal 
right to the throne of France or whether he had 
none. 

The real story of Joan begins in her thirteenth 
year, when she first heard the commands of God 
spoken through the voice of the archangel 
Michael. 

It happened in summer, while she walked in her 
father’s garden. It was noontide and very warm. 
As she walked, Joan thought of many things—of 
the race she had won running with her comrades 
that day, of the poor soldier who had come back 
from the war sore wounded and sorrowful. 
Joan, little maid as she was, felt a great pity in 
her heart for the fair land of France. She longed 
to do something to help. On a sudden, before 
her, upon the right side, between her and the 
church, she saw a bright and radiant light, which 
dazzled her eyes so they were blinded for a space. 

Presently, when she had become more used to 
the light and dared to look again, she saw an 
angel’s face appearing through the wondershine, 
and heard a voice which said: “Joan, the Lord 
God hath chosen thee to save France.” 

“Alas!” cried the Maid, “how may I save our 
beautiful France who am but a poor village girl 
who tends sheep? How can such as I lead forth 
soldiers to war?” 

“Be a good girl,’ said the angel; and again, 
“Be a good girl, little Joan,’ and then he went 
away. 

Now you may believe this or not as you will, 
every one has a right to his own opinion; this is 
almost word for word what she told her cruel 
judges about the first coming of the angels. 

Joan wept when the light vanished and she 
heard the voice no more. But after that she 
tried harder than ever to be good. And the light 
came again, and other angels, St. Catharine and 
St. Margaret, whom she loved above all the 
saints. Sometimes she saw them and touched 
them, but more often she heard them speak, and 
ever the words they spoke were to the same end. 
“Joan, be good, and thou shalt save France.” 

To herself Joan called them “My Voices,” or 
“My Counsel,” but to her father and friends in 
Domremy she breathed never a word of what had 
happened her until later. 
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Meanwhile matters grew worse in France, and 
when Joan was scarcely seventeen years old the 
voices became more urgent. They began to tell 
her what to do. “Go into France, Joan,” they 
said; “it is time.” 

And one day they told her that she must rescue 
the town of Orleans, for it was in great danger. 
Orleans was the only town in France which re- 
mained true to the Dauphin; if the Dauphin lost 
it, he lost all France with it. 

Then the voices told Joan how she was to reach 
Orleans, and she obeyed them in all things. This 
is what she did. She left her father and her 
mother and her home—remember it was by God’s 
command that she went, and he gave her strength 
and courage to do it. She left Domremy and 
journeyed tc Vaucouleurs, a strong embattled 
town loyal to France and not far from Domremy. 

There she went straight to Robert de Baudri- 
court, the captain of the town, and ‘told her story, 
how by the command of God she was come to 
save France. Baudricourt, as you may believe, 
laughed at her, refusing to believe a word she 
said. 

“A foolish, dreaming girl,’ he said; “turn her 
away.” 

But she came again to him, saying earnestly: 
“To-day the gentle Dauphin hath great hurt from 
the town of Orleans, and yet greater will he have 
if you do not send me to him.” 

Now, the day on which Joan told the captain 
this was the 12th of February, she being informed 
by her voices; and on the 12th of February the 
Dauphin was defeated with great loss by the 
English at the battle of Rouvray. 

A few days later, for tidings came but slowly 
in olden times, news was brought to Baudricourt 
of the battle and of the Dauphin’s loss. Baudri- 
court, remembering Joan’s words, and wondering 
greatly, began to believe in this strange maid and 
her high mission. He told her he was ready to 
do what she asked of him. 

Obeying the voices, she begged for a gray 
doublet, black hose, and horse, and an escort. So, 
clad like a boy, riding upon a great horse and 
accompanied by a knight, a squire, and four men- 
at-arms, Joan set out for Chinon, where the Dau- 
phin then was. 

They rode far and fast and at last came to 
Chinon, where Joan was lodged with a kindly 
dame who took good care of her. Already word 
of her coming and of her strange daring and 
confidence had gone forth over the land. Yet 
most men scoffed, crying: “How shall a slight 
girl stand up against these terrible English ?” 

On the second day after Joan’s coming to 
Chinon, the Prince received her in spite of all his 
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courtiers could say to prevent him. These nobles 
of his court were afraid lest the girl might un- 
settle the Prince and so disturb their pleasure. 
Not one believed there was a word of truth in 
her story. 

When the Maid was brought into the hall of 
the castle where the King had his court, she be- 
held a crowd of gallant-looking men, and women 
clad in rich and splendid dress. Before she came 
in, the Dauphin had given his mantle to a cour- 
tier in exchange for a simple cloak, and he stood 
among his nobles as one of them. . 

Every one expected the Maid to fall on her 
knees before the courtier, who wore the King’s 
gorgeous mantle. Joan did no such thing. Pay- 
ing no heed to any one, nay, looking at no one 
but the true Dauphin, she went straight to him 
and, kneeling, said: : 

“This is the fair Prince to whom i am sent.” 

“Nay, I am not the Dauphin,’ answered the 
Prince, wishing to try her further. 

“If you are not he,” answered Joan, “then my 
voices have betrayed me, and that could not be. 
My voices have shown me that you are the 
Prince whose kingdom I must save, and whom I 
shall crown at Rheims before the year be out.” 

“Ah me, if that might be!” Charles said wist- 
fully. 

“Tt shall be,” answered the Maid. “Give me an 
audience alone for a few moments, gentle Dau- 
phin, and you shall believe me.” 

Wondering at this strange girl, the Dauphin 
later spoke with her alone, and what she told 
him he told a friend long afterward, when he was 
old. Joan herself would never tell what passed 
between them, not even when they tortured her 
on her trial. It was the Dauphin’s secret, and 
she kept it faithfully. 

We, who have read what the Dauphin said, 
know that Joan told him that God had answered 
his secret, silent prayer, and sent her to assure 
him that he was the true and rightful heir to the 
throne of France, the eldest son of the dead King, 
the prince whom she had been sent to crown. 

What could Charles do but believe this holy, 
heaven-sent maid? Nevertheless, to make quite 
sure, he sent her to Poitiers, there to be ques- 
tioned and examined by wise bishops and priests. 
These clever men did their best to find out all 
about Joan. They questioned and questioned, and 
not one single false word could they accuse the 
Maid of having spoken Her answers were often 
so simple, so witty, so wise, that they marveled 
daily. All their questioning and Joan’s answers 
were written down in a book, and they can be 
read unto this day. : 

In six weeks they sent Joan back to the King, 
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and this was their judgment: “The Maid is good 
and true. Believe in her.” 

After this, Charles began to do more what 
Joan told him to do. He set about gathering to- 
gether an army for her; he had white armor 
made for her (for she always wore the dress of 
a boy until the day of her death), and a shield 
and a banner. 

When he would have given her a sword, she 
refused, bidding them send to a certain chapel 
named after St. Catharine, in which she said the 
sword lay buried which was for her use. When 
they obeyed her, sure enough, they found an old 
rusty sword there, with five crosses upon it. This 
she wore always, but used rarely even in battle, 
so gentle was she, so much did she dislike to take 
away life. 

The French soldiers were all very eager to 
follow this new and strange girl-captain. She 
roused all the courage there was in them, for 
they believed that she and she only could lead 
them triumphantly against the English. But 
although the whole army loved her, and she it, 
Joan was a very strict, stern captain. She would 
allow no feasting, no drinking, no swearing, even 
among her generals. 

When the soldiers were all ready, Joan, obeying 
her voices, led them straight to Orleans, which 
was by this tirme in very great danger from the 
English. 

On the 29th of April, 1429, the French army 
had passed the enemy’s lines and entered Orleans. 
Perhaps dates of battles are not very interesting 
things to you, but mark you this, if you would 
understand something of the glory of the Maid. 
As a general no one could match her, and as for 
her skill in using cannon, no one could surpass it. 

The French reached Orleans on the 29th of 
April, upon a Friday. On the Wednesday after- 
ward, that is, upon the 4th of May, Joan led out 
her men and took one of the English forts called 
St. Loup. 

On the second day after that she took the fort 
of St. Augustine, and on the next Sunday she 
fought again, and so fiercely, that the English 
retired in dismay. Orleans, after its long siege, 
was saved. 

The English were not only vexed at being de- 
feated, but they were sore ashamed that the vic- 
tory had been won by a woman. “She must be a 
witch,” the soldiers said; and at the thought of 
fighting a witch the courage of even the bravest 
of them failed. 

It had been easy for them to fight the French 
before this, because the French had been so often 
defeated that they did not fight well; but now 
with their beloved Maid to lead them in her 
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shining armor, they were foes of very different 
metal. 

Orleans now safe, Joan wanted to take the 
Dauphin to Rheims and crown him. As you very 
likely know, no king of France was thought to be 
a real king until he had been crowned at Rheims 
and anointed with the holy oil that was kept 
there for that purpose. 

But to reach Rheims many towns had to be re- 
captured from the English, and the Dauphin was 
not over anxious to go. Now from the beginning 
the voices had warned Joan that she had only a 
year’s time in which to do all that she had to 
do; and that year dated from May, 1429. This 
she told the Dauphin over and over again, hoping 
to rouse him to come with her to Rheims. 

But the Dauphin was surrounded by lazy cour- 
tiers who did not want to move, being very com- 
fortable where they were, and all the Dauphin 
did was to summon council after council to con- 
sider what should be done. Joan grew tired of 
waiting. 

“T have four things to do,” she said; “to drive 
the English in flight from our country, to deliver 
the Duke of Orleans, who is their prisoner, to 
crown the King at Rheims, and to raise the siege 
of Orleans. This last is done. Now must we 
fight our way to Rheims.” 

The Dauphin had made her waste one month 
of her piecious year. So she set out without 
him and defeated the famous English general 
Talbot, at Patay, on an open battlefield. Even 
then it was hard to make the Dauphin move; 
even though Joan told him that all the cities, in- 
stead of fighting, would open their gates to him. 

When at last he did begin the march, Charles 
found the Maid’s words were true. With little 
or no trouble he came to Rheims, to the great joy 
of all France. 

On the 17th of July, Joan with a great and 
fair company of noble knights brought the King 
along the streets of Rheims to the beautiful ca- 
thedral. He entered with much pomp and splen- 
dor to the sound of singing, and then with much 
rejoicing the Archbishop anointed and crowned 
the Dauphin King of France. 

Joan, as she knelt to do the King homage and 
swear the oath of fealty, wept for very joy. Two 
of her high tasks were done. Soon she would 
perform the rest and be free at last to go back to 
her own little village and see her father and 
mother again. That was what she longed to do 
more than anything else in the world, but first 
her duty must be done. 

King Charles now asked her, what reward he 
could give her, to which she answered: “Fair 
King, I would that the people of my village 
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should be freed from the paying of taxes for 
three hundred years”; and the King said, ‘‘So it 
shall be,” and he caused to be written on the 
books of the accourts of the villages after the 
name of Domremy and of the village next to it: 

“Nothing, for the sake of the Maid.” 

As they rode from the cathedral, the Arch- 
bishop asked Joan if she feared anything. 

“Nought but treachery,” she answered. 

Alas! how shall we tell of the treachery that 
worked against her ever after that glorious day 
at Rheims? 

Unwitting of it, she rode to Paris, which was 
m the hands of the Burgundians, the allies of the 
English, 

“We must take Paris,” quoth she, “and when 
Paris is ours, all France will be ours, and I shall 
go home to Domremy and be happy again.” 
Joan’s words would have come true had she been 
allowed her own way, but she was not. 

The weak Dauphin let his lazy favorites per- 
suade him to do as they wanted, so that instead 
of hurrying to help the Maid lay siege to Paris, 
he loitered with his army at this town or that on 
the way, and when he at last came to Paris it 
was too late, for the English had brought up an 
army to help their allies. 

Joan, meanwhile, had been attacking the walls 
bravely and had done good work. Every day she 
led out her men, and from dawn to night they 
fought in the trenches. It was wonderful to hear 
the noise of the guns and culverins from the 
walls. 

When Charles and his soldiers at last showed 
themselves, the Maid was full confident they 
could storm the city. But she relied on the 
King’s army to help, and again the King failed 
her, for, hearing that she was wounded, he sent 
word of command to her to stop the fighting. 

Very reluctantly, and sad at heart, she obeyed. 
The next day, however, she and her friend, the 
Duke of Alencon, who has told us many of her 
doings, made ready again to fight, for Joan’s 
wound was slight. Again came word from the 
King forbidding them to begin. More than that, 
he ordered a bridge to be destroyed which Joan 
had caused to be built, so that she could cross 
the river Seine the very next day and attack 
Paris from another quarter. 

You can picture to yourself how disappointed 
Joan and her eager soldiers were; their plans 
spoiled, their hopes of victory crushed by ¢his 
timid King, whose word they must obey. And 
worse was to come; for Charles, hoodwinked by 
evil counselors and anxious for peace, would not 
let Joan fight again for six long months. 

The Maid’s heart nigh broke, and all her gen- 
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erals and soldiers mourned with her. So they 
waited while the foolish King tried to make peace 
with the Duke of Burgundy, who was only the 
governor of Paris because the English wanted 
him to be. 

So the year 1429, which might have meant so 
much more to France had the Maid been let alone 
to do as she willed, passed away, and the next 
year wore on to spring. You will remember that 
Joan’s year finished in May, 1430. The time was 
very near. The voices which had all the time 
spoken and counseled Joan in all that she did, now 
spoke to her again, but they gave her little cheer. 

“It needs must be that you shall be taken pris- 
oner before Midsummer day,” said they. “But 
do you be of good cheer and God will send you 
help.” 

Joan’s heart sank within her and she grew 
afraid. She prayed to God that she might die 
in battle rather than be taken prisoner. She 
knew too well that the English would tie her to a 
stake and burn her to death if they once could 
capture her; for the English firmly believed she 
was a witch, and it was the custom to burn 
witches in those days. 

Nevertheless, in spite of her great fear, in spite 
of hearing the same dreadful words from the 
voices over and over again, Joan went out to 
fight when she could, as bravely as of old; and 
of the many brave and noble deeds this is thought 
to be the bravest and the noblest thing she did, 
for she went out to fight in a very different way 
from before. 

Before this, the voices had warned her of dan- 
ger, had told her what to do, and had guided her 
to victory. Now they were silent; they let her 
act as she would, and they never told her the day 
or the hour when she was to be captured. 

And so Joan, instead of taking the lead, took 
the advice of her captains and generals. It was 
the best she could do, for she was never sure of 
victory, as she had always been before. 

One day news came that the good city of Com- 
piégne, which was loyal to France, had been laid 
siege to by a great army of English and Burgun- 
dians. Joan, who loved that city, at once set out 
to its rescue, and with only a few hundred men 
in her company she rode into the town under 
cover of night. 

The people received her with great joy, for 
wherever Joan went she brought hope and glad- 
ness. This was on the dawn of the 23d day of 
May, 1430. At five o’clock in the morning she 
led out her men to the attack, hoping to surprise 
the enemy. So she did, driving them back twice: 
and then (alas! that this must be told) up came 
the main body of the enemy to help the Burgun- 
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dians. They forced Joan to fall back toward the 
city. Before she and her little troop could reach 
the gates, up rushed the English between her and 
the bridge that leads into Compiégne. 

The fear in Joan’s heart grew. Bravely she 
spurred her horse up the raised causeway, and 
leaped into the meadow below. There she was 
at once surrounded by the Burgundians, who 
called her to surrender. “Never!” she cried, 
hoping they would ixill her on the spot. But this 
they were not likely to do, for Joan was worth 
a large sum of money to her captors. Either 
King Charles would ransom her, or they could 
sell her to the English, who would give much to 
get her into their hands. 

And now you must hear of Joan’s troubles even 
to their cruel end. This gentlest, noblest, bravest 
maid that ever lived in all the world was sold to 
the English. The King of France, whom she had 
crowned, made no effort to save her. The Eng- 
lish bought her and, having done so, gave her 
into the hands of the French priests, who were 
on their side, so she might be tried by them for 
being a witch and a heretic, a worker of magic, 
and many other horribie things, none of which 
were true, 

She was brought to her trial at Rouen, where 
no mercy was ever shown to her by her enemies. 
The greatest of these was Cauchon, Bishop of 
Beauvais. Some day you can read, if you will, 
the whole account of the trial, which was written 
down at that time, and has since been translated 
into English. 

You will see how bravely the Maid stood up 
against an army of bishops, priests, and lawyers, 
all questioning her, all waiting to find fault with 
her answers and make them out to be lics. You 
will read how they tortured her in trying to make 
her confess that her voices were the voices of 
devils and not of angels. 

They could do nothing with her. 


She told her 


story simply and truthfully, and the voices helped 
her many a time to outwit her captors. Yet there 
came a time even when they seemed to have left 
Once in her darkest 


her and she stoad alone. 
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hour she denied having heard the voices, but very 
quickly she repented and never lost courage 
again. 

Always they tormented her over the boy’s dress 
she wore by command of the voices, and it was 
the wearing of the boy’s dress which gave those 
cruel and malicious priests the excuse for con- 
demning her to death. 

They said that she committed a sin against God 
by so doing, and yet would give her no chance to 
change, and by a cruel act of treachery they con- 
demned her to death. 

In the market-place at Rouen they burned her 
to death at the stake on the 30th of May, 1431. 
One whole year had she lain in prison for her 
trial, and she was only nineteen years old when 
she died. 

They put eight hundred soldiers around the 
stake for fear any one should try to save her, 
and on her brow they set a paper cap, on which 
was written, “Heretic, Relapsed, Apostate, Idola- 
tressea 

Lightly the true Maid went to her cruel death, 
and gladly she died, bowing her head and calling 
on the name of Jesus. The English threw her 
ashes into the sea so that men should forget her. 
How could they think that men should forget 
such a heroine? The whole world owes her rev- 
erence now, for no more beautiful spirit ever 
lived on earth. 

In the town of Orleans now every 8th of May 
they hold a feast in her honor, while many a 
town has its statue of her. Her fair name has 
been cleared, for some time after her death 
there was another trial. Every one who knew 
her came to testify to her truth and goodness, 
so that even in her own age men had some dim 
idea of doing justice to her memory. She is now 
honored among the saints who have blessed the 
world. 

As for the English, after their cruel burning 
of Joan, nothing prospered with them in France. 
They were driven back to England, with no 
least chance of ever winning again the crown 
which by right belonged to the kings of France. 


ANNE OF BRITTANY 


ANNE, born at Nantes, in 1476, was the daughter 
of Francis, Duke of Brittany. When Anne was 
barely thirteen years old her father died, and 
she had to face the world with few real friends. 
Some jealous rulers of other countries thought 
they now had a fine chance to add Brittany to 
their own lands. 

Little Anne was not beautiful, but she was tall 
and pleasant-looking, and had a firm will. No 
sooner had her father died than she wrote to 
some kings who, she thought, were friendly, ask- 
ing for their help against her enemies. The 
King of England at this time was Henry Tudor, 
who himself, before he came to the throne, had 
found shelter and many kind friends in Brittany. 
The English people were sorry to hear of all 
the troubles of the young duchess, and they sent 
a large army to help her. 

The French, who wanted to get Brittany for 
themselves, were now all over the country. But 
six thousand archers, with strong English bows, 
landed from England; they won two great bat- 
tles over them, and forced them to make peace 
with Anne. 

Having failed to win the duchy by arms, the 


young King of France now tried another means 
to gain his end. Anne was young and proud, and 
she often used to say, “I will marry none but a 
king, or a king’s son.” Late one evening, as she 
sat quietly in her palace, a young gentleman, 
attended by a few friends, called to see the 
duchess. He returned to the French borders that 
night, and many people wondered what message 
he carried. 

A few days later the young duchess herself 
went away, and it was known that she had gone 
to meet the King of France.- A short while after 
that she was quietly married to him. 

The people of Brittany were glad to know that 
the troubles of their country were now over. 
They had seen what a brave girl Anne had 
shown herself to be, and during long years of 
war they had learned to love her. The Bretons 
were proud to think that their little duchess was 
Queen of France. 

Anne was but seventeen when she was 
crowned. There was great joy in Paris when 
she entered that city. Thus it came to pass that 
Brittany was added to the kingdom of France, 
and to that country it still belongs. 


THE “LITTLE OUEEN” ISABEL OF FRANCE 


[saBEL was the eldest daughter of King Charles 
VI. of France and the beautiful Queen Isabella. 
Isabel had several brothers and sisters, all lovely 
children, but she was the most lovely of them 
all. She was a clever child, too, and before she 
was six years old her mother had masters to 
teach her music, and to read in Latin and French. 
In those days children were seldom taught with 
as much care as Isabel was. 

She was a thoughtful child, and would often 
sit alone by the great fire, thinking over the 
wonderful things her masters had read to her— 
oid tales, stories of King Arthur and his knights, 
and of fair ladies. I dare say she wondered, 
sometimes, if she would ever go out into the 
world and have adventures; perhaps meet with 
a knight as noble and beautiful as King Arthur. 

She had not long to wait, poor little Isabel; 
for, when she was only six years old, there came 
one day to the court a troop of noble-looking 
men on horseback, and soldiers in shining armor, 
carrying little flags and shields. 

Isabel and her brothers and sisters, in great 
excitement, watched them from their windows, 


wondering who they were and why they had 
come. Was it in war, or in peace? They little 
thought that it was a little. maiden who had 
brought them; that they had come for Isabel 
herself. But so it was. 

Richard II., King of England, had sent to ask 
that Isabel should be his wife! He had asked 
for her once before, but King Charles had said 
“No,” his little Isabel was too young: and he 
had already promised her, when she was old 
enough, to the Duke of Brittany. 

But when King Richard made up his mind to 
have a thing, he often managed to get it, whether 
others wished it or not. He paid no heed to 
what Isabel’s father said, but sent five hundred 
soldiers to ask for the little princess of France. 

Isabel knew nothing of all this, so she was 
very much surprised when messengers came and 
bade her appear in the great hall below. It was 
her uncle who came to her and told her why 
she was wanted—that the soldiers they had seen 
were envoys, sent by the King of England to ask 
that she might be his wife. 

Little girls in those days were used to hear 
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their marriages talked about from the time they 
were babies, and to have everything arranged for 
them; so Isabel was not frightened. She won- 
dered, though, what the King of England was 
like, and whether he would be kind. She was 
told he was twenty years older than she, so she 
was afraid he would be an old man, much too 
stern and grave to play games with her, or tell 
her stories such as she loved. 

Isabel was dressed in ker most beautiful robes, 
and went down to the great hall, looking very 
grave and thoughtful. In the hall was her 
mother, who stood by her while she received the 
King of England’s messengers. 

The English people did not want Richard to 
marry a French princess, and such a child, too, 
even though she was very rich; for they wanted 
to make war on France. But when the envoys 
saw Isabel, so tall for her age, and looking, too, 
so fit to be a queen, they changed their minds. 
The Earl Marshal, the head of them all, fell on 
his knees before her, and promised to be true 
to her if she would be their queen and lady. To 
which Isabel answered gravely, that if it pleased 
God, and the King, her father, she would do her 
best to make a noble queen of England. 

Isabel was not to go to England just yet. A 
whole year was to pass before she saw her fu- 
ture husband; a year which was to be spent in 
getting beautiful clothes for the bride, and in 
teaching her all that a queen should know. She 
had to learn English, of course, and many other 
things that must have seemed very dry and dull. 

At last, in October of the next year, Richard 
went to France to meet and marry his little 
bride. He took with him many of his friends, 
and a nurnber of knights and soldiers, and on a 
large plain outside Calais the two Kings were to 
meet, 

That meeting must have been a splendid sight. 
All over the plain were spacious tents, hundreds 
of horses, and soldiers and trumpeters in their 
fine uniforms. There were hundreds of knights 
too, standing in line with drawn swords, which 
glittered and flashed in the sunshine. As the two 
Kings stepped out of their tents and greeted each 
other with low bows, every knight dropped on his 
knees. The Kings then shook hands, and both 
entered the French King’s tent together. 

The Duke of Orléans had gone to fetch the 
little bride and her maids, but she did not appear 
on the scene till the next day. Many of her la- 
dies came in carriages, but Isabel and her maids 
of honor rode all the way on beautiful horses, 
covered with velvet and gold; and a very long 
and weary way it must have seemed to them. 

How frightened and tired poor Isabel must 
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have felt when, at the end, she found herself on 
that plain! The eyes of hundreds of knights and 
ladies were fixed on her, and she knew that 
within one of the tents sat the old and stern man, 
her husband, with whom she was to go away for- 
ever into a strange country. 

Tired though she was, Isabel’s beauty outshone 
that of every one else there. The jewels on her 
dress flashed and glittered in the sun, while over 
it swept her beautiful golden hair like a mantle. 

She tried to be very brave and cheerful, poor 
little girl, and smiled on those she knew as she 
dismounted from her horse. Then. very gravely, 
she walked into the tent where King kKichard 
sat, and knelt before him twice. 

King Richard looked at his little Queen with a 
kind smile, and when she knelt the second time 
he rose, and lifting her in his arms, kissed her 
tenderly. Then, for the first time, did Isabel 
really look at him, and, to her great joy, saw 
that he was not old at all, or stern, but young, 
and kind, and very handsome. 

Little Isabel felt at once that she could love 
this big husband of hers who could smile so 
kindly. To her, he seemed one of the very noblest 
of the knights she had so loved to read about. 

King Richard was not that. He was not even a 
very good man, except to his little Isabel. To 
her he was always kind and gentle and loving, 
and we must give him credit for that. 

A few days after their meeting, Isabel crossed 
the sea to England, and very strange every place 
must have seemed to her. At first she was taken 
to the palace at Eltham, in Kent, where she was 
to rest for a time. From there she was to go 
to Westminster, to be crowned, and was to ride 
all the way on a white horse, that her new people 
might see their Queen. She little knew that they 
all hated her because she was French; and it was 
a good thing that she did not know, or the sight 
of thousands of people all around her, and all 
hating her, might have frightened her very 
much. 

As it was, she looked at them all with such a 
sunny smile, and gentle, friendly eyes, that their 
hearts were melted, and all fell in love with their 
beautiful little Queen. Indeed, she must have 
looked beautiful as she rode beside the King, her 
shining hair sweeping over her velvet robe, which 
was trimmed with flashing jewels, and gold, and 
ermine. On her head she wore a small gold 
crown, with a soft white veil beneath. 

There were great feastings after that, which 
lasted for days and days, and the little Queen 
must have been quite tired out before they were 
over. She enjoyed much more the quiet time that 
followed, when she went hunting with her hus. 
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band by day, and playing, or reading to him in 
the evenings. 


For some time these peaceful days lasted, and— 


Isabel was as happy as she could be, helping poor 
people, and doing kindnes3es to every one. Rich- 
ard was always kind to her, and she loved him 
very dearly. She thought him the best and 
noblest man in the world. 

Alas! others did not think so. The people 
grew to dislike him more and more for many 
wrong things he did. The little Queen knew 
nothing about those wrong things, nor did she 
even know that the people were angry with her 
husband. 

At last, one dreadful day, Richard came to her, 
and told her that he had to leave her and go to 
Ireland. Isabel wept, and begged to go with him, 
but the King shook his head sadly. It was no fit 
journey for the little Queen. 

Before he left, they were to go to a service 
together, at St. George’s Chapel at Windsor, and 
a banquet was to follow; but when the service 
was ended, and the King and Queen came out, 
the King would not go to the banquet. Taking 
his little Queen in his arms, he kissed her again 
and again, and bade her good-by. 

Isabel did not weep, but she was very pale and 
quiet and sad, and clung to her husband fondly. 
Then the King put her gently down, and with a 
last “Farewell!” threw himself on his horse and 
rode away. 

Isabel stood and watched him, but he did not 
once look back. At last, when a bend in the road 
hid him from sight, she turned and ran to her 
bedroom. There she lay on her bed, and wept 
all the tears she had been holding back so bravely. 
Isabel did not know then that she had said good- 
by to her husband forever. 

As time went on, the people grew more and 
more angry with Richard. At last they seized 
him and sent him a prisoner to the Tower, while 
they invited Henry, Duke of Lancaster, to come 
and reign in his stead 

Isabel did not know that her husband was in 
the Tower, nor, for a long time, did she hear any 
news of him. It seems strange to us that all this 
could happen without her knowing it, but in those 
days there were no posts or newspapers. Besides, 
all the people about Isabel were ordered not to 
talk to her of the King. 

The news was brought to the Duke of York at 
Windsor. As he was left in charge of the 
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Queen, he thought it would be safer if she were 
taken to a castle in Kent, from where she could 
easily escape to France. So he had her secretly 
taken there. But her French maids and attend- 
ants were left at Windsor, and they were soon 
afterward ordered to return to France. 

Poor Isabel now felt very lonely and frightened, 
for she was left without husband or friends, and 
with only strange English servants about her. 
She could never get any news of her husband, and 
day and night she spent grieving. Where was he, 
she wondered, and why did he send no word to 
her? 

She did know that his enemies were taking his 
crown from him, and saying cruel things of him, 
and the news filled her with fear. But if she had 
known he was in the Tower, and wanting her, and 
that they would not let him send for her, her 
loving heart would have broken. 

From this time, Isabel was moved from place 
to place. Wherever she went, she hoped that 
here, perhaps, she would meet her husband; but 
she was always disappointed. Richard too was 
moved from place to place, until at last he was 
sent to a castle in Yorkshire. There he died—no 
one knows how. 

Even when her husband was dead, the little 
Queen was not told of it, but went on hoping and 
hoping to meet him soon. It was not till many 
weeks had passed that the news was broken to 
her. 

The new King, Henry, wanted her to stay in 
England and marry his son, and sent her to the 
Tower while he tried to make her promise to do 
so. But she pleaded so hard that she might go 
home that at last he allowed her to have her 
wish. Then, in the care of her English ladies-in- 
waiting, she was sent back to France. 

She came to England, rich and happy, at the 
age of seven. At the age of twelve she went 
back to France, without husband, or money, or 
jewels; as poor, and sad, and lonely as the poorest 
woman in the land. 

It is pleasant to know that, later on, some hap- 
piness came into the poor little Queen’s life 
again. Her cousin Charles, who loved her 
dearly, asked her to be his wife; and, by and by, 
she said she would. For a year they were very, 
very happy; but only for a year, for at the end of 
that time, when her little daughter came, poor 
Isabel died, leaving her husband almost mad with 
sorrow. 


THE LITTLE MAID OF NORWAY 


Years ago, Scotland had kings of her own, and 
one of the bravest and best of these was Alex- 
ander III. He ruled his country well. He was 
very brave and good, and his people loved him. 

When he was quite young he married Princess 
Margaret, daughter of the English King, Henry 
III., and by and by they had a little daughter 
whom they christened Margaret also. They had 
two other children as well, Alexander, who was 
the heir to the throne, and David, who died when 
he was a child. Then, while Margaret and Alex- 
ander were still quite young, Queen Margaret 
herself died. 

The poor King felt his loss very deeply, but 
there were many more heavy sorrows still in 
store for him. Soon after his wife died he lost 
his daughter also, for Princess Margaret was 
married to Prince Erik of Norway, and went to 
Norway to live. Then his son married, and, to 
the poor King’s great grief, he died soon after. 

Princess Margaret was very happy in her new 
home, and by and by she had a little daughter of 
her own to love and play with. This little 
daughter was christened Margaret too, but she 
was almost always called the “Little Maid of 
Norway.” 

Sad to say, Princess Margaret died soon after 
her baby was born, leaving the little maid mother- 
less; and poor King Alexander felt very sad and 
lonely. He was so lonely that he married again; 
but very soon after the wedding the greatest 
trouble of all befell Scotland, for the King him- 
self was killed. 

He was riding, late one night, along a dan- 
gerous piece of coast, and in the dark, not being 
able to see where he was going, he rode quite 
close to a steep place. His horse felt the danger, 
and started back, but so suddenly that the poor 
King was flung off, and down the crag, where he 
was killed at once. The spot where the accident 
happened is still called the King’s Crag. 

The people of Scotland were terribly grieved 
at losing their King; he was so manly and hand- 
some, so brave and just, and ruled the land so 
well. To add to their trouble, there was no 
heir to the throne except the little three-year-old 
maiden away in Norway, and they knew that ene- 
mies would come to try to seize the crown, 

Indeed, some of the Scotch nobles began to give 
trouble at once. They did not want the little 
Maid of Norway for their queen, and thought 
that a noble called Robert Bruce should be given 
the crown. But the King of England did not 
think so. Edward, a brother of the late Queen 


Margaret, was King of England now, and he 
made up his mind that his little great-niece, Mar- 
garet of Norway, should rule over Scotland. He 
wished that Scotland and England should have 
the same ruler, and he thought the best way to 
manage this would be to marry the little maid to 
his own son. 

As soon as Alexander was dead, the Scots 
wanted to have their little Queen in their own 
keeping, so messengers were sent to Norway to 
bring her at once. She was not yet three years 
old, and her father thought she was too young 
to be sent away by herself to another country, 
one where the people were wild and fierce. Many 
of them, too, did not wish her to be the queen, 
and might do her harm; so, for a time, the little 
maid stayed in her own beautiful land, with her 
father and the people who loved her so. 

Poor little baby child, she did not understand 
what it was to be a queen; and when, at last, her 
father had to send her away to Scotland, she 
must have wept very bitterly at leaving him. 

She must often, too, have felt very sorry that 
she was a queen, if it meant going away by her- 
self to a distant wild land, full of strangers, 
many of them rough and cruel, and not wanting 
her. It could not have seemed to her that a 
crown was a very fine and noble thing to have. 
However, at last she started away in a big ship, 
with a number of people to wait on her, and sailed 
for Scotland. 

If you will look at the map, you will see that the 
bit of sea between Norway and Scotland is really 
quite small. Nowadays, with steamers, the jour- 
ney is short and easy, even though it is often 
very rough; but in those days, when the ships 
were big and clumsy, and had only sails to carry 
them along, the journey was a much longer one, 
and much more unpleasant. 

The poor little homesick Queen suffered a 
great deal. She was sad and lonely; and to make 
matters worse, she fell ill. 

In Scotland, the people got ready to meet her, 
and give her a great welcome. The King of Eng- 
land and the nobles of Scotland were all quar- 
reling and plotting as to who should meet her, 
and who should have charge of her. They quar- 
reled as to where she should live, and who should 
live with her. They had settled that she was to 
marry Prince Edward of Wales, and the Pope 
had given his permission for the union to take 
place. 

Meantime, the poor little Maid of Norway, 
tossing about on the rough North Sea, in her 
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big ship, grew more and more ill. At last, in- 
stead of going on to their journey’s end, the cap- 
tain of the ship had to land her at Orkney, which, 
as you may see cn the map, is to the north of 
Scotland. 

There were no crowds to meet her, no gay pro- 
cessions, no bagpipes and flags and feastings 
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when she landed. With only her few attendants 
about her, the little uncrowned Queen was laid 
on her humble bed on that wild island, and there 
the little life, which was so important to so many, 
passed quietly away. Her poor father in Norway 
was left childless, and Scotland was without a 
queen. 


LADY JANE-GREY 


Tue Lapy JANg, great-granddaughter of Henry 
VII. of England, was born in or about 1537. She 
grew up a clever girl, who spoke French and 
Italian, and even Greek, and could write well in 
Latin and other languages. So fond was she of 
books that she would stay at home to read, in- 
stead of going out to hunt with her family. 

This learned girl was only sixteen years of 
age when her cousin Mary was thirty-seven. At 
the time of the death of King Edward VI. Jane 
was at Chelsea, where she lived se quietly, that 
she knew nothing of what had happened during 
the last twe days. But she was now taken to 
Sion House, where the Duke of Northumber- 
land lived; and he told her that the King was 
dead, and that, according to his will, she was 
now Queen of England. 

It is said that the poor girl was so startled by 
this news that she fainted. She was really sorry 
to hear of the death of Edward, who was her 
cousin. He was about her own age, and they 
had spent many pleasant days together. When 
she recovered, she begged that she might not be 
crowned queen; but the duke, her husband, who 
was the duke’s son, and her own father and 
mother all joined in telling her that she must 
yield to the wishes of the late King. 

At last she gave way. “If the right is mine,” 
she said, “I hope that God will give me strength 
to rule for the glory and happiness of the people 
of England.” Then she was taken in the royal 
barge ‘to the Tower, and presented with the 
crown. 

Mary was in the country at that time, and she 
had written to the Council claiming her right to 
the throne. Many of her friends went to join 
her, and soon she had a small army in the field. 

The Duke of Northumberland marched with 
a body of men against her; but he was very coldly 
received, “The people crowd to look on us,” he 


said, “but not one cries God speed ye.” But 
when Mary was proclaimed Queen by her friends, 
loud shouts of joy were heard in the streets of 
London. It was clear that all the people were in 
favor of Mary. In the meantime poor Jane had 
been Queen for ten days. 

Jane now left the Tower for the quiet of Sion 
House, but she and her husband were soon 
brought back to the Tower, this time as prisoners. 
The duke was told to own Mary as Queen with- 
out delay, which he did, though it cost him many 
tears. 

Mary was slowly making her way up to Lon- 
don, and two weeks later she rode into the city. 
The people turned out to meet her, with the Lord 
Mayor at their head, and as she passed through 
the streets to the Tower she received quite a 
royal welcome. 

Mary was a stern woman, and she marked out 
certain persons for trial. The Lady Jane and her 
husband were condemned to death, but Mary had 
no thought as yet of carrying out the sentence. 
They were even allowed to live in some freedom, 
but not to go beyond the Tower gates. Then 
Queen Mary did a very foolish thing; for, 
against the wish of all her people, she married 
Philip of Spain, whose name was greatly hated 
by the English. 

Many persons rose up in arms against this 
Spanish marriage, and for this poor Lady Jane 
had to suffer. The Queen punished the rebels 
severely, and ordered Jane and her husband to pe 
executed the next day. 

What a sad end it was for such a sweet and 
gentle lady! Her meekness and courage she 
kept to the very last. She made no complaint 
against Mary; she shed no tears; but as she saw 
her husband’s body pass before her, she took up 
a book and in it wrote some words which said 
that God, she thought, would show her favor. 
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VICTORIA OF ENGLAND 


In one of the rooms of the Dulwich Gallery, 
London, there is a portrait of the little Princess 
Victoria, painted at the age of four years. She is 
represented standing in a park, in full out-of-door 
dress, with a dark cape and large black hat, and 
wearing white wool gaiters. Her head droops 
shyly, but in the face of the child princess one 
may readily trace the resemblance to the Queen 
of fourscore. 

In those early days of her quiet childhood the 
little Victoria lived in dingy Kensington Palace, 
which to modern eyes looks more like an alms- 
nouse than like a royal residence. She was born 
on May 24, 1819, in one of its lofty frescoed 
rooms; and in another, overlooking a fine stretch 
of lawn and avenues of elms, she set up, a few 
years later, her dolls’ house. It has two stories, 
and the furniture is not in the least royal. In 
fact, the kitchen is better equipped than the other 
rooms. A fine supply of pewter plates and cook- 
ing-utensils is among its treasures. The present 
caretaker of Kensington Palace shows the visitor 
a small box where some scraps of time-worn 
yellowed muslin attest the industry of the baby 
Victoria. There is a deal of laboriously neat 
stitching on the dolls’ house-linen and clothes, 
and there is an apron for the doll cook which is 
quite a triumph in dressmaking for the chubby 
fingers of a four-year-old. 

Victoria owned a hundred and thirty-two dolls. 
She must have been a tireless seamstress, for she 
dressed at least thirty-two with her own hands. 
But all the art of their royal modiste did not suf- 
fice to make Victoria’s dolls beautiful. They are, 
for the most part, little wooden creatures from 
four to eight inches in height, with sharp triangu- 
lar noses and vermilion-touched cheeks. Seven 
boy dolls are included in the collection, and a few 
rag babies with painted muslin faces. Some of 
the dolls are attired as court ladies with wonder- 
fully ruffled frocks. Others are the owners of 
minute hemstitched pocket-handkerchiefs with 
embroidered initials. 

The time came when the little needlewoman 
put by her needle and her toys, and the princess 
took up the duties of a queen. 

Out of this very room in Kensington Palace 
Victoria hastened on the morning of June 20, 
1837, to hear the news of her accession, 

Half awake and half clad, a gray shawl thrown 
hastily over her night-dress, her bare feet thrust 
into slippers, she hurried down the wide stair- 
case to hear the tidings that gave her to her 
people’s service. The dolls’ house and the neatly 


sewed dolls’ garments were put aside forever, to 
fade and grow yellow during the long years of 
Queen Victoria’s reign. 

There is a pretty story told by her governess, 
which you will be pleased to hear, of how Vic- 
toria, then a little girl of twelve summers, felt 
when she found out quite suddenly that she was 
to be the queen. It is in a letter addressed to 
Queen Victoria herself: 

“T said to the Duchess of Kent that your 
Majesty ought to know your place in the succes- 
sion. Her Royal Highness agreed with me, and 
d put the genealogical table into the historical 
book. When Mr. Davys [the Queen’s instructor, 


afterward Bishop of Peterborough] was goney: 


the Princess Victoria opened, as usual, the book 
again, and, seeing the additional paper, said, ‘I 
never saw that before.’ ‘It was not thought neces- 
sary you should, Princess, I answered. ‘I see 1 
am nearer the throne than I thought.’ ‘So it is, 
madam,’ I said. After some moments the princess 
resumed: ‘Now, many a child would boast; but 
they don’t know the difficulty. There is much 
splendor, but there is more responsibility.’ The 
princess, having lifted up the forefinger of her 
right hand while she spoke, gave me that little 
hand, saying, ‘I will be good. I understand now 
why you urged me so much to learn even Latin. 
My cousins Augusta and Mary never did; but 
you told me Latin is the foundation of English 
grammar, and of all the elegant expressions, 
and I learned it as you wished; but I understand 
all better now’; and the princess gave me her 
hand, repeating, ‘I will be good!’” 

Is not this a pretty story? Cannot you fancy 
the little girl, overawed by the great thought of 
being a queen, and understanding how wonderful 
it was, yet finding nothing more solemn to say in 
her simplicity (and, indeed, if she had searched 
the world for “elegant expressions,” what could 
she have found better?) than those dear child’s 
words, “I will be good!’ There could not be a 
more charming little historical scene. “I cried 
much on learning it,” ‘3 the note which the 
Queen’s hand writcs on the margin. No doubt 
the little maiden was frightened into seriousness, 
and drew her breath quick when she first knew 
what was before her—Queen! of an empire upon 
which “the sun never sets’—yet only twelve 
years old. 

Princess Victoria was but eighteen when her 
uncle William IV. died and she became actually 
Queen of England. It was her lot to reign over 
her devoted people for more than sixty years. 
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Photographed by William E, Gray from the painting by Stephen Pointz Denning in the Dulwich Gallery Engraved by Peter Aitken 


PRINCESS VICTORIA. AT THE AGE OF FOUR 
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THE ARMY OF TWO 
BY EHRMA G. FILER 


Even the children were patriots during the 
American Revolutionary War. No longer did 
Indian games, hide-and-go-seek, or ball amuse 
them. Their favorite game was “playing sol- 
dier,” and they conquered many armies of iinagi- 
nary British. 

One story is told in which the game was a 
real one, and two little girls did a great service 
for their country by their fearlessness and 
bravery. 

A lighthouse was situated off the Massachu- 
setts coast across the bay from a village of some 
importance. Two little girls, Rebecca and Sarah, 
lived here with Rebecca’s father, who was the 
keeper of the lighthouse. On one particular 
morning Rebecca’s father had gone to get their 
weekly supply of provisions. The children were 
alone, and he had cautioned them to keep a watch 
for any ship in the harbor. 

The children were playing on the north side 
of the lighthouse and were having a gay time. 
Rebecca had a drum and Sarah was playing a 
fife. They were leading an imaginary army and 
accomplishing great deeds. Suddenly their play 
was stopped by the sight of a ship coming into 
the harbor. Throwing aside the drum and fife, 
the children ran up into the lighthouse tower to 
get a better view of the strange ship. 
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“What do you think it is?” Rebecca cried when 
they had watched the ship for a few minutes. 

“It looks like an English warship,’ answered 
Sarah. 

“What do you suppose it is going to do in our 
harbor?” asked Rebecca. 

The question was hardly asked before the Eng- 
lish ship opened fire upon a little sloop at the 
edge of the bay. The children, panic-stricken, 
watched the work of destruction. 

“Oh, if I were a man how I would love to fight 
and drive those horrid Britishers away! They 
have no right here in our harbor,” cried Rebecca. 

“And I too would fight,’ said Sarah, more 
calmly. “But can’t we do something? We surely 
can warn the people in the village so that they 
may be prepared.” 

“But we have no boat,” answered Rebecca. 
“Father took the only one with him this morn- 
ing.” 

The two little girls sat in deep thought for a 
few minutes. Suddenly Rebecca’s face lighted 
up, and she cried; “Do you suppose we could 
scare them away?” 

“Oh! Oh! Let’s pretend that we are an army, 
and we can play our drum and fife as loudly as 
possible. Perhaps the English will then think 
that troops are approaching,” cried Sarah. 
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The suggestion was no sooner made than the 
two children ran down the stairway to get the 
drum and fife. In their excitement they almost 
fell headlong. They crept out of the lighthouse 
door, seized their musical instruments and hur- 
ried through the bushes down to the water’s 
edge. Without stopping to think what a coura- 
geous thing they were doing, Rebecca and Sarah 
began to beat the drum and blow the fife louder 
than they ever had in play. 

“Rat-tat-tat, rat-tat-tat!” sounded the drum 
across the still water, and above it, in perfect 
time, sounded the shrill notes of the fife. It 
indeed sounded as if troops were approaching to 
protect the shore. 

The English captain and his soldiers heard the 
martial music. They listened closely. The music 
seemed to be coming nearer and nearer. The 
soldiers and their captain were much surprised, 
for they expected no resistance at this point. 

“We are not prepared to meet them,” said the 
English captain. “We will have to retire.” The 
soldiers scrambled up the side of their ship from 
their little boats in which they had intended to 
land, and made ready to depart. 


“We will try this port some other day after 
the troops have gone,” said the captain. At his 
command the ship turned and sailed out of the 
harbor. 

In the meantime the excited children were 
watching the proceedings from their hiding place 
in the bushes. “I believe we really have fright- 
ened them away,” they whispered. 

The people in the village had seen the ship 
and were making preparations to protect them- 
selves from the English vessel. In the midst of 
the commotion they were greatly surprised to see 
the ship turn ard leave the harbor. What did it 
mean? Surely an attack had been planned. 

Many of the villagers got into boats and hur- 
ried over to the lighthouse. There they found 
the answer to their questions. Two frightened 
little girls told their story, and then said: “Do 
you think we scared them away?” 

“You most certainly did,” answered the people, 
“and you are the bravest army of two that we 
have ever known. No general could have 
succeeded better than you two noble children. 
Hail! to Captain Rebecca and _ Lieutenant 
Sarah !” 
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RETREAT OF THE BRITISH FROM CONCORD 
FROM A PAINTING BY ALONZO CHAPPEL 


THE STORY OF THE BOSTON TEA PARTY 
BY EHRMA G. FILER 


Wovutp you suppose that such a small matter as 
a few cups of tea could upset two countries and 
be an indirect cause of a great war between 
them? This is the way it happened. 

The King and ministers of England thought 
that America should help pay the old country’s 
big national debt. The Colonies were willing to 
assist the mother country under one condition. 
They felt that they should not be taxed for this 
or any other reason unless they had a voice in 
Parliament. England was stubborn in those 
days, and would not agree to this suggestion. 

The spark of popular hatred was struck when 
the English placed a tax upon tea. This was 
levied only to assert their right to do so. At 
once impromptu meetings were held in all the 
principal cities of the Colonies. 

At these meetings it was agreed not to buy 
nor drink any tea imported from England until 
the tax was taken off. It was hoped by smug- 
gling, refusal to import, and refusal to con- 
sume, that this tax might be nullified. 

If the English ministers had been at all diplo- 
matic, they could have raised the necessary 
revenue in another manner. They could have 
levied the tax at the time when the tea was sent 
out from England, instead of at the moment 
when it arrived in this country. The Colonists 
would have paid this indirect tax and have been 
none the wiser. But the angry Americans would 
not buy directly-taxed tea at any price. 

The impatient ministers, urged on by an 
erratic King, determined to force the tea—tax 
and all—upon the unruly Americans. They re- 
solved to send a surplus stock to the more 
wealthy colonists. Ships laden with it were to 
go to Charleston, Philadelphia, New York, and 
Boston. 

When it became known in America that Eng- 
land was taking these steps, the people, men and 
women, rose up as one person to resist this act 
of oppression. This noble spirit was reflected 
even in the children; they were brave and coura- 
geous. An incident is told which illustrates this. 

English soldiers had made a camp on the Com- 
mon in the town of Boston. They were sent 
there to keep order in the town and to quell any 
provincial riots. The people of Boston resented 
their being there, and freely expressed them- 
selves. The soldiers knew of this feeling, and 
seemingly tried to increase it by as much annoy- 
ance as possible. 


The hill where the State House now stands 
was a rare place for the boys and girls to coast 
in Winter. The ice in a pond at the foot, on the 
Common, had been fine for several days, and the 
children were having a great time. 

One day it was especially clear and cold, and 
the boys were talking of what splendid skating 
they would have after school. When they arrived 
at the pond that evening, great was their dismay. 
The ice had been broken everywhere, and had 
then frozen with an uneven surface. 

“Those British soldiers have done this,” cried 
the boys, with one voice. 

A few days later the same thing happened 
again. This time the disappointed boys were 
very angry. One of them suggested that they 
go to the General and tell him what his men had 
done. “They have no right to spoil our fun,” he 
said. 

The suggestion met with instant approval, and 
the boys ran straight to the General’s door. The 
servants would not let them in, and they were 
arguing the question when the General himself 
appeared. The boys told their story, and their 
eyes snapped, and their fists clenched as they 
emphasized their wrongs. 

“You are brave boys,” the General said. “If 
my soldiers infringe upon your rights again, let 
me know at once.” 

As the boys left, the General said to his body- 
guard: “Even the children believe in liberty and 
freedom in this land.” 

But to return to the story of the tea party. 
This brave and independent spirit of the Colonists 
was especially displayed in Boston. As soon as 
the news reached them that three shiploads 
of tea were to be forced upon them, a public 
meeting was called in the Old South Church, 
under the leadership of Samuel Adams. Six 
towns were represented. The people agreed not 
to receive or use the tea, and they even went so 
far as to declare that any one who “assisted in 
unloading, receiving, or selling the tea was an 
enemy to his country.’’ They also sent anony- 
mous notices to three well-known tea firms, re- 
questing the head of each firm to be present next 
day at noon at a mass meeting which was to be 
held under the Liberty Tree. These persons 
were to be asked to resign their appointments as 
consignees of the tea. 

The Governor sent the sheriff of Suffolk to 
disperse the meeting. When he read the official 
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orders, the people merely sneered, and hissed at 
him. Many prominent and indignant citizens 
were present, but the consignees did not appear, 
and a committee was appointed to wait upon 
them and demand their resignations. 

When the committee talked to the heads of the 
tea firms, the men would not give them a definite 
reply. As they still refused the next day, the 
committee interpreted the silence as a negative 
answer. 

The following day a meeting 
Faneuil Hall. The owner of the 
in was sent for, and orders were given him to 
dock the boat at a certain wharf. A guard of 
twenty-five picked men were to watch all pro- 
ceedings on the vessel, which was to leave the 
harbor as soon as possible. After labeling tea 
‘a pernicious weed,” and passing resolutions, the 
mass meeting turned matters over to a special 
committee. 


was held in 
first tea ship 


Co. 
TEA PARTY 
BY ROBERT REID 


In the meantime the consignees were alarmed 
by small riots which had taken place the night 
before. They asked aid from the Governor, and 
sought refuge in the “castle” with the soldiers. 

The owner of the vessel was terrified by these 
proceedings. He wanted his clearance papers 
in order that he might leave at once. But the 
Governor would not sign, so he was helpless. 

The Governor’s idea was that in thirty days 
after a vessel had arrived in port it might be 
seized for non-payment of duty. He thought 
that this would be the easiest way out of the 
matter, and the tea would be landed. 

In a short time the two other vessels arrived 
and were moored at the same dock. Then the 
Boston people were more than ever provoked. 
In Charleston, Philadelphia, and New York, the 
citizens had been successful, and the tea-laden 


ships had departed with cargo still on board and 
duty unpaid. 
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The Boston people met again, and a second 
time sent for the owner of the ships. They com- 


manded that he go to the Governor at once and 


demand his clearance papers, which would per- 
mit him to sail immediately. The man returned 
and said that the Governor refused. This had 
been expected, and all was in readiness for an 
important move. 

It was late in the winter afternoon of Decem- 
ber 16, 1776. There was an intense feeling of 
expectancy throughout the crowd gathered there 
in the public hall. On receiving the answer from 
the ship owner, several prominent men left the 
hall, and many meaning glances swept from eye 
to eye. Josiah Quincy then arose, and began 
speaking eloquently to the people upon the neces- 
sity of adhering to the resolutions that they had 
made, regardless of what it might cost them. 

It is doubtful if many heard what he was say- 
ing, but all felt the thrill and excitement of the 
moment, but just what it meant the mass of the 


people did not know. Suddenly an Indian war 
cry sounded upon the stillness of the late winter 
afternoon. 

Fifty or sixty men in the dress of Indians swept 
down the village street to the wharf and boarded 
the three tea ships, all the while making the air 
ring with their imitation war cries. The Massa- 
chusetts Gazette of that time said that they were 
“very dark-complexioned persons, dressed like 
Mohawks, of very grotesque appearance.” These 
Indians deliberately proceeded to open three hun- 
dred and forty-two chests of tea and calmly’ 
threw the contents into Boston Harbor. When 
their task was finished they left the ships, and 
disappeared in the evening dusk. 

The persons participating in this famous ex- 
ploit were not called to account, and it has never 
been known exactly who they were. For this 
act the British Government closed the Boston 
port, and this was one of the direct causes of 
the Revolutionary War. 


ISRAEL PUTNAM: SOLDIER OF THE REVOLUTION * 


THERE was once a boy who made two visits to 
Boston, on each of which he got into a fight. 
The first time was when he was a little fellow, 
and a boy much larger than he kept calling after 
him: “Country, country!” Thereupon he gave 
the saucy Boston boy a hard whipping, and went 
home to Salem. After some years he married, 
bought himself a piece of land on top of a 
Connecticut hill, and became a farmer. He was 
as fond of his farm as if it had been one of his 
children, and was especially proud of his fine 
breed of sheep. One morning he found that sixty 
or seventy of them had been killed by a wolf. 
He and his neighbors joined in a wolf-hunt and 
soon had the beast shut into its cave. Putnam 
lighted a torch, went boldly into the cave, shot 
the creature before it could spring at him, and 
came out dragging it. 

When the French and Indian War broke out, 
he was ready to fight. In one battle his blanket 
was shot through fourteen times, but he was 
not touched. Once the barracks of a fort caught 
fire. Hundreds of barrels of powder stood near 
them. Neither the commander nor any one else 
seemed to have any idea what to do. Putnam 
was not there, but he saw the smoke, ran to the 
fort, and began to give orders. “Form in line!” 
he cried. “Pass the buckets along!”’ He took his 
stand between the powder and the fire, and threw 


on the buckets of water as fast as they could be 
passed to him. The smoke and the whirl of the 
ashes in the wind almost hid him from the sol- 
diers. The fire blazed around him. His heavy 
mittens were burned off his hands. “Take 
these!” cried some one, and gave him a pair 
soaked with water. The fire came nearer and 
nearer to the powder. One partition fell, another 
and another. Only a thin board wall stood be- 
tween him and an awful explosion. Still he did 
not run, and at last he conquered. The flames 
died down, and he pulled off his wet mittens. 
The skin came with them, and then for the first 
time he discovered that he had been terribly 
burned. 

Even that experience was less dreadful than 
a day that he spent with the Indians. His gun 
missed fire, and he was captured. They tied him 
to a tree and piled wood around him. It was 
kindled, and the flames blazed up. Then the 
Indians sang and danced and howled with de- 
light. A few minutes more would have ended 
his life, but just then a French officer appeared 
on the scene. He rushed through the yelling 
crowd, kicked the fire to pieces, and cut the 
bonds. 

During this same war, Putnam was on the St. 
Lawrence with General Amherst when he heard 
the general say, “We could soon capture the fort 


* From “American Hero Stories,” by Eva Marsh Tappan; used by permission of Houghton, Mifflin Company, publishers, 
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if it were not for the schooner over there that 
protects it.” 

“Tl take the schooner for you,” Putnam of- 
fered, “if you'll give me some wedges and a 
mallet, and let me choose half a dozen men.” 

The general was beginning to find out that 
the Americans had their own way of doing things, 
and at length he actually gave Putnam permis- 
sion to try his plan. When night came, the men 
got into a light boat, muffled their oars, and in 
the darkness rowed up to the stern of the 
schooner. They drove wedges between the rud- 
der and the stern-post. Then they rowed in the 
shadow around to the bow and cut the anchor 
loose. The French soon found that they were 
adrift; but the rudder would not move, they were 
helpless, and they floated ashore with nothing 
to do but surrender. The fort followed their 
example. 

At the close of the war, in 1764, Putnam went 
home, hung up his sword, swung over his door 
a signboard with General Wolfe’s picture on it, 
and for ten years was a quiet farmer and inn- 
keeper. On April 20, 1775, he had eaten his 
dinner and gone out to the field with his oxen. 
Suddenly he heard the sound of a drum. A man 
was galloping furiously along the road, beating 
his drum and calling, “To arms! To arms! The 
British have fired upon us! The country is 
ablaze!” 

Then Putnam forgot his beloved farm. He 
forgot to say good-by to his family. He forgot 
that he was an officer, and was going to war 
without his uniform. He forgot everything ex- 
cept which of his horses was the swiftest. He 
leaped upon its back, and while the oxen stood 
in the field waiting patiently for him to return, 
he was galloping along the road to make his 
second visit to Boston, one hundred miles away. 

The Continental Army had gathered from all 
directions. The British were in possession of 
Boston. ‘‘We must seize those hills,’ declared 
the British General Gage, “if we are to stay 
in the city.” 

“We must seize those hills,’ declared the 
Americans, “if we are to drive the British out 
of the city.” Colonel Prescott and General Put- 
nam marched out by night and began to fortify 
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Breed’s Hill and Bunker Hill. At daybreak the 
British discovered what was going on. “We 
might take Charlestown Neck,” said one officer, 
“and starve them out.” 

“That’s too slow,’ objected another. “I be- 
lieve the best way will be to charge upon them.” 

“Not so easy to charge up that hill.” 

“Why not? They’re only farmers. They 
don’t know anything about fighting. The chances 
are that they will run long before we are at the 
foot of the hill.” 

So the British talked, and at length they de- 
cided to make a charge. The march began. The 
scarlet lines came nearer and nearer. Prescott 
and Putnam were going back and forth among 
their men at the top of the hill. “Remember 
there isn’t much powder,” they said. And Put- 
nam added, ‘““Men, you know how to aim. Don't 
fire till you can see the whites of their eyes.” 

Up the hill marched the British, stopping only 
to fire; but the Americans stood motionless. It 
seemed to them hours before the word rang out, 
“Fire!” That fire was like a cannonade, and the 
British, brave old soldiers as they were, ran pell- 
mell down the hill. “Hurrah! hurrah!” shouted 
the Americans. The British formed and rushed 
up the hill again; again the lines broke, and they 
retreated. They came a third time, but now no 
volleys met them; the powder had given out. 
The Americans had no bayonets, but they fought 
furiously with stones and the butt-ends of their 
muskets, with clubs, knives, even with their fists; 
but no such weapons could withstand British 
veterans, and the Americans had to retreat. 

News of the battle went through the coionies 
like wildfire. All their lives the Americans had 
looked up to the British regulars as the greatest 
of soldiers; and they, the untrained colonists who 
had never seen two regiments in battle, had twice 
driven them back! The hill was lost, but to re- 
pulse the British regulars was a mighty victory. 
Couriers galloped from one colony to another to 
carry the news. Everywhere there was rejoic- 
ing; but Putnam could not bear to think that 
after such a fight the hill had at last been given 
up, and he growled indignantly, “We ought to 
have stood. Powder or no powder, we ought to 
have stood.” 
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PREPAREDNESS 
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OUR FOREFATHERS 
CHERISHED IDEALS 


FACED PERILS 


SECURED RIGHTS 
AND BEQUEATHED 
THE DUTY TO DEFEND 


THOSE RIGHTS 
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BLASHFIELD 


FOR RALPH UZARDS 


BY EVERETT T. TOMLINSON 


“T po not see how you ever got through the lines.” 

“T have been journeying all the night. ’Tis 
true I several times saw bands of Tories, or de- 
tachments of the redcoats out for forage; but 
the darkness was my protection. At all events, 
I am here, and that is the best proof in the world 
that I have not been captured.” 

“And glad [ am that you are in your own home 
once more! How long can you remain?” 

“At nightfall I must go back to camp. The 
Light Troops will miss me if I delay longer. 
You see I am of some importance there, anyway.” 

“Not more than you are here. Do you really 
think the marauders are ignorant of your visit? 
Much as I delight to see you, I am nevertheless 


* Used by permission of Silver, Burdette & Company, 
Tomlinson. 
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Boston. 


alarmed for your safety. What should I do with- 
out you?” 

“No danger of the redcoats coming as far as 
Fair Spring. They are shut in now within very 
narrow limits. They venture only a few miles 
from Charleston; and, were it not for the Tories, 
their supplies would soon fail them. 1 fear our 
neighbors more than I fear the soldiers of King 
George.” 

“And so do I. If none of them has seen you, 
you may be safe here for the day; but I am 
anxious, more anxious than I can tell you.” 

Young Ralph Izard, aide-de-camp to the com- 
mander of the Light Troops of South Carolina 
in 1780, stooped and kissed his wife reassuringly, 
From ‘The 


Boys of the Revolution,” by Everett T. 
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and then turned and led the way within his 
house, 

From the piazza on which they had been 
standing, the peaceful vision of Fair Spring, the 
name he had given his plantation, had been un- 
broken by any sign of war’s rude alarms. It 
was a beautiful spot, and what it had cost the 
resolute young patriot to abandon the place and 
his still more beautiful young wife for the hard- 
ships of the camp, no one but he knew. But, 
his resolution enforced by the courage of his 
wife, he had gone, and now for the first time in 
months he was at home again, though only for 
a visit of a few hours. 

His delight had been great at finding the plan- 
tation apparently unmolested and his wife safe. 
Mrs. Izard, not wishing to increase the anxiety 
of her patriotic young husband, had not referred 
to the visits she had received from the “outliers.” 
Nor did she explain how on several occasions 
the only thing which had preserved her and the 
home from serious harm had been the gentle 
and lady-like manner in which she had met the 
marauders; for though they had taken many of 
her possessions, still they had been too much 
impressed by her bearing to inflict unnecessary 
damage. 

Fair Spring was on the extreme border of the 
region in South Carolina then overrun by the 
British and Tories, and her only hope for the 
safety of her husband was that his visit in the 
remote locality would not be discovered by the 
alert enemy. The fact that the nearest bands 
were composed of her own neighbors added to 
her feeling of uneasiness, for of all the foes 
they were the most bitter. 

But, striving to conceal her anxiety, she fol- 
lowed her husband to the dining room, where a 
breakfast was speedily prepared. And when 
Aunt Susan at last placed her tempting viands 
upon the table, Ralph Izard was thoroughly ready 
for the meal. Not only was the food in striking 
contrast to the fare of the soldiers in the camp, 
but the young officer had been journeying all 
through the night, and now was as hungry as he 
was weary. 

He had just seated himself and taken a piece 
of Aunt Susan’s corn bread, when that worthy 
woman herself re-entered the dining room, her 
eyes betraying some great alarm, and her whole 
body trembling under the violence of her emo- 
tions. 

“What is it, Susan? What is it?” demanded 
Mrs. Izard, quick to feel that something was 
wrong, and rising from her seat as she spoke. 

“Dey’s comin’, Massa Ralph! Dey’s comin 
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“Who's coming?” 

“De redcoat sojers. 
now!” 

Instantly Ralph Izard ran to the window. In 
the lane which led from the house to the road, 
a band of a dozen or more redcoats and Tories 
could be seen approaching, and the young soldier 
knew at once that his presence in his home had 
been discovered by his enemies. To escape now 
seemed impossible, for he could not leave the 
house without being seen, and to remain was 
certain capture. 

For a moment he was almost dazed by his 
peril, but he was quickly recalled to the neces- 
sity of action by the touch of his wife’s hand 
upon his shoulder. 

“Oh, Ralph,” she said in a low voice, “what 
can be done?” 

“Nothing. It’s too late to get away.” 

The tightening lips of the young soldier seemed 
to increase the wife’s alarm, and she said eagerly: 
“You must hide, Ralph! You must hide! If 
you are taken then, you will be no worse off 
than before, and to attempt to defend yourself 
would be madness.” 

“Where can I hide?” 

“In the attic. In the cellar. Anywhere. 
Come!” she added eagerly, as she perceived the 
band already near the house. 

For a moment Ralph Izard hesitated. His 
hand instinctively crept to his sword, and his 
face became hard and stern. He was a soldier 
of his country, and he must take a soldier’s 
chances. 

“Come, Ralph! Come!” pleaded his young 
wife. “I have it now, just the place for you.” 

She was pulling upon his arm; and, as her 
husband glanced from the approaching men to 
her terror-stricken face, he yielded and fol 
lowed her as she led the way to his own room, 
Then, opening the door into the clothes-press, 
she hastily thrust him in and turned the button 
upon the outside. 

Left to himself, Ralph Izard could hear her as 
she ran swiftly from the room; and then he-be- 
thought himself of his own condition. In the 
darkness he could feel the garments hanging 
from the pegs, garments which he had purchased 
in Paris on the one visit which he and his wife 
had made across the sea. There were dress 
coats, and frilled mufflers, and many a dainty 
piece of work of which Mistress Izard had been 
so proud when her handsome young husband had 
donned them. His thoughts were somewhat bit- 
ter now as he pressed back against the wall be- 
hind the garments, for there was small likeli- 
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hood that he would ever wear them again. Even 
while he strove to cover himself with them, he 
could hear the voices of the men below, and in 
his excitement it did not seem possible to him 
that his hiding-place could escape the attention 
of his visitors. 

Meanwhile Mistress Izard had opened the 
front door at the rude summons of the band; 
and, though her heart was beating fast in her 
anxiety, her outward appearance was calm. She 
was once more trusting that her gentle manners 
and soft answer might turn away the wrath of 
the marauders as it had done on previous occa- 
sions. 

The very first words of the leader, however, 
almost made her heart cease beating, and her 
voice trembled in spite of all her efforts to con- 
trol it. 

“We've come for the rebel, Ralph Izard,” he 
said brutally. 

As he glanced up at the pale face before him, 
its womanly dignity perhaps moved him, for in a 
milder manner he added :— 


“We know he is here, madam. He’s been 
tracked, and there can be no mistake. I’m sorry 
for you, but it’s the fortune of war. If he gives 


himself up quietly, there’ll be no trouble.” 

“Is it so that you have learned Ralph Izard?” 
she said calmly, attempting to smile as she spoke. 
“Do you think, if he were here, he is one te 
give himself up ‘quietly,’ as you say?” 

“He will have to give himself up, whether he 
does it quietly or not. We have come for him, 
and take him we will before we leave,” replied 
the leader, firmly. 

“T leave it to your own judgment if my husband 
would be likely to leave the camp in a time like 
this. I understand that your lines are pretty 
well pressed together now. Does it seem reason- 
able to you that he would strive to pass them and 
come here when his services may be needed in 
the camp and the end of the war is so near?” 

“You evade my question, madam. Indeed I do 
not ask you whether he is here or not, for I 
know that. The question is, whether or not he 
will give himself up peaceably and so avoid all 
further trouble.” 

“T fancy Ralph Izard could answer that ques- 
tion better than his wife,” she replied, her eyes 
flashing for a moment. 

“You do but parley, madam. Will he give him- 
self up, or not?” 

“T have told you all I know,” said Mrs. Izard. 

“Have a care, madam,” said the leader, threat- 
eningly. “My men are not accustomed to such 
methods. They may find it necessary to smoke 


the rebel out, and then find a good target for 
their muskets.” 

The young woman felt as if something were 
clutching her by the throat as she heard the 
threat to set fire to the place; but, regaining con-. 
trol of herself by a great effort, she said steadily: 
“Your words cannot terrify a soldier’s wife. 1 
perceive that you will not be content until you 
have satisfied yourselves as to his whereabouts. 
If you will enter, I will assist you to search the 
house.” 

The leader turned to his men, and ordered a 
half-dozen to take their stand outside, while with 
the others he entered and at once began the 
search. First they went into the cellar, and the 
frightened woman could hear them as they over- 
turned the barrels and upset the various belong- 
ings there. In a few minutes they came up the 
stairs, and the leader said: “I did not think to 
find him there. He’s more likely to be upstairs.” 

Mrs. Izard smiled, and said: “I will myself 
conduct you, if you will permit me. I wish you 
to satisfy yourselves.” 

The leader scowled, at first evidently having 
no mind to accept her offer; but, as she quietly 
joined them, he uttered no protest, and the search 
was at once begun. Stationing a guard below, 
the others at once proceeded to the attic, but 
not a trace of the rebel could be found. Then 
they continued their efforts on the floor below, 
Mistress Izard still remaining with them. At 
last they entered the room where the clothes- 
press was in which the young officer was hidden, 
standing close against the wall and endeavoring 
to cover himself with the gay attire which was 
hanging from the pegs. Every word that was 
spoken was distinctly heard by the young patriot, 
and the gentle tones of his wife did not conceal 
from him the terrible strain under which she 
was laboring. 

The critical moment had come at last, and soon 
he would know whether the loathsome prison at 
Charleston or the camp of his fellows was to be 
his portion. Every muscle was tense, and every 
nerve in his body seemed to be quivering. In 
his desperation he was almost ready to rush forth. 
The thought of his wife and the presence of 
these men in his home was almost more than he 
could bear. 

Suddenly the door of the press was thrown 
open, and he heard the voice of his wife. “In 
this press are some of my husband’s unused gar- 
ments,” she was saying. “It might please you, 
gentlemen, to enter and continue your search 
there. He may be hiding in some pocket, per- 
chance.” 
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Would the men enter? The press was small 
and dark, and all that could be seen was the 
clothing hanging from the walls. The leader 
started to enter, and Ralph Izard’s grasp on his 
sword tightened. 

“The man isn’t here. His wife wouldn’t act 
this way if he was,” said one of the men to the 
leader. 

“T think you’re right,’ replied the leader. 

“My men will never be satisfied to go back 
empty-handed,” he said to Mistress Izard. “If 
they cannot get the rebel, they will take some of 
his belongings.” 

“Do as you will,” she replied. ‘“You have satis- 
fied yourself that I have no protector, and I can 
offer no resistance.” 

In a few minutes the men had seized all the 
valuables they could discover, and were soon lost 
to sight in the road. 

Then Mrs. Izard ran to the press, and in a voice 
choked with sobs summoned her husband. 

“Oh, Ralph,” she cried, “I thought they had 
found you!” 

“They will yet, unless I go at once.” 

“Will it not be safe for you to remain now ?” 

“No, no. I am sure from the leader’s tone 
that he will come back. There is a small body of 
our cavalry on the other side of the Ashley, and 
T will go at once to them.” 
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Quickly as Ralph Izard departed, he was none 
too quick. In a few minutes back came the band, 
and without a word of explanation dashed up 
the stairs and entered the press. But the “rebel” 
was gone. If they could not secure the bird, 
they at least could take his plumage; and soon, 
dressed in the finery which had concealed its 
owner they left the house and started once more 
up the road. 

At Bacon’s Bridge, however, they discovered 
the man for whom they had been searching; but 
this time he made no effort to hide himself. 
With his companions of the cavalry, he dashed 
upon the band, and only a few of the redcoats 
returned to their lines to tell of the disaster 
which had befallen them. Their stolen finery 
was speedily transferred by its rightful owner to 
his own comrades; and as they rode away, decked 
out as few of the hardy Continentals had ever 
been, Ralph Izard retraced his way to his home 
to complete the interrupted visit of the day. 

In response to his expression of delight at 
the manner in which his good wife had foiled the 
searching party, Mistress Izard smiled, and said 
gently: “It is not my way, Ralph. It is the right 
way. A soft answer turns away wrath; and, if 
I do not forget that I am a lady any time and 
every time, others are not likely to forget it, 
either.” 


THE STORY OF NATHAN HALE 


Tue brief history of the life and death of Nathan 
Hale, the boy martyr of Connecticut, is the very 
saddest story of our Revolutionary War; but the 
record of those twenty-one years is a record of 
purity of purpose, unselfish devotion to country, 
and deathless courage. 

On June 6, 1755, in the little town of Coventry, 
Connecticut, was born a boy whose hold on life 
seemed so slight that he was not expected to live. 
This boy was Nathan Hale, the sixth child of 
Richard Hale and his wife, Elizabeth Strong 
Hale. Despite the prophecies of doctors and 
nurses, however, little Nathan lived, though dur- 
ing childhood he was a frail little fellow, giving 
but small promise of the physical strength and 
beauty for which he was afterward noted. 

A strong love for outdoor sports and athletics 
was the chief factor in developing the fragile 
child into a youth of uncommon vigor of body, 
and also of mind, for young Hale soon showed 

IX—10 


an ambition to excel in his studies as well as in 
his games and sports. 

So well did he apply himself, and so earnest was 
his tutor, that at the age of sixteen Nathan 
Hale was ready to enter college. He was grad- 
uated from Yale in 1773, with the highest honors, 
and carrying with him the respect and affection of 
the faculty as well as of his associates. His 
gracious and gentle manners won the love of all 
who knew him best. Immediately after leaving 
Yale he taught school at East Haddam, and in 
1774 he was appointed the first preceptor of the 
Union Grammar School at New London, an in- 
stitution where boys were prepared to enter Yale. 

Few lives seemed more peaceful than that of 
the young schoolmaster, who, meanwhile, was 
making ready to become a preacher of the gospel 
of Christ. How little did he dream that the lesson 
he was to leave to the world would be the sacrifice 
of a life in the service of his country! 
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When the news of the battle of Lexington 
reached New London, there was great excitement 
among the people. A meeting was called at once, 
and it was the voice of the young schoolmaster 
that rang out with these stirring words: “Let 
us march immediately and never lay down our 
arms until we have obtained independence!” This 
was the first time that Americans had heard the 
call to arms in a public assembly, and the call came 
from a youth who was soon to seal his faith with 
his blood. 

That must have been a dramatic scene in the 
town hall of New London! One can imagine the 
astonishment of the stern-looking men gathered 
there that day—all heart-stirred by the alarming 
news, yet scarcely knowing how to express the 
thoughts that were struggling in their minds— 
when the slender young patriot, his gentle face 
aglow with enthusiasm, his fair hair making a 
golden halo about the white brow, stepped for- 
ward and dared to utter those burning words. 

The next morning he was back in the school- 
room, where he prayed with the boys, as was his 
custom, and resumed the course of his daily work; 
but from the moment that he said: “Let us march !” 
a new purpose had come into his quiet life. 
Very soon after, he enrolled as a volunteer, and 
a little later he was appointed lieutenant in Colonel 
Charles Webb’s regiment. Going to Boston, Lieu- 
tenant Hale took part in the siege of that city, and 
was breveted captain for gallant conduct. 

The year 1776 was a hard one for the soldiers 
of the Continental Army. On one occasion some 
of the men determined to go home at the ex- 
piration of their time, for there was no money to 
pay them. With the unselfishness that was al- 
ways characteristic of Hale, he offered to give 
them his month’s pay if they would consent to 
stay and fight for the cause he so ardently loved. 

When the British evacuated Boston, the greater 
part of the American army went to New York, and 
it was there that the youthful captain of Webb’s 
regiment performed a deed of daring rarely equaled 
in the records of the great American war. 

There was a terrible lack of food among: our 
men, not enough tents to shelter more than a third 
of them, and almost no provision for clothing 
them. At this time, anchored in the East River, 
New York, was a British sloop, lying under pro- 
tection of the man-of-war “Asia,” and the sloop 
contained provisions. Obtaining permission from 
his commanding officer, Captain Hale undertook 
the capture of this sloop, an undertaking of the 
greatest danger. He managed; however, to in- 
fuse his own spirit of daring into a few of his 
comrades, and with a handful of trusty followers 
he embarked in a whaleboat at midnight and 
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made directly for the sloop. Darkness favored the 
dangerous venture, and Hale and his men drew 
up alongside without being seen by the men on 
either vessel. In a moment they had boarded the 
sloop, taken the sentries and guards prisoners, and 
were sailing away with the prize. Cheer after 
cheer greeted the brave fellows as they hove in 
sight of their comrades, and the provisions on 
board the sloop were immediately distributed 
among the half-starving American soldiers. Soon 
after this, Hale was made captain of a company 
of Connecticut rangers which was known as 
“Congress’s Own.” 

Conflicting statements are found in history con- 
cerning the latter part of Nathan Hale’s army 
life. According to some authorities, he took part 
in the battle of Long Island and in Washington’s 
famous retreat across the East River from Brook- 
lyn. It is at least certain that he was with the 
troops in New York when the British raided Long 
Island. 

It was at this time that Washington found it 
absolutely necessary to get accurate information, 
if possible, concerning the plans of the English, 
also a knowledge of the exact number of their 
forces. At the house of Robert Murray, on 
Murray Hill, New York, he called a meeting of 
officers to talk over the state of affairs and to 
decide upon some means by which such informa- 
tion might be obtained. The officers listened in 
silence to his plan, which was to send some trust- 
worthy, bold man across the lines to find out the 
facts it was necessary to know. In order to 
accomplish this most dangerous commission, the 
man would have to go in disguise. Everyone in 
that group knew what such an errand meant. If 
the venture should fail and the messenger be cap- 
tured, by the rules of warfare he would certainly 
be executed as a spy. 

The word spy is hateful to an honorable man. 
For some moments there was a hush in the room, 
no one volunteering for the service that might 
end in a death of shame. At length a voice broke 
the silence: “I will undertake it, sir,’ and the 
voice was that of young Nathan Hale, who had 
just risen from a sick-bed. A thrill of admira- 
tion pulsed through every heart, followed by a 
tremor of dread. He was but a boy, a stripling, 
who had offered to risk a life that was full of 
promise for the cause of American liberty. The 
older men did all they could to dissuade him, but 
Nathan Hale was firm in his resolve. ‘Gentle- 
men,” he said calmly, “I owe my country the 
accomplishment of an object so important and so 
much desired by the commander of our armies. 
I know of no mode of obtaining :the information 
but by assuming a disgutse and passing into the 
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enemy’s camp. I am fully aware of the con- 
sequences of discovery and capture in such a 
situation. 1 wish to be useful, and every kind ot 
service for the public good becomes honorable by 
being necessary.” 

That same night Hale left the camp at Harlem 
Heights, dressed in brown garments and broad- 
brimmed hat, in the guise of a schoolmaster seek- 
ing employment. He was accompanied as far as 
Norwalk by Sergeant Hempstead and his own 
faithful servant, Ansel Wright, who arranged to 
have a boat awaiting him there on the twentieth 
of the month, when he expected to return. His 
charm of manner won the confidence of the people 
he met on the way, and disguised as he was he 
entered the British lines, where he made drawings 
of the fortifications on thin paper, which he con- 
cealed between the layers of the soles of his shoes. 
He also secured the complete plans of the British 
campaign, which he wrote out in Latin and hid 
in the same way. 

Thus far everything seemed to favor his haz- 
ardous undertaking. He reached Norwalk, where 
he was to find the boat ready for him the next 
morning, and the young officer was serene in the 
thought that he was out cf danger at last. Spend- 
ing the night at a farmhouse, he went the next 
morning to breakfast at a little wayside inn, “The 
Cedars,” kept by a widow, and known as “Widow 
Chichester’s.” During the meal a man entered 
the room, looked steadily at the guest, and then 
left. Nathan Hale, who suspected no danger, fin- 
ished his meal and hurried off toward the beach. 
A boat was approaching and he expected to find 
Hempstead and Wright awaiting him; but pres- 
ently he recognized the boatmen as British 
marines, and turned to fly. “Surrender or die,” 
called a voice, and he was seized and taken 
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aboard. He knew then that the man who eyed 
him at “Widow Chichester’s’ had betrayed him, 
and that his fate was sealed. 

When taken before General Howe at the house 
of James Beekman, Hale was searched. The 
papers were found in the soles of his boots, and 
he was convicted as a spy. The _ provost- 
marshal, Cunningham, into whose hands the young 
American prisoner fell, was a brutal man, He 
ordered that Nathan Hale should be hanged at 
sunrise the following morning. He was confined 
under a strong guard in the large greenhouse of 
the Beekman mansion, which stood on the present 
site of 51st Street and First Avenue, New York 
City. 

Hale asked to be allowed to write letters to his 
mother and to Alice Adams, his promised wife. 
The request was granted, but Cunningham tore 
up Hale’s letters before his eyes. He asked for 
a minister of God and for a Bible, but both were 
refused him. Afterward Cunningham excused 
himself by saying that he destroyed the letters 
because he did not want the Americans to know 
they had a man who could die so bravely. 

In the early Sabbath morning of September 22, 
1776, Nathan Hale was hanged as a spy. With 
coarse brutality, Cunningham ordered: “Make 
your dying speech.” Hale had been praying. He 
lifted his eyes upward and said in a clear voice: 
“T only regret that I have but one life to lose for 
my country.” 

Sobs brust from some of those who heard him, 
but in a rage Cunningham called out: “Swing 
the rebel off!” and the order was obeyed. 

So died the boy martyr who redeemed the name 
of “spy” from all traditional infamy by venturing 
his life for his country and proudly paying the 
cost demanded by the stern code of war. 


NATHAN HALE 
BY FRANCIS M. FINCH 


To pRUMBEAT and heartbeat 
A soldier marches by; 

There is color in his cheek, 
There is courage in his eye; 

Yet to drumbeat and heartbeat, 
In a moment he must die. 


By starlight and moonlight 
He seeks the Briton’s camp; 
He hears the rustling flag, 
And the armed sentry’s tramp; 
And the starlight and moonlight 
His silent wanderings lamp, 


With slow tread and still tread 
He scans the tented line; 

And he counts the battery guns 
By the gaunt and shadowy pine, 

And his slow tread and still tread 
Gives no warning sign. 


The dark wave, the plumed wave— 
It meets his eager glance, 

And it sparkles ’neath the stars, 
Like the glimmer of a lance: 

A dark wave, a plumed wave 
On an emerald expanse. 


——— 
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A sharp clang, a steel clang, "Neath the blue morn, the sunny morn, 
And terror in the sound !— He dies tipon the tree! 

For the sentry, falcon-eyed, And he mourns that he can lose 
In the camp a spy hath found! But one life for Liberty :— 

With a sharp clang, a steel clang, And in the blue morn, the sunny morn, 
The patriot is bound! His spirit wings are free. 

With calm brow, steady brow, But his last words, his message words, 
He listens to his doom. They burn, lest friendly eye 

In his look there is no fear, Should read how proud and calm 
Nor a shadow-trace of gloom, A patriot could die, 

But with calm brow, and steady brow, With his last words, his dying words, 
He robes him for the tomb; A soldier’s battle cry! 

In the long night, the still night, From Fame-leaf and Angel-leaf, 
He kneels upon the sod, From monument and urn, 

And the brutal guards withhold The sad of Earth, the glad of Heaven 
E’en the solemn word of God!— — His tragic fate shall learn, 

In the long night, the still night, And on Fame-leaf and Angel-leaf 
He walks where Christ hath trod. The name of Hale shall burn! 


HOW A WOMAN SAVED AN ARMY 
BY H. A. OGDEN 


Ir was in the winter of 1777-78, during the try. Not far away, at Whitemarsh, General 
occupation of Philadelphia by the British troops, Washington’s army was encamped. It had re- 
that a patriot woman inside of the enemy’s lines cently suffered defeat in the battles of Brandy- 
performed an act of great service to her coun- wine and Germantown, and the outlook was most 
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discouraging. In Philadelphia the British sol- 
diers, commanded by General Howe, were quar- 
tered in comfortable barracks, while their offi- 
cers had selected the most commodious and ele- 
gant house in which to enjoy the winter. In 
one of these houses lived a Quaker gentleman 
named Darrah, his wife Lydia, and their younger 
children; their oldest son was an officer in the 
patriot army. With them General Howe’s 
adjutant-general took up his quarters, and se- 
cured a back room in which private councils 
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could be held, without fear of interruption. 

Just before one of these councils, in the early 
part of December, Lydia Darrah was told to 
retire early with her family, as the British off- 
cers would require the room at seven o'clock, 
and would remain late. The adjutant-general 
added that the officers would send for her to let 
them out and to extinguish the fire and candles. 
Now, as the officer was so particular, Lydia 
suspected that some expedition against the patriot 
army was to be arranged. 


LYDIA DARRAH GIVES WARNING OF THE BRITISH ATTACK. 
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She sent all the family to bed, and, taking off 
her shoes, crept softly back and listened at the 
door. By this piece of eavesdropping, which the 
zealous woman no doubt felt was entirely justi- 
fied as a war expedient, she learned it was de- 
cided to issue an order that all the British troops 
should march out, late on the fourth of Decem- 
ber, to surprise General Washington and his 
army. 

Having learned this important decision, Mrs. 
Darrah retired to her room, and, lying down, 
feigned to be asleep. When one of the officers 
knocked at the door, she did not reply until the 
summons had been several times repeated. 

After the departure of the officers she hardly 
knew what to do, in order to get word of the 
intended surprise to Washington. She knew it 
lay in her power to save the lives of thousands 
of her countrymen. She dared not consult even 
her husband. She decided to go herself and con- 
vey the information. The Darrah’s stock of flour 
being almost out, and it being customary in those 
days for people to send or go to the mills them- 
selves, Lydia told her husband that she would 
go for more. He wanted his wife to send their 
servant, or to take a companion, but Lydia in- 
sisted on going alone. 

As the mill was some distance from the city, 
a pass through the British lines must be obtained ; 
and Lydia’s first step was to proctire the docu- 
ment from General Howe. Having secured the 
pass, she made her way over the snowy roads, 
and reached the mill. Leaving her flour-bag to 
be filled, she hurried on in the direction of the 
American camp, and before long met a party of 
patriot cavalrymen commanded by an officer 
whom she knew. He inquired where she was 
going. Mrs. Darrah said she was going to see 


her son, one of his comrades; at the same time 
she begged him to dismount and walk with her. 
Ordering his troops to remain within sight, he 
did so. She then told her important secret, after 
his promise not to betray his source of informa- 
tion, lest her life might be forfeited thereby. 
Conducting her to a house near at hand, and 
seeing that she had some refreshment, the Amer- 
ican officer galloped off to headquarters, where 
General Washington was at once informed of the 
intended attack. The necessary preparations 
were of course made for receiving and repelling 
the enemy’s “surprise.” 

Returning home with her flour, Lydia sat up 
alone, to watch the intended movement of the 
British. The regular tramp of feet passed the 
door, then all was silence; nor was her anxiety 
to know the result at an end until the officers’ 
return, a day or two later. Although she did 
not dare to ask a question, imagine her alarm, 
when the adjutant-general told her that he wished 
to ask her some questions; she felt sure that she 
either had been betrayed or was suspected. He 
inquired very particularly whether her husband 
or any of the children were up on the night they 
had held their last consultation. Lydia replied: 
“The family all retired at seven o’clock, as you 
requested.” He then remarked: “I know yow 
were asleep; for I knocked on your door at least 
three times before you answered me. We are 
entirely at a loss to understand who could have 
given Washington information of our proposed 
attack, unless these walls could speak. When we 
arrived near their encampment we found all their 
cannon in position, and their troops ready for us; 
and not being prepared for a regular battle with 
the Americans, we marched back—like a parcel 
of fools!” 


LOE Ys HOUSE 
The home of 
Lydia Darrah 


As restored for the 
Sesqui-Centennial 


Exposition, 1926 


THE STORY OF MOLLY PIPCEER! 
BY P. C. BOUVE 


Oxtp Monmouth Courthouse in New Jersey, 
where the famous battle of Monmouth was fought 
in the year 1778, preserves many stirring tales of 
Revolutionary days among its yellowed records: 
tales of the “Pine Robbers,” who spread terror 
and destruction along the Jersey coasts, and who 
made the farmers in the neighborhood live very 
anxious lives—tales of those old days when 
British Tory and American Patriot were at feud 
in house and home as well as on the bloody battle- 
field. 

Among these stories of long ago none stirs the 
blood with a warmer thrill of admiration than that 
of brave Molly Pitcher, whose heroism on Mon- 
mouth field has found a lasting record in the pages 
of American legend and history. 

Some time toward the middle of the eighteenth 
century, there came to America from Germany 
an emigrant by the name of John George Ludwig, 
who settled in the colony of Pennsylvania. Here 
—in the town of Carlisle, probably, though the 
exact locality is not positively known—was born 
to John George Ludwig, October 13, 1744, a little 
blue-eyed daughter, whom he called Mary. 

Little Mary grew up tall and strong and healthy, 
with the fair complexion and red hair of her 
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of home and country. The Ludwigs being poor, 
Mary became a servant-girl in the family of Dr. 
William Irvine, an Irish gentleman who was living 
in Carlisle. This Dr: Irvine, who had come to the 
colonies as surgeon on board a British man-of- 
war, afterward became an officer in the Continental 
or American Army. He was one of the most 
zealous of the patriots, and it was due to his 
influence that many of the colonists of Pennsyl- 
vania were aroused to a spirit of independence 
and a realization of the necessity of asserting and 
defending their rights. This was no easy task, 
for a great number of these colonists belonged to 
the Society of Friends, a religious sect that was 
opposed to war upon any conditions; and also be- 
cause most of the proprietary owners were in favor 
of the crown. 

It was while in General Irvine’s household, no 
doubt, that “Molly,” as she was familiarly known, 
first learned to love the country of her birth, 
aud there was sown the seed of that patriotism 
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THERE WAS NO TIME TO LOSE 


and loyalty that afterward made the humble 
servant-girl a soldier and a heroine. 

In July of the year 1769 Molly left the roof of 
her master and became the wife of a barber by the 
name of John Hays. Whether or not Molly fired 
her barber with warlike ambition is an open ques- 
tion; but at any rate Hays was commissioned 
gunner in Proctor’s First Pennsylvania Artillery, 
on December 14, 1775, changing the peaceful oc- 
cupation of cutting off hair with shears to the 
more exciting one of cutting off heads with can- 
non-balls. With a loyalty born of devotion and 
unselfishness, Molly determined to follow her hus- 
band; so when Gunner Hays marched off with 
Proctor’s First, Molly marched with him. 

Through the din of battle, the heat of summer, 
and the cold of winter, the gunner and his faithful 
wife followed the fortunes of the American Army, 
but it was not until the retreat of our forces at 
Fort Clinton that Molly’s first deed of daring be- 
came a byword in tent and camp. 

Finding that it was necessary to leave the 
enemy in possession, Hays started to fire his gun 
as a parting salute to the British. In the rush 
and confusion of the moment he dropped his 
lighted match. There was no time to lose, and 
there was danger of being captured, so he did 
not stop. Molly, who was behind him, seized the 
match from the ground, ran to the gun, touched 
it off and then scampered down the hill as fast as 
her legs would carry her to join the soldiers. This 
happened some months before the famous battle of 
Monmouth. 

Down in Monmouth, meanwhile, the people were 
busy defending themselves from the attacks of the 
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“Pine Robbers,’ and never dreamed that there 
would ever be a battle in their neighborhood. 

The tramp, tramp, tramp, of the British Army 
that suddenly aroused them must have been a very 
great surprise. 

The arrival of a French fleet, with the gallant 
young hero Lafayette, had startled Sir William 
Howe, who was at that time holding Philadelphia 
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in siege. Sir William and his red-coated officers 
had been having a gay time in the old Quaker 
city; there had been balls and dinners and a great 
carnival during the winter, and when Dr. Franklin, 
who was with the American Commissioners in 
France, heard of all this gayety, he remarked 
shrewdly: “(Howe has not taken Philadelphia, but 
Philadelphia has taken him.” 

When the French fleet landed, and he knew that 
France had acknowledged America as an inde- 
pendent government, Howe, perhaps, began to 
think like Dr. Franklin. 

Preparations were made to raise the siege of 
Philadelphia at once, and Sir Henry Clinton suc- 
ceeded to the command of the British Army, with 
orders to go to New York by water. This plan of 
route was changed, however, and so it came about 
that the line of march was through New Jersey, 
and so it happened that old Monmouth became the 
scene of conflict. The line of the British baggage- 
wagons was twelve miles long, and the sandy roads 
made their progress slow. 

When Washington heard of Clinton’s changed 
route, he determined to march forward and head 
him off. He pushed on, and on June 27 encamped 
at Monmouth Courthouse on rising ground that 
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was hemmed in on all sides by woods and marshes. 
General Washington, after grave deliberation, de- 
cided to risk the fight; and although the battle was 
hotly contested, and indeed almost lost three 
separate times, the American Army was victorious. 
That memorable Sunday, June 28, 1778, was the 
hottest day of the year. The heat was so great 
that the soldiers were ordered to take off their 
coats; yet through the heat and dust and smoke 
and blood, Molly, the gunner’s wife, carried water 
to her husband, and to the soldiers on the field, all 
day. The little spring from which she fetched 
the water was at the bottom of the hill, and instead 
of a pail, she brought it in a pitcher. This, most 
probably, was the origin of her name, ‘Molly 
Pitcher,’ among the soldiers—a name that from 
that day has become historic. 

There had been a fierce charge of the enemy’s 
cavalry on Hay’s gun, and just as Molly was re- 
turning with a refreshing drink for the almost 
perishing men, she saw her husband fall mortally 
wounded. Rushing forward, she heard an officer 
say: “Wheel back the gun; there’s no one here 
to serve it.” 

Checking the blinding rush of tears, Molly 
threw down her pitcher and seized the rammer 
of the gun. “T’'ll fire it,” she said; and taking her 
place beside the dead gunner’s cannon, she filled 
his place during the rest of the day. The story 
of the brave deed has been told in verse: 

“Wheel back the gun,” the gunner said, 


When like a flash before him stood 
A figure dashed with smoke and blood, 


With streaming hair, with eyes aflame, 
With lips that falter the gunner’s name. 
“Wheel back fis gun that never yet 

His fighting duty did forget? 

His voice shall speak though he be dead, 
Pll serve my husband’s gun!” she said. 


The next day General Greene sought for Molly, 
and brought her to General Washington, who 
praised her for her courage, and presented her 
then and there with the commission of sergeant 
in the Continental Army. As the half-dazed Molly 
stood before the great general in her soldier’s 
coat and cap, cheer after cheer for “Sergeant 
Molly Pitcher” went up from ten thousand 
throats. It must have been a stirring scene— 
stately Washington and the blood-stained, smoke- 
begrimed figure of the gunner’s wife, who was 
now an officer and forever a heroine—a scene that 
must to-day thrill the heart of every boy and girl 
who reads the story of American history! 


Next day on that field so hardly won, 
Stately and calm stands Washington, 

And looks where our gallant Greene doth lead 
A figure clad in motley weed— 

A soldier’s cap and a soldier’s coat 
Masking a woman’s petticoat. 

He greets our Molly in kindly wise, 

He bids her raise her fearful eyes, 

And he hails her there before them all, 
Comrade and soldier whate’er befall: 

And since she has played a man’s full part, 
A man’s reward for her loyal heart! 

And Sergeant Molly Pitcher’s’ name 

Be writ henceforth on the shield of fame. 


“JOHNNY APPLESEED” 
BY FRANK B, 


Ir you had stood, on a bright day some one hun- 
dred years ago, by the banks of the Ohio River, 
you might have seen a strange procession com- 
ing down stream. You would have seen two birch- 
bark canoes securely lashed together and piled 
high with leathern bags brimming full of apple- 
seeds, and in the midst of the strange craft a 
small, wiry man with long, dark hair, keen black 
eyes, and a scanty beard that had never known 
the razor. On his head rested a tin dipper, while 
his body was clad in tattered garments that had 
once done duty as coffee-sacks. 

Whenever the children in front of some lone 
frontier cabin glimpsed this queer sight they 
rushed inside and announced with glee: 

“Oh, mother, Johnny Appleseed’s coming; may 
we go down to the river and meet him when he 
lands?” Although the visitor was as odd a speci- 
men of humanity as the wilderness afforded, he 
was known as one of the kindliest of men, and 
no one was afraid of him. 

When Johnny came ashore he would look about 
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him for soil that was rich and loamy, and then 
he would begin to plant his appleseeds. Some- 
times he would cover considerable tracts with his 
plantings, putting in as many as sixteen bushels 
of seeds to the acre. He would stay as long as 
his stock of seed held out, and then would disap- 
pear as unceremoniously as he had come, only to 
return after a few weeks or months with another 
load. 

He never forgot the orchards he had planted. 
When the trees were partly grown, he returned 
to prune them year after year, and to repair the 
slight brush fences he had built to keep out the 
deer and other animais that might nip the tender 
sprouts. Many of the trees he disposed of to 
farmers for transplanting, and in some cases he 
would sell an entire orchard on the spot he had 
originally chosen. If the customer was poor, as 
most of the pioneers were, he could have the trees 
for nothing, or Johnny would take any old piece 
of clothing in exchange. If a customer wanted to 
buy, the price of each tree was invariably a 
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“fippenny-bit,” and immediate payment was never 
required. Johnny usually took a note from the 
customer, and of such promises-to-pay he collected 
a goodly number during his career, but it is not 
on record that he ever tried to collect any of them, 
apparently considering, like Mr. Micawber, that 
the transaction was completed when the note was 
written. 

When he could not travel by water he went on 
foot, carrying his precious seeds in leathern bags 
slung across his back. Occasionally he would 
press into service some decrepit horse that he had 
saved from cruel treatment by purchasing it with 
his slender income. Every autumn he would start 
out in a diligent search of the woods and clearings 
of such strays or cast-offs, that he might care for 
them till they died of old age, or he could transfer 
them to some new owner, the sole condition of the 
transfer being humane treatment. Johnny never 
sold any of the poor old nags he had collected. 

Besides appleseed, Johnny planted seeds of many 
medicinal herbs in the woods through which he 
traveled. Doctors were few and far between in 
the wilderness, and Johnny wished to make up 
for this lack as far as he could. By his efforts 
hundreds of miles of forests were carpeted with 
fennel, catnip, horehound, pennyroyal, rattlesnake 
root, and other of the “simples” that our ancestors 
used in sickness. 

Johnny was fervently religious, and was al- 
ways ready to talk with friends or strangers on 
high themes. His own little library of religious 
books, purchased with that part of his income not 
given away or used to relieve suffering, was freely 
lent to all who would take the books and read them. 
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When his supply of whole books gave out, he 
would divide two or three of them into pieces and 
leave one chapter at each farm, to remain till his 
next visit, when he would exchange it for another 
chapter. The only difficulty with the scheme was 
that the readers rarely got the chapters in their 
proper order, but that troubled neither them nor 
their queer librarian. 


HIS LOVE-OF NATURE 


No one could have been more tender to all 
forms of animal life than was Johnny Appleseed. 
In this respect he reminds us of good Saint 
Francis of Assisi, with his appreciation of all 
nature as God’s works, and the birds as man’s 
little brothers. On one occasion he even put out 
his campfire that the smoke might not destroy 
the myriads of mosquitoes who hovered near it. 
Another time he found that a bear and her cubs 
were asleep in a hollow log against which he had 
built his fire, so, not wishing to disturb them, he 
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quenched the flame and slept that night in the 
snow. A rattlesnake once bit him, and he killed 
the venomous creature, an action he always after 
regretted. “Poor fellow,” said Johnny; ‘the only 
touched me, while I, in an ungodly passion, put the 
heel of my scythe in him and went home.” Surely 
a kind heart beat beneath this mans coffee-sacks ; 
if he had lived in the early centuries, the painters 
would have drawn the tin dipper on his head as a 
halo. 

His journeyings over Ohio and Indiana, carry- 
ing his bags of appleseed and his tattered books, 
continued till the very week of his death. When 
he was taken sick in the home of a settler at Fort 
Wayne, he was on his way to repair the fence 
about an orchard he had set out some years before 
near the western frontier of the state. The 
pioneers in a large section of the Middle West 
mourned him as one of the strangest but one of 
the best friends they had. It was estimated that 
he had left behind fully one hundred thousand 
acres of orchards planted as a testimony to his love 
for nature and for his fellowman. 


WHO WAS HE? 


Who was Johnny Appleseed? His real name 
was Jonathan Chapman, and he was born in Bos- 
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ton, in 1775. _He had followed the Revolutionary 
veterans over the Alleghenies, and conceiving his 
life mission to be the planting of apple trees, as 
theirs was the wielding of theax or the guiding of 
the plow, he served a great and useful purpose in 
making men and women contented in their new 
homes on the frontier. 

No one knows just where his body is buried, 
but no one doubts that it is somewhere in the 
woods he loved, where the birds sing and the 
squirrels play, and where the breezes of spring 
waft the sweet odors of blossoming branches. 
There is an old poem that the children in Mans- 
field still learn, one verse of which runs: 


And if they inquire whence came such trees, 
Where not a bough once swayed in the breeze, 
The reply still comes as they travel on, 
“Those trees were planted by Appleseed John.’ 


, 


And now every springtime in the Western 
Reserve where he wandered the air is full of fra- 
grance and blossoms and through the long summer 
the fruit swells and ripens on the trees and in the 
golden autumn men and women go forth where 
the fruit shines like lanterns and fill their baskets 
with food. And the orchards of Ohio sift down 
their soft petals somewhere on the grave of Jona- 
than Chapman, the seed-planter and saunterer. 
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A PIG THAT NEARLY CAUSED Aw 


BY JULIAN RALPH 


In no history that I have been able to find, and 
in no popular book of reference that I have seen, 
after a great deal of searching, is there any ac- 
count of the fact that in the year 1859 a pig al- 
most plunged us into a war with Great Britain. 
All the books mention the excitement, but only as 
a part of another matter. Yet, when I was in the 
beautiful, rose-garnished English city of Victoria, 
on Vancouver Island, close to the Pacific coast of 
Washington State, I found many English sub- 
jects who had a great deal to say about that pig, 
and about the mischief caused by it. Our coun- 
try was then on the eve of a war the most awful 
in all history, and this comparatively slight in- 
cident made but little impression upon our people, 
all wrought up, as they were, over the great ques- 
tions which turned upon the issue of that terrible 


conflict. It was very different with the people of 
Victoria and the great island of Vancouver. 


Theirs was then, and has since been, a peaceful 
existence, and the shock and excitement caused 
when one of their pigs all but brought war to 
their doors made a deep impression on their 
minds. 

There had been a great deal of trouble over 
that extreme northwestern corner of our coun- 
try. It was not definitely known until the early 
‘70s where our territory ended and British soil 
began. The greater part of the corner now form- 
ing the states of Oregon and Washington, and so 
highly prized by us, was claimed, at different 
times, by Russia, by Spain, and by Great Britain. 
First Russia withdrew, and then, after Spain and 
England, in 1787, had almost come to blows over 
it, Spain gave up her claim. This left England to 
dispute the ownership with us; and sixty years 
ago the dispute waxed so hot that a political 
party in this country favored going to war over it. 


“Fifty-four, forty,—or fight !’’ was the watch- 
word of this party, which was led by the great 
Stephen A. Douglas. By “54-40” was meant 
the parallel of latitude, 54° 40’,—so that this party 
of Americans claimed the land all the way to the 
southern end of Alaska. James K. Polk was our 
President during the heat of this excitement, in 
1845. The more temperate of our statesmen ad- 
vised fixing upon latitude 49 for our northern 
boundary; and in 1846 Great Britain agreed, and 
it is our present boundary line. But the Pacific 
coast, just at that corner of our country, is ragged, 
and little islands are thickly dotted along the 
shore. Between two groups of these islands run 
two narrow straits of water,—one called the 
Canal de Haro, and the other the Rosario Strait. 
Between the two is San Juan Island. It com- 
mands both waterways, and hence it would be of 
great value to either country that owned it, in 
case the two nations should ever quarrel. The 
text of the agreement between the two countries 
reads that the boundary at this corner should be 
“the middle of the channel,” without saying which 
channel. From 1846 to 1859, therefore, the dis- 
pute continued, though without the excitement 
there had been when there was doubt about the 
mainland. 

The two channels lead for the British to the 
Pacific coast of Canada, and for us, to Alaska. 
One channel, the Canal de Haro, is straighter and 
broader than the other and deep enough for the 
largest war-ships. It washes the western shore 
of San Juan Island, a little green eminence fifteen 
miles long and, in the broadest part, seven miles 
wide. The northern part is broken up into high 
hills, while the southern end is covered with 
lovely pasture-land. Coal and limestone are found 
in the hills, and off the shore theré is splendid 
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fishing for cod, halibut, and salmon. But it is on 
account of its fortress-like position on the main 
channel and commanding both waterways to 
Canada and Alaska that it is most highly prized. 

A man named Hubbs, who was pasturing sheep 
on the southern end of the island of San Juan, 
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is no record of its age, size, or color, or of 
whether it had a name; or, in short, of anything 
about it, except that it went on Hubbs’s ground— 
on that part where he was growing a few vege- 
tables which the pigs kept by his neighbor had 
already damaged. If any one had dreamed what 


Tew WESIMINSTER 


Rua 


DD, sa" 
NS - Wyatt 
AMER F 5 


NNOS Fils] 


g 


MAP SHOWING THE DISPUTED BOUNDARIES IN 1859 


had for a neighbor, on the north end, a man named 
Griffiths. This Griffiths was employed to raise 
pigs for the Hudson’s Bay Company, that old and 
famous English institution which was chartered 
in the year 1670, and which has been maintained 
by brave and hardy men solely for the purpose of 
trading with the Indians; giving them money, 
blankets, food, guns and ammunition, in return 
for the skins of wild animals. The pigs belong- 
ing to this company overran the island and caused 
Mr. Hubbs a great deal of trouble; so one day, in 
a moment of anger, he warned his neighbor 
Griffiths that if another pig came upon his land 
he would kill it. The very next day a pig did 
trespass there. It is altogether a pity that there 


an important pig this was, all the facts would 
perhaps have been written down. 

Mr. Hubbs kept his word and killed the pig. 

Griffiths was then as angry as Hubbs had been, 
and immediately sailed over to Victoria,—the 
busy little city on Vancouver Island, where the 
officers of the government, the soldiers, and the 
ships-of-war had their headquarters,—and ob- 
tained a warrant (or order issued by a court of 
law) for Hubbs’s arrest. A warrant-server, or 
constable, went to arrest Hubbs, and to take him 
to Victoria for trial upon the charge of killing 
the pig. But Hubbs refused to go with him. He 
said he was an American citizen, and that there- 
fore an English warrant was nothing to him. 
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The constable departed, and Hubbs, well knowing 
the officer would come back and try to force him 
to go to Victoria, sent over to Port Townsend, in 
Washington Territory, for American protection. 
That part of our country was called by our War 
Department “The Puget Sound District,’ and 
was then in command of Brigadier-General Wil- 
liam S. Harney. For many years he made his 
home in St. Louis, where he was greatly admired 
and respected, as the oldest officer in our army. 
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BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME. FAMOUS 


the Yankees off the island.”” He moved his war- 
ships over to one of the harbors of the island. His 
business was fighting, and his first thought was 
to do what might have begun a bloody and ter- 
rible war. Sir James Douglas, the governor, was 
more temperate; he pacified the admiral, but he 
thought it wise to send some British troops over 
to the island—not to fight the Americans, but to 
let them understand that the English meant to 
claim San Juan as their property. Captain Dela- 


““MR. HUBBS KEPT HIS WORD AND KILLED THE PIG” 


Lieutenant-Colonel Casey, then in command of 
the Ninth Regiment of infantry, but now dead, 
was at Port Townsend, and General Harney sent 
him with a company of soldiers to encamp on the 
island and see to it that the English did not mo- 
lest our fellow-citizen, Mr. Hubbs. 

But, while our soldiers were setting up their 
tents on this green knoll in the great Pacific, 
there was the wildest excitement in Victoria. 
The governor of Vancouver Island was Sir James 
Douglas, a nobleman by nature as well as by title; 
and the English ships-of-war, harbored in a little 
bay near Victoria, were commanded by Rear- 
Admiral James C. Prevost. The admiral was 
very angry when he heard of the occupation of 
the island by the soldiers of the United States. 
What he said has not been written down, but it is 
remembered, by those who heard him, that he 
threatened to take his great war-ships and “blow 


combe, of the Royal Engineers, was sent with a 
company of English soldiers, and their tents were 
pitched on the northern end of the island. 

For five years that little island was occupied by 
soldiers of the two mighty nations. Each camp 
displayed the flag of its country on a high staff 
over the tents,—the Stars and Stripes fluttering 
over the pastures at one end, and the red banner 
of Great Britain among the hills at the other, 
only a few miles away. On either shore the peo- 
ple were greatly excited, and many on both sides 
favored war. They were no more temperate than 
the American, Hubbs, had been when he killed 
the pig, or than the Englishman, Griffiths, was 
when he tried to secure his neighbor’s arrest. The 
Americans supported their countryman, and the 
English approved of what the Englishman had 
done; so, at least along the coast, both sides 
wished to fight. As is so often the case, the 
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soldiers were the least excited. The officers and 
men in our camp became well acquainted with 
the members of the English force, and the 
soldiers of the two camps not only visited one 
another, but actually relieved the monotony of 
life in that lonely place by giving dinners and 
parties, when the men of one camp would enter- 
tain friends from the other. 

News of what had occurred was dispatched to 
Washington and London; and General Winfield 
Scott was sent posthaste, by way of Panama, to 
the scene. In the meantime all our available mili- 
tary force on that coast had been sent to San 
Juan. General Scott withdrew all our soldiers, 
except one company, and induced Sir James Doug- 
las to leave only one company of British soldiers 
on the northern end of the island. This arrange- 
ment was called “a joint military occupation.” It 
was decided to leave to arbitration the vexed 
question of which channel was the boundary, and 
both countries agreed that each should present 
arguments in favor of what it believed to be just. 
Our government wished the middle of the Canal 
de Haro to be the border line, because we claimed 
that it was the true ship-channel; but to this the 
British had never been willing to agree, since that 
boundary would give San Juan to our country, 
and with that island went the control of the 
gateway to the English possessions. They wished 
the boundary to be drawn along the middle of 
the Rosario Strait, leaving them San Juan, so 
chat they could use the broader canal for their 
merchant vessels and ships-of-war, which could 
thereby sail in perfect safety to British Columbia 
or to our own Alaska, since both the San Juan 
side and the Vancouver side of the canal would 
then be English territory. When all the papers 
had been made ready (and the English admit that 
the American papers and arguments were far 


145 


better prepared than theirs), it was decided to 
give them to the Emperor of Germany, and to 
ask him if he would not decide where the 
boundary should be. 

Of course, the Emperor of Germany did not 
actually do this, personally; but he handed the 
papers to Herr Grimm, the vice-president of the 
Supreme Court of Germany, Judge Goldschmidt, 
of the German Tribunal of Commerce, and Dr. 
Kiepert, a great geographical authority of Berlin. 
They made their report to the Emperor, and, on 
October 23, 1872, the Emperor rendered his deci- 
sion in writing, and gave a copy to Mr. Bancroft, 
for this country, and to Lord Odo Russell, for 
England. He decided that the American claim 
was just, and that the middle of the Canal de 
Haro should be the boundary. One month later, 
the British cut down their flag-staff and left the 
island. It was a great disappointment to the peo- 
ple of Canada and of Vancouver Island, for it 
gave to the United States the important little 
island of San Juan, and the commanding position 
on the marine highway leading to the Pacific 
coast of England’s American possessions, and 
thus our country secured a greater gain than 
many bloody wars have brought to fighting 
nations. 

Time makes many changes, but it has not de- 
creased the importance of that little island; for 
Vancouver Island has ceased to be a province 
and become a part of British Columbia. San 
Juan, therefore, lies in the waterway between 
British Columbia and its principal port, Victoria. 
So, although the pig was merely in search of 
something to eat (as pigs are, most of their time), 
and although Mr. Hubbs desired only to save 
himself from the consequence of an angry act, 
America well may be grateful to both—especially 
to the pig, for he lost his life for his country. 


(pee ie ING ea nokKGHASE 


BY GEORGE WHEELER 


In the early twilight of a September morning, 
more than one hundred and seventy years ago, 
a remarkable company might have been seen 
gathering about a large chestnut-tree at the cross- 
roads near the Friends’ meeting-house in 
Wrightstown, Pennsylvania. It is doubtful 
whether any one of us could have guessed what 
the meeting meant. Most of the party were 
Quakers in wide-brimmed hats and plain dress, 


and if it had been First-day instead of Third- 
i 


day, we might have thought they were gathering 
under the well-known tree for a neighborly chat 
before “meeting.” Nor was it a warlike ren- 
dezvous; for the war-cry of the Lenni-Lenape 
had never yet been raised against the “Children 
of Mignon” (Elder Brother), as the followers of 
William Penn were called; and in a little group 
somewhat apart were a few athletic Indians in 
peaceful garb and friendly attitude. But it evi- 
dently was an important meeting, for here were 
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several prominent officials, including even so 
notable a person as Proprietor Thomas Penn. 

In 1686, fifty-one years before this, William 
Penn bought from the Lenni-Lenape, or Dela- 
ware Indians, a section bounded on the east by 
the Delaware, on the west by the Neshaminy, 
and extending to the north 
from his previous purchases 
“as far as a man can go ina 
day and a half.” No effort 
was made to fix the northern 
boundary until the Indians, 
becoming uneasy at the en- 
croachments of the settlers, 
asked to have the line defi- 
nitely marked. On August 
25, 1737, after several confer- 
ences between the Delawares 
and William Penn’s_ sons, 
John and Thomas, who, 
after their father’s death, be- 
came proprietors of Pennsyl- 
vania, the treaty of 1686 was 
confirmed, and a day was ap- 
pointed for beginning the 
walk. This explains why the 
crowd was gathering about 
the old chestnut-tree in the 
early dawn of that day, Sep- 
tember 19, 1737. 

“Ready !” called out Sheriff 
Smith. 

At the word, James Yeates, 
a native of New England, 
“tall, slim, of much ability 
and speed of foot,” Solomon 
Jennings, “a remarkably stout 
and strong man,” and Ed- 
ward Marshall, a well-known 
hunter, over six feet tall, and 
noted as a walker, stepped 
from the crowd and placed 
their right hands upon the 
thee; 

Thomas Penn had prom- 
ised five pounds in money 
and five hundred acres of 
land to- the walker who cov- 
ered the greatest distance; 
and these three men were to contest for the prize. 
Just as the edge of the sun showed above the 
horizon, Sheriff Smith gave the word, and the 
race began. 

Yeates quickly took up the lead, stepping 
lightly. Then came Jennings, accompanied by 
two Indians, who were there to see that the 
walking was fairly done. Closely following them 
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were men on horseback, including the sheriff and 
the surveyor-general. Thomas Penn himself fol- 
lowed the party for some distance. Far in the 
rear came Marshall, walking in a careless man- 
ner, swinging a hatchet in one hand, “to balance 
himself,’ and at intervals munching a dry biscuit, 


“THE THREE MEN STEPPED FROM THE CROWD AND PLACED THEIR 
RIGHT HANDS UPON THE TREE” 


of which he carried a small supply. He seemed 
to have forgotten a resolution he had made to 
“win the prize of five hundred acres of land, or 
lose his life in the attempt.” 

Thomas Penn had secretly sent out a pre- 
liminary party to blaze the trees along the line 
of the walk for as great a distance as it was 
thought possible for a man to walk in eighteen 
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hours. So, when the wilderness was reached, 
the walkers still had the best and most direct 
course clearly marked out for them. The In- 
dians soon protested against the speed, saying 
over and over: “That ’s not fair. You run. You 
were to walk.” But the treaty said, “As far as a 
man can go,’ and the walkers were following it 
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chief, to send other Indians to accompany the 
walkers. He angrily replied: “You have all the 
good land now, and you may as well take the 
bad, too.” One old Indian, indignant at the 
stories of how the white men rushed along in 
their greed to get as much land as possible, re- 
marked in a tone of deep disgust: “No sit down 


“THE INDIANS PROTESTED AGAINST THE SPEED ” 


in letter, if not in spirit, as they hurried along. 
Their protests being disregarded, the Indians en- 
deavored to delay the progress by stopping to 
rest; but the white men dismounted, and allowed 
the Indians to ride, and thus pushed on as rapidly 
as ever. At last the Indians refused to go any 
farther, and left the party. 

Before Lehigh River was reached Jennings 
was exhausted, gave up the race, and lagged be- 
hind in the company of followers. His health 
was shattered, and he lived only a few years. 

That night the party slept on the north side 
of the Lehigh Mountains, half a mile from the 
Indian village of Hokendaqua. Next morning, 
while some of the pzrty searched for the horses 
which had strayed away during the night, others 
went to the village to request Lappawinzoe, the 


to smoke; no shoot squirrel; but lun, lun, lun, all 
day long.” 

Scarcely had the last half-day’s walk begun 
before Yeates, who was a drinking man, was 
overcome by the tremendous exertions and in- 
temperance of the previous day. He stumbled at 
the edge of Big Creek, and rolled, helpless, down 
the bank into the water. When rescued he was 
entirely blind, and his death followed within three 
days. 

Marshall still pressed on. Passing the last of 
the blazed trees which had hitherto guided him, 
he seized a compass offered by Surveyor-General 
Eastburn, and by its aid still continued his on- 
ward course. At last, Sheriff Smith, who for 
some time had frequently looked at his watch, 
called, “Halt!” Marshall instantly threw him- 
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self at full length, and grasped a sapling. Here 
was the starting-point for the northern boundary 
of the purchase of 1686, sixty-eight miles from 
the old chestnut-tree at Wrightstown, and very 
close to where Mauch Chunk stands to-day. The 
walk was twice as long as the Indians expected 
it to be. 

Unfortunately for the Delawares, they knew 
too little of legal technicalities to notice that the 
deed did not state in what direction the northern 
boundary was to be drawn. They naturally ex- 
pected it to be drawn to the nearest point on the 
Delaware. But the surveyor-general, to please 
Penn, decided that the line should run at right 
angles to the direction of the walk, which was 
almost exactly northwest. Draw a line from 
Mauch Chunk to the Delaware so that if ex- 
tended it would pass through New York City, 
and another to the point where New York, New 
Jersey, and Pennsylvania meet. The first is the 
Indian’s idea of the just way to lay out the 
northern boundary; the second is the line which 
Surveyor-General Eastburn actually finished 
marking out in four days after Marshall’s walk 
ended. 

And so the three hundred thousand acres which 
the Indians would have given to the Penns as 
the result of Marshall’s walk were increased to 
half a million by taking selfish advantage of a 
flaw in the deed. 

The Lenni-Lenape had loved and trusted Wil- 
liam Penn because he always dealt openly and 
fairly with them. “We will live in love with 
William Penn and his children,” said they, “as 
long as the sun and moon shall shine.” But the 
wrongs inflicted on them in the “walking pur- 
chase,” aroused the deepest indignation. ‘‘Next 
May,” said Lappawinzoe, “we will go to Phila- 
delphia, each one with a buckskin to repay the 
presents and take back our land again.” It was 
too late, however, for this to be done. 
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At last, in 1741, the Indians determined to 
resort to arms to secure justice. But the Iro- 
quois, to whom the Delawares had long been 
subject, came to the aid of the Penns, and the 
last hope of righting the wrong was gone for- 
ever. 

There seems a sort of poetic justice in the later 
experiences of the principal men in the affair. 
Marshall never got his five hundred acres of 
land, and his wife was killed in an attack by the 
Indians. Eastburn was repudiated by Thomas 
Penn, and his heirs were notified that they “need 
not expect the least favor.” Penn himself was 
brought before the king and forced to disown 
many of his acts and agents in a most humiliating 
manner. 

But all this did not repair the injury to the 
Delawares, and they never again owned, as a 
tribe, a single inch along the river from which 
they took their name. 

A small monument, erected by the Bucks Coun- 
ty Historical Society, marks the spot where the 
old chestnut-tree formerly stood. In order that 
this might not seem to condone an unworthy 
deed, the monument was dedicated,. not to those 
who made or conducted the walk, but to the 
Lenni-Lenape Indians—“not to the wrong, but to 
the persons wronged.” 


The inscription on the stone reads: 


TO TITLE MEMORY OF THE LENNI-LENAPE INDIANS, 
ANCIENT OWNERS OF THIS REGION, 
THESE STONES ARE PLACED AT 
THIS SPOT, THE STARTING- 


POINT OF THE 


“INDIANS WALK? 
September 19, 1737. 


‘““MARSHALL THREW HIMSELF AT FULL LENGTH, AND GRASPED A SAPLING"' 


THE ORIGIN OF OUR FLAG 


BY PARMALEE McFADDEN 


With Additions 


Dip it ever occur to you that the bunch of colored 
ribbons you wear in your buttonhole or pinned 
on your dress if you are a girl—at commence- 
ment, or at a baseball or football game, is really 
a flag? It tells to what class or school or college 
you belong, or which of these, for the time, has 
your interest and sympathy. And for somewhat 
similar reasons do nations wear their colors. At 
first maybe it was to tell one another apart; but 
after a while the colors—the flag—came to rep- 
resent the nation itself; and the way people acted 
toward the nation’s flag was supposed to show the 
way they felt toward the nation. 

When the American army was encamped at 
Cambridge, just outside of Boston, General 
Washington felt the need of a distinctive flag. 
There were thirteen colonies represented in that 
army, and each had its own flag, while some had 
more than one. Among this miscellaneous lot of 
flags was the one, of which you have often seen 
pictures, showing a rattlesnake, and bearing the 
motto: “Don’t tread on me.” 

But what the country needed was one flag, with 
a design that meant something. So Congress sent 
a committee, headed by Benjamin Franklin, 
which consulted with General Washington, and 
recommended a flag to stand for all the colonies. 
After. much discussion the one adopted was that 
shown in Fig. 19 of the group shown herewith. 

To understand how this flag grew ftom older 
flags, let us for a moment go back to the early 
flags of England. 

In the early part of the fourteenth century the 
flag of England bore simply the red cross of St. 
George on a white ground (see Fig. 1); while 
the flag of Scotland was a white St. Andrew’s 
cross on a blue ground (see Fig. 2). In 1603 
England and Scotland were united, and three 
years later the two flags were combined to form 
what was called the “king’s colors” (see Fig. 4), 
England and Scotland, however, retaining their 
own individual flags. Indeed, it was the red cross 
of St. George that the “Mayflower” flew at her 
masthead when she brought her precious load of 
Pilgrims to Plymouth that cold winter of 1620, 
for she was an English ship. 

In 1707 Great Britain adopted for herself and 
her colonies a flag having :the main part red, 


by the Editor 


but in its upper corner was the “king’s colors,” 
or “union” flag, which represented the union 
of England and Scotland; and since that time 
this part of the flag has been called the “union,” 
or “jack,” and sometimes the “Union Jack.” The 
term “jack” is supposed to have come from 
Jacques, the French spelling of James, which 
form the then king of England, James I, used 
in signing his name. 

This was the flag of Great Britain down to 
the year 1801, when Ireland was added to form 
the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ire- 
land. This further extension to the nation was 
represented by the addition of the cross of 
St. Patrick, which was a diagonal cross, like 
that of St. Andrew, only it was red on a white 
field. The combination of these three crosses 
of England, Scotland, and Ireland has formed 
the flag of Great Britain from the year 18o1 
down to the present day. 

The British merchant marine uses the flag of 
red with the union of the three crosses (Fig. 9) ; 
the navy of that country displays the cross of 
St. George with the same union as that of the 
merchant marine (Fig. 6); and the vessels sub- 
ject to the British Admiralty fly the blue ensign 
(Fig. 12). Canada has adopted the red ensign 
(Fig. 9), adding her coat of arms (Fig. 7), 
while Australia (Fig. 8), New Zealand (Fig. 
11), and the Union of South Africa (Fig. 10) 
have added distinguishing marks to the blue 
ensign (Fig. 12). 

From the British flag of 1707 we come to that 
shown in Fig. 13—the one that begins to show a 
resemblance to our own familiar flag. This was 
the flag recommended by Franklin’s Congres- 
sional Committee. It was called the flag of 
the “United Colonies of America,’ and had for 
its union the union jack, made up of only the 
St. George and St. Andrew’s crosses of the Brit- 
ish flag; but its main field consisted of thirteen 
stripes, alternately red and white. There is noth- 
ing definite known as to what suggested the idea 
of the stripes; it has been claimed that the stripes 
that appeared on the coat of arms of the Wash- 
‘ington family suggested it. A flag with stripes 
was used by the troop of light horse that escorted 
Washington from Philadelphia to New York 
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when he took command of the army; and stripes 
were also used on one of the flags of the East 
India Company. 

This flag was first used by the American army 
encamped at Cambridge. The next stage in the 
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evolution of our flag was in 1777, when by resolu- 


tion of Congress it was ordered “that the flag of 
the thirteen United States” (not colonies now) 


“be thirteen stripes alternately red and white” 
(just as in the flag then in use), but “the union 
to be thirteen stars, white on a blue field, repre- 
senting a new constellation” (see Fig. 19). In 
this new form we find another suggestion of the 
Washington coat of arms, which contained, in 
addition to two wide red bars, three stars; at 
least, they were in the form of stars, though in 
heraldry they would probably be called “mullets” 
or “rowels’—the sharp-pointed wheels used in 
riding-spurs. 

At the time the Stars and Stripes were adopted 
Congress was sitting in Independence Hall, in 
Philadelphia. There was living in the city a 
widow named Elizabeth Ross, who, for several 
years, had made government and other flags. It 
was by this woman, in her home in Philadelphia, 
that the first flag authorized by Congress was 
made. It may be interesting to know that Mrs. 
Ross’s home—the “Betsy Ross House,” it is called 
—is still standing at 239 Arch Street, Phila- 
delphia. 

At the end of the last century a number of citi- 
zens were given a charter tinder the name of the 
“American Flag House and Betsy Ross Memorial 
Association.” The objects of the association have 
been partially fulfilled by its purchasing the old 
Ross house and convert‘ng it inco a museum. 

It was in the back room of this house. then, 
that General Washington, Robert Morris, and a 
Colonel Ross discussed with Betsy Ross the de- 
tails of the flag. It was here they decided that 
the thirteen stars should be placed in the form of 
a circle to show that it was for all time and had 
no end. When considering how many points the 
stars should have, it is reported that Betsy Ross 
suggested they be given five points, because the 
cloth could be folded in such a way that a com- 
plete star could be made by one cut of the scis- 
sors. This might be a good puzzle for the girls 
and boys to work out. It is interesting to note 
that our flags all have five-pointed stars, while 
those on our coins are six-pointed. 

This (Fig. 19) was the flag that was used at 
the battle of Brandywine and at Germantown. It 
was with our army when Burgoyne surrendered; 
with Washington at Valley Forge; at the surren- 
der of Cornwallis at Yorktown; and at the evac- 
uation of New York by the British in 1783. 

After Vermont and Kentucky were admitted as 
States, Congress ordered that after May 1, 1795, 
the flag have fifteen stripes and fifteen stars. 
This was the flag that our army and navy carried 
in the War of 1812. Scarcely less interesting to 
patriotic Americans is the fact that this particu- 
lar form of the flag was the one used at the 
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attack on Fort McHenry, when Francis Scott 
Key waited with others for the return of morn- 
ing to learn whether the fort had fallen; and 
when “by the dawn’s early light” he saw through 
the mist “that our flag was still there,” and was 
stirred into writing ‘““The Star-Spangled Banner,” 
which has since become our national anthem. 
This fifteen-stripe flag did not have so grace- 
ful proportions as those of the preceding forms, 
and it soon became evident that if a new stripe 
were to be added for each State admitted into 
the Union, in the course of tirae the flag would 


become unwieldy. So in 1818, when there were 
twenty States, Congress passed a law to the effect 
that after the following July 4 the number of 
stripes in the flag should be reduced to the orig- 
inal thirteen, but that the union should have 
twenty stars; and that as each new State was 
admitted another star should be added, to take 
effect the Fourth of July next following its 
admission. 

From that time down to this day the stripes 
have stood for the original thirteen States, and 
the stars for all the States. 


FANHUIL HALL. 
From an old engraving 
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HONORS TO THE FLAG 


BY CAPTAIN HAROLD HAMMOND, U. S. A, 


THERE iS no possession of a country which is 
more deeply revered, more consistently loved, 
or more loyally supported than its national flag. 
In our country is this especially true, for in that 
one emblem are embodied all the principles which 
our forefathers upheld, all the benefits of a cen- 
tury and a quarter of enlightened progress, and 
all the hope and assurance of a promising future. 

The stripes of alternate red and white pro- 
claim the original union of thirteen states to 
maintain the Declaration of Independence. Its 
stars, white on a field of blue, proclaim that 
union of states constituting our national con- 
stellation which receives a new star with every 


Spree ote mT RSI RET NTRS EERE 


—T 


pecially in the attitude toward it of our Army 
and our Navy, since it is there that the flag is 
more constantly in evidence than elsewhere, and 
it is there that it has a well-defined official status, 
laid down by law. In every army post, both here 
at home and in our foreign possessions, and on 
every war vessel of the United States, our flag 
floats in the breeze from sunrise till sunset, the 
honored emblem of a free people. 

Every regiment in our military service is 
furnished by the government with a flag, or 
“color” as it is known officially, and on this flag 
are embroidered the names of all the battles in 
which the regiment has taken part. This flag is 
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WEST POINT CADETS ON DRESS PARADE. 


state. Thus, the stars and stripes signify union 
and “in union there is strength.” 

The very colors have a significance. White 
stands for purity, red for valor and blue for 
justice, together forming a combination which 
it is our inherited privilege to honor and uphold. 

It is not the flag of a king, or an emperor, or 
a prevident. It is the flag of the people, brought 
into being by their will, defended when neces- 
sary by their patriotism, and to which they turn 
for protection in time of danger. No matter into 
what parties our people may be divided, due to 
political beliefs and leanings, they all stand united 
under one flag. It is the emblem of unity, safety 
and faith. 

Naturally, the outward manifestation of our 
devotion to the flag is to be observed more es- 
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OF THE BATTALION. 


carried at regimental drills, parades and reviews, 
as well as in battle, and two armed men especially 
detailed as “color guard,” always accompany the 
color sergeant, who is the color bearer. 

Army regulations prescribe in detail what 
honors shall be paid to the flag and these regula- 
tions are implicitly and gladly observed. No 
matter how little one may relish the duty of 
showing the respect due to some military supe- 
rior, he is always ready and glad to do honor to 
his flag. Whenever anyone in the military ser- 
vice of the United States passes near the unfurled 
colors, or whenever the flag passes before him, 
he is required to remove his cap in salute, and 
if sitting he is required to rise and stand at 
“attention” until the flag has passed. 


The authority of the flag is absolute, It is in- 
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feriot in rank to no one. All persons, subject to 
military discipline and customs, from the Presi- 
dent of the United States who is the Commander- 
in-Chief, down to the newest recruit, are re- 
quired by regulations to render the same honors 
to the flag. 

There is always something inspiring to the 
visitor at West Point as he watches the ceremony 
of evening parade. The battalion of cadets is in 
line, rigid and motionless in the position of 
“parade rest,” while the band, playing a lively 
march passes down the whole length of the line 


and returns again to its place on the right. Im- 
mediately the music stops, the fifes and drums 
begin to sound “retreat,” and as the last note 
dies away, the sunset gun booms out its salute 
to the flag. 

As the echoes reverberate among the historic 
hills and the smoke from the saluting cannon 
drifts upward and outward over the majestic 
Hudson, the cadet Adjutant calls the battalion 
to “Attention,” the band strikes up the strain of 
“The Sar Spangled Banner,” and with the offi- 
cers all standing at attention, facing the flag, 
their hands at the position of salute, and all 
civilians, women and children, honoring 
their country’s emblem by rising and standing 


men, 
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silent, the men with bared heads, the flag is low- 
ered slowly—down, down—into the hands of the 
armed guard of soldiers detailed to receive it. 

It is an unwritten law that the flag shall never 
touch the ground, and if you will notice, the next 
time you have the opportunity, you will remark 
with what care and even tenderness the flag is 
received, folded and carried away by the corporal 
in charge of the flag detail, without its outer 
edges so much as touching the ground. 

During the summer encampment at West 
Point, there is great rivalry among the cadets 
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A CORPORAL OF THE GUARD QUESTIONING A COLOR SENTINEL. 


going on guard to see who wil “get cvlors,” 
that is, to see who will be selected by the adju- 
tant as color sentinels. These color sentinels, 
three in number, are each day selected from the 
entire guard as being the most soldierly in ap- 
pearance, and the most immaculate in dress and 
equipment. 

Their duty is to act only as sentinels over the 
flag, while the other members of the guard are 
assigned to the posts about the body of the en- 
campment. After the morning parade, the arms 
are stacked just behind the “color line,” a path 
within the limits\of the encampment and just 
outside the outer line of tents. The national 
colors and the gray and gold flag of the Corps 
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of Cadets are laid lengthwise on the two central 
stacks, the tips of the staffs on one stack and the 
ferule ends on the other. 

The color sentinel walks the color line, imme- 
diately in front of the long line of stacked arms, 
and it is his duty to allow no one to touch the 
colors and to see that no persons, whether they 
be cadets, officers, or civilians, pass in or out of 
camp around the ends of the line of stacks with- 
out removing the cap and looking toward the flag 
as they cross the color line. Should anyone for- 
get thus to comply with the regulations, it is the 
sentinel’s duty to require him to go back and to 
uncover on crossing the line. 

One day not so many years ago, a cadet just 
beginning his second year at the Academy was 
slowly pacing up and down the color line, his 
chest swelling with pride and appreciation of the 
Adjutant’s selection of color sent'nels that morn- 
ing. 
beat and started on his return trip, he saw 
the Commandant of Cadets, a most exalted in- 
dividual in the cadet eyes, approaching the color 
line at the farther end. At the proper time, the 
cadet brought his rifle down to his most military 
“present arms” and turned his head slightly side- 
ward to receive the salute of his superior officer 
when he should raise his cap to the colors. 

To his surprise and consternation the Com- 
mandant never turned his head to right or left, 
but just walked straight across the color line 
without so much as noticing the existence of 
colors or color sentinel and passed on toward 
his office tent farther back in the camp. 

With no thought except of his duty, the sen- 
tinel relaxed his set muscles and with arms at 
the “port,” charged down the color line at 
“double time” in hot pursuit of the delinquent 
Commandant. As he neared the other end of 
his post, he called in tones as respectful as they 
were positive: 

“Vou will have to return across the color line, 
sir, and salute the colors.” 

The Commandant was surprised and, for the 
moment, apparently nettled at rece ving this 
startling and unexpected order from a mere 
cadet. Then he realized the situation. He had 
clearly forgotten all about the existence of the 
line of stacks and the flags resting thereon and, 
intent on other matters, had absent-mindedly 
neglected his duty to them and the sentinel guard- 
ing them. Without further ado, he came back, 
meekly removed his hat as he approached, 
crossed the color line, turned about and crossed 
it again, and with no word to the sentinel passed 
on to his tent. 


As he turned about at the end of his 
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Needless to say the cadet was somewhat agi- 
tated when the incident was all over, yet he 
knew what his orders were and felt that he had 
carried them out to the letter. Nevertheless he 
was in rather an uncertain state of mind, won- 
dering what, if any, action the Commandant 
would take in the matter. He heard nothing of 
it during his tour of duty and it was not until 
the next evening at parade that he learned the 
Commandant’s view of the affair. Imagine his 
surprise and that of all his comrades, who of 
course knew of it as soon as it happened, when 
an order was read by the Adjutant, appointing 
him a cadet Corporal for “strict and zealous ex- 
ecution of his duty in carrying out his orders as 
a color sentinel.” 

This is only one of numerous similar instances 
which go to show how exalted a position our 
country’s flag holds and that no one is of suf- 
ficient rank or authority to omit paying it the 
respect which is its due. 

On one occasion when a Major General of 
the United States Army was holding conversa- 
tion with a cadet sentinel, making some inquiry 
or request, the interested crowd about the visi- 
tors’ seats, who were watching the grizzled vet- 
eran and the trim young soldier, were surprised 
to see the cadet suddenly appear to forget the 
existence of his high-ranking compan’on and 
come from a “port arms,” the position of a sen- 
tinel holding conversation, to a “present arms,” 
and turn his head to one side, actually stopping 
in the middle of a sentence. 

Instead of exhibit:ng surprise or wounded dig: 
nity at this unexplained action of the cadet, the 
General instantly divined the reason for it. He 
knew that he was superior in rank to any one 
at West Point that day and that the only salute 
that could be rendered in his presence by the 
cadet was to the colors. Turning in the direction 
indicated by the sentinel, he respectfully removed 
his hat and assumed the position of “attention,” 
1emaining in his attitude of silent respect until 
the flag had passed, when the conversation was 
resumed as though no break had occurred. 

One of the most touching, as well as the most 
beautiful examples of devotion to the flag is to 
be found in the records of our Civil War. The’ 
Sixteenth Regiment of Connecticut Volunteers, 
after three days of the hardest and bloodiest of 
fighting, became convinced that defeat and cap- 
ture by the enemy was imminent. The ranks 
were depleted and to hold out longer would only 
involve needlessly further sacrifice of life. But 
even in their hour of peril, the zealous patriots 
thought more of the fate of their battle-scarred 
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flag than of their own. Just before the enemy 
made his final assault on the breastworks, the 
gallant colonel shouted to his men: “Whatever 
you do, boys, don’t give up our flag; save that 
at any price.” In an instant, the flag was torn 
from its staff and cut and torn into hundreds 
of small fragments, each piece being hidden 
about the person of some one of its brave de- 
fenders. 

The survivors of the regiment, about five hun- 
dred in number, were sent to a prison camp, 
where most of them remained until the end of 
the war, each cherishing his mite of the regi- 
mental colors. Through long months of impris- 
onment many died from sickness brought on by 
exposure and terrible privation, and in all such 
cases the scraps of bunting guarded by the poor 
unfortunates were intrusted to the care of some 
surviving comrade. 

At the end of the war, when the prisoners 
returned to their homes, a meeting of the surviv- 
ors was held and all the priceless fragments of the 
flag were sewn together. But a very few pieces 
had been lost, so that the restored emblem was 
made nearly complete. 

That flag, patched and tattered as it is, forms 
one of the proudest possessions of Connecticut 
to-day and is preserved in the State Capitol at 
Hartford. 

In battle, there is no position more dangerous 
than that of color bearer, and at the same time 
there is none that is more earnestly coveted. 
The colors must be kept waving and it is one 
of the objects of the enemy to shoot down the 
bearer of the flag, hoping thereby to dishearten 
the men following it. In I900, at the battle 
of Tientsin, China, the color sergeant was shot 
through the thigh and _ seriously wounded. 
When he fell, General Liscum, who was in com- 
mand of the American forces in China at that 
time, snatched the colors from the ground where 
they had fallen, and himself held them aloft, a 
target for all the Chinese soldiers on the wall, 
until he too fell, pierced through the body and 
mortally wounded by a Chinese rifle ball. Such 
instances are so numerous that history is full 
of them, proving that there is no limit to the 
devotion of a soldier to his flag. 

One of the last important orders issued by 
President Lincoln was that dated March 27, 1865, 
directing Major General Anderson to “raise and 
plant upon the ruins of Fort Sumter, in Charles- 
ton harbor, the same United States flag which 
floated over the battlements of that fort during 
the rebel assault and which was lowered and 
saluted by him and the small force of his com- 


mand when the works were evacuated on the 
14th day of April, 1861.” 

“The flag when raised,” the order goes on to 
say, “will be saluted by one hundred guns from 
Fort Sumter and by a National Salute from every 
fort and battery that fired upon Fort Sumter.” 

The flag which was again to be raised over 
Fort Sumter had been carefully guarded through 
the years since it had been lowered in honorable 
defeat, with the time in view when it should 
again float in the breezes over Charleston harbor 
as a result of the success of the Union Army. 
But when that time did come, to whom were 
the honors paid, the salutes fired? There were 
present on this occasion Major General Ander- 
son, who had commanded the fort when fired 
upon in 1861, and Major General William T. 
Sherman, whose military operations, after his 
famous “march to the sea,” compelled the evacua- 
tion of Charleston; and yet it was the flag which 
received homage, not they who had defended it 
at such great cost. They were merely present 
to show their allegiance and to join in the gen- 
eral thanksgiving for its restoration. 

And this salute of one hundred guns in honor 
to the flag is more than has ever been fired in 
the United States to any living person, of what- 
ever rank. The President, when visiting a mili- 
tary post, receives as a salute only twenty-one 
guns, 

Nor do we alone do honor to our flag. War 
vessels of foreign nations on entering one of 
our harbors or on passing near a fortification, 
display the flag of the United States at the main 
and salute it by firing twenty-one guns. As soon 
as this salute is fired the fort flying the flag 
acknowledges it by firing an equal number of 
guns. No matter what may be the rank of the 
oficer commanding the fort, the Army Regula- 
tions specifically state that it is the flag which 
shall be saluted, and also that salutes to the flag 
are the only ones that shall be returned. The 
commanding officer is only an individual after 
all, while the flag is the representative of an 
entire nation. 

Our flag is beautiful at all times, but perhaps 
it is most beautiful when one suddenly comes 
upon it in a foreign country, proudly waving 
from the flag-staff of some one of our embassies, 
legations, or consulates. 

In war, no captures are more highly prized 
than flags, and none will tempt soldiers to greater 
extremes of attack and defense. There is noth- 
ing a soldier will not do in the way of risking 
his life to prevent the capture or to accomplish 
the recapture of his flag. 
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THE «PILGRIMS ANDs THE PURLEANS 


BY WILLIAM ELLIOT GRIFFIS 


Over three hundred years have passed since a 
mixed company, in the ship “Mayflower,” sailed 
from England to begin the settlement of our 
Eastern States. 

We should distinguish between the Puritans, 
who held to the union of Church and State, and 
the Pilgrims, who were Separatists. These latter 
believed that government should have nothing 
to do with matters of conscience. Both were 
“puritan,” in seeking purity in the church and 
simplicity in worship and creed. Both sought for 
reality, and strove to express religion, not in out- 
ward symbols or what was visible to the eye and 
other senses, but in every-day life. Both insisted 
on instant, continuous and joyful obedience to 
the Divine will, as revealed in the Bible, and on 
right doing every day, as God gave them to see 
the right. 

The primitive Christian religion, when brought 
into Europe, developed within the Roman Empire. 
Hence the idea prevailed, for a thousand years 
or more, that Christianity must be regulated by 
the State, and be kept under the control of 
learned men with power. 

The ruler of the region in both law and cus- 
tom dictated its religion. Any other theory was 
scarcely conceivable. 

It was, therefore, to be expected that any per- 
sons thinking or acting otherwise must be put 
under ban and punished. This we now call per- 
secution, because we live in a different world 
of ideas. Yet it was then, with a good conscience, 
that kings and emperors acted as they did in met- 
ing out death to dissenters. We, as educated per- 
sons, are not to be too severe in our judgments 
upon these rulers, for it was generally supposed 
that religion, in the form of Church and State 
united, had always and everywhere been the 
same. Freedom of opinion was considered a 
crime against society. 
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It was certainly a great blessing to Europe, 
during the development of the northern nations 
from barbarism into civilization, and the era of 
feudalism within the Holy Roman Empire, formed 
in the time of Charlemagne, that the church was 
united. For all the known forces of the uni- 
verse work in harmony of the centripetal and 
the centrifugal; and while feudalism divided, the 
church united, and in that union there was 
strength. Hence it was, that many rulers con- 
sidered that they were doing right in enforcing 
uniformity. For centuries, the maxim of states- 
manship was cujus regio ejus religio; that is, 
whose is the region, his is the religion. People 
and government must think, act, worship, and 
believe alike. 

But when, after the Crusades and the revival 
of learning, men read the original records of 
the Christian Church in the Greek language, 
many of them came to a different opinion as to 
what should be the doctrine and government of 
the church. 

Besides this, there were many causes that con- 
tributed to a new world of thought. Printing 
with movable, or “living,” type, the compass, and 
gunpowder, and many other inventions, had been 
brought into Europe from China and Korea, 
where they had long been known. Printing was 
improved by Koster and Gutenberg, so that 
books became very cheap. 

The discovery of America was a great gift to 
the imagination, for it enlarged men’s minds and 
made them look abroad. Voyages of discovery 
and exploration were so frequent that the expec- 
tations of new and great things and events be- 
came common. In several countries, almost si- 
multaneously, there began that great movement 
of the human mind which we call the Reforma- 
tion; and government, religion, industry, eco- 
nomic and social life were affected by it. It was 
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felt, also, that the settlement and colonization of 
new lands and acquaintance with new peoples 
meant duty, as well as gain, and that both the 
ideas and the material products of far-off na- 
tions must be studied. Men perceived that Asia, 
the old mother continent, and America, the new 
and once unknown child of the modern age, could 
be made to pour fresh treasures into Europe. 

In the sixteenth century England had a popu- 
lation of only four or five million people and 
London not over a hundred thousand. No other 
English city had as many as ten thousand souls, 
and most of them not five thousand. Walled 
towns and castles, tithe barns and monasteries, 
were everywhere. There was very little exter- 
nal trade or foreign commerce, and no banks 
existed. Nine-tenths of the houses were cot- 
tages of one story, built of wood, with mortar 
or cement. Most of the people slept upon the 
floor on rushes, with a log of wood for a bolster. 
There was much swampy land, and agriculture, 
except grass and grain raising, was mostly in 
sheep farming, and wool was the chief export. 
Brickmaking was nearly unknown. The churches 
were of stone. 

In prosperous times, there was much merri- 
ment, with feasting and festivals, and the church 
ycar made many happy days; but in time of 
famine, or after a long war, much distress pre- 
vailed. Then followed epidemics and the plague. 
The real history of England, and that which we 
imagine from the stage, or read in novels, are 
very different. Laws and punishments were se- 
vere. Criminals were put to death by axe and 
sword; and their bodies cut in four quarters, and 
their heads were exposed over gates and towers 
exactly as in old Japan. 

A new and native British (that is, a Welsh) 
dynasty, the Tudors, had come upon the throne, 
and Englishmen now thought it time to be inde- 
pendent in matters both of Church and State. 
They wished to get rid of abuses that had grown 
up, but they differed in opinion and action on 
the question of reforming the church, whether 
from within or from without. Many conscien- 
tious and good people held to the medieval forms 
in creed and ceremony. Yet in either case men 
who were independent in thinking or action 
found themselves in collision with the govern- 
ment. 

Even when Henry VIII broke off relations 
with the Pope, this idea of the union of Church 
and State still prevailed. Queens Mary and 
Elizabeth and King James I insisted upon con- 
formity. This they compelled by force; that is, 
fire and the gallows, and infantry and cavalry. 


Under this system, Catholics, Puritans, and Jews 
suffered alike. Law, which then meant chiefly 
the sovereign’s will, required that all English folk 
believe, worship, and obey as the Government 
ordered. Hence the divisive words, still in use 
in England, but resented among us, of “Church- 
men,” “Nonconformists.” The more acceptable 
terms now used are Free and State Churchmen. 

Directly opposite to this was the attitude of 
the Dutch Republic, of which the great ruler 
known as William the Silent was the true ex- 
emplar. In 1577 he laid the corner-stone of the 
new kind of State, both Dutch and American, 
in these words, issued to the magistrates of 
Middleburg, who had been severe in dealing with 
the people called Anabaptists. These Christians, 
besides some wrong ideas, held most of the opin- 
ions that are now as A B C in the modern 
world. William wrote: 

“You have no right to interfere with the con- 
science of any one, so long as he does not work 
a public scandal, or injury to his neighbor.” 

This was the doctrine of soul-liberty, pro- 
claimed a generation before Roger Williams was 
born. 

What this new man of the new State had said 
was so startlingly novel that the news soon spread 
all over Europe that, in the Dutch Republic, 
“religion was free for all men.” Here, too, 
besides free public schools, sustained by taxation 
and open to all children to the age of twelve, 
was liberty of printing, which was not allowed 
in England till long after the time of Milton. 

Until about 1700 nearly all English Bibles such 
as the Geneva version, which both the Pilgrims 
and Puritans used for a century, were printed 
in Holiand. At first they were smuggled into 
England within barrels or cargoes of wheat. 


A REFUGE IN HOLLAND 


So to this city of Middelburg, the first of the 
Free Churchmen, like the Pilgrim Fathers, led 
by Robert Browne, fled from England; and here 
in 1583 he printed the first modern book, which 
asserted the right of Christians to form free 
churches, each one a republic in itself, to elect 
their own officers, and, in matters of faith and 
worship, to acknowledge no other master than 
Jesus Christ. Any one in England found cir- 
culating Browne’s books was promptly hanged. 

In England, companies of Free Church people 
worshiped secretly in London, and at Norwich 
to the east, and Gainsborough and Scrooby, and 
in the north. When discovered, they were ar- 
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rested and thrown into prison, where most of 
them starved, or died of fever. 

Three Free Churchmen, university graduates, 
Barrowe, Greenwood, and Penry, were hanged. 
The latter, a Welshman, advised his flock to 
leave the home land and go to Holland, which 
country William Brewster, afterward the fa- 
mous elder, as page to Queen Elizabeth’s ambas- 
sador, had visited in 1586 to help the republic 
with a liberty loan. ‘There he saw that the 
Dutch represented the new world of ideas—tol- 
eration in religion, public schools open to all, free 
printing, and the triumph of science over super- 
stition, such as witchcraft, old and false notions 
in trade, civics, and economics. Ahead of all 
other countries in that era, their fundamental 
principle, embodied in Article IV of the constitu- 
tion, under which they refused to King James 
the right to disturb the Pilgrims, and in our day 
the demand for ex-Kaiser Wilhelm, reads: “All 
who are in the territory of the Netherlands, for- 
eigners as well as natives, has equal claim in 
protection and property.” 

After fighting the Spaniards for forty-two 
years, the Dutch won a truce, which was to last 
from 1609 to 1621. It was during this peaceful 
and prosperous time that the Pilgrims lived in 
the Dutch Republic, and learned much of munici- 
pal and federal government. 

The Scrooby people, after much local persecu- 
tion, left their homes, and at various times, and 
by different routes, reached Amsterdam. This 
city then stood in the van of civilization. For 
country folks, it was, as Bradford says, “like 
entering into a new world.” 

Here they found thousands of refugees like 
themselves, from Belgium, the British islands, 
France, and Germany. Altogether, these were 
known to the Dutch people as “the poor Huss- 
ites,” after John Huss, the Reformer. On new- 
made land, they were allotted a large area by the 
city authorities. The Jews, richer than others, 
had already built large synagogues, for all wor- 
ship was free. 

An amusing story is told of an Italian banker 
visiting Amsterdam, who, on hearing of so many 
religions, fled to his hotel and barricaded his 
door, fearing a riot; but after an hour he cau- 
tiously opened his window, to find perfect quiet 
among the crowds in the streets. 

Almost all the houses and even the churches 
were built of brick; windmills and canals were 
everywhere, and boat travel continual. 

Instead of chimes were carillons of many bells. 
The stork, never seen in England, built its nest 
on the roofs, and walked unharmed in the 


streets. Carrier pigeons were very common. At 
the Weepers’ Tower, still standing in Amster- 
dam, friends said good-by, and ships sailed to all 
countries in the world. Besides thousands of 
Jews from southern countries, there was much 
variety in the costumes worn by sailors and 
travelers from Asia, Africa, and the East and 
West Indies. Banks, synagogues, shipbuilding, 
orphan and old people’s asylums, quaint cus- 
toms, gay shops, plenty of pictures, and cheap 
books gave these country folks much to see and 
wonder at. 

The Scrooby people were not yet a separate 
organization, nor was Robinson their exclusive 
pastor. Among the English folks, troubles soon 
broke out. One brother who, as Bradford (in 
the days before spelling was by rule) declared, 
had a “crackt brane,” spoke and wrote against 
the minister Johnson’s wife, charging her with 
luxury in her dress. Many meetings were held, 
and much time wasted, over this “crank,” as the 
Dutch called such men, and his crotchet. 

Robinson saw in this petty affair a danger 
which imperiled the great principle of soul-lib- 
erty. So, resolving to move, he applied to the 
authorities in Leyden, a cloth manufacturing city, 
some miles further south, with a famous univer- 
sity. Welcome and permission having been 
given, these Separatists came to live in this “fair 
city of a beautiful situation.” John van Hout, 
whose portrait is well known, signed the petition, 
which is still in the well-kept Dutch archives, 
formerly in the famous City Hall on the Broad 
Street, but now in a fine fire-proof building, 
where are scores of documents relating to the 
Pilgrim Fathers, including records of their be- 
trothals and marriages. 


HR CIT y 2Or > i BNA ey 
Leyden had fully recovered from the siege 


‘by the Spaniards in 1574, and to use another 


Dutch word, was now “booming”; and to use 
still another, was “hustling” to get ahead of other 
cities in the Republic. 

For the young folks in this Free Church in 
Leyden, which would take no favors in the way 
of help from the city or national government, 
there was plenty to see and enjoy. There were 
many soldiers, military parades, and hundreds of 
other British people in Leyden. Boating on the 
canals in Summer, and skating and sledding in 
Winter; the museum of curiosities, the Burg, or 
castle, mere ancient than the Romans, from 
which one can look over the wide, flat country 
as far as the sand-dunes on the North Sea; and 
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the schools, open to them, furnished recreation 
and variety. 

The carrier pigeons, used as messengers dur- 
ing the siege, were kept in the beautiful Town 
Hall, still standing on the Broadway. It was up 
the steps of this edifice that scores of Pilgrims, 
young men and maidens, went to declare their 
intentions of marriage, and, after the wedding, 
to register their names. I have read a hundred 
or more of these in the archives, as well as the 
contract of Jepson, the carpenter, who built the 
twenty or more little houses in their settlement 
opposite St. Peter’s Church. 

Every year they celebrated Thanksgiving Day, 
October 4, as that of their deliverance from the 
Spaniards, and ate hutch-putch (“hodge-podge’’) 
made of a stew of meat and vegetables. To 
this day the day is honored by worship, feasting, 
and a parade in the afternoon of carriages con- 
taining each a couple married during the pre- 
vious twelve months. The Pilgrims introduced 
into American life many customs not at that 
time known in England. At the end of Bell, 
or Clock, Alley, were the British auxiliary troops, 
of which Miles Standish was the captain. Of 
six thousand British troops sent to assist the Re- 
public, many remained permanently. From 1584 
to 1795 the Scoteh Brigade served the Dutch 
Congress, which in 1776 refused the request of 
King George III to have them fight in the Amer- 
ican revolution. 

In Leyden, these north country English folks 
abode in peace, until 1620, when the emigration 
began of only the young and strong among them, 
of whom fewer than twenty went in the “May- 
flower,” the others coming in the later ships. 
Of the old and weak, who remained behind, to 
die or return home to the British Isles, all trace 
in Leyden is lost after the year 1655. 


IMPORTANT PURITAN DATES 


William Bradford was the typical all-around 
man among the Pilgrim Fathers. With his birth 
in 1590 at Austerfield, near Scrooby, begins their 
story. He first gave the Pilgrim movement its 
name. Tor twenty-five years he was Governor 
of Plymouth Colony. Theirs is the story of a 
century, ending at about the time of King Will- 
iam III. 

We note several periods: 

1. Rise of the Puritan-Pilgrim influences, 1590- 
1600. 

2. Formation of the Pilgrim Church, at Gains- 
borough and Scrooby. Flights to the Nether- 
lands, 1600-1620. 


3. Development of the Leyden Church, John 
Robinson, pastor, 1610-1620. 

4. Voyages from Holland to England and 
America, struggles and final triumph of the Pil- 
grim enterprise, 1620-1630. 

5. Emigration to America of the Puritans, 
1630-1640. 

6. 1640-1650, the Commonwealth in England. 
Persecution and emigration stopped. There was 
little emigration to New England again until 


‘about 1850. From England and Wales during the 


period from 1630 to 1640 came twenty thousand 
or more emigrants. From this date to 1700 was 
the era of Indian wars, the settlement of Con- 
necticut, New Hampshire, and Rhode Island, the 
New England Confederation, the witchcraft de- 
lusion, and the development of what is most char- 
acteristic of New England. 

By the amalgamation, in 1690, of all the prov- 
inces north of New York into one, and of the 
fusion of the Pilgrims and the Puritans—the Old 
and the Bay Shore colonies—the story of the 
Pilgrims ceased to be of continuous interest, and 
was virtually !ost in that of the much larger 
body of Puritans. 

The true historian will not concentrate atten- 
tion on the one ship “Mayflower,” in which was 
a mixed company of passengers, not by any 
means all of the Pilgrim spirit or experiences. 
We look rather in the Leyden Church and on 
the ships “Speedwell,” “Fortune,” “Charity,” 
“Swan,” “Little James,’ and “Ann,” which 
brought over altogether over two hundred and 
thirty-three colonists. These, with the Iondon 
passengers in the “Mayflower,” formed a true 
type of cosmopolitan America, for among them 
eight nationalities were represented. ‘These were 
English, Scotch, Welsh, Irish, German, Dutch, 
French, Walloon and Fleming from the Belgic 
Netherlands, though the English and Welsh ele- 
ments prevailed. 


PROSPERITY 


After the first two years in Leyden the Pil- 
grims were fairly prosperous. They bought land 
in Clock Alley and built over twenty small 
houses, in which a majority of their families 
lived, and here most of their children were born. 
These used the Dutch language as well as the 
British dialects. They spoke a kind of English 
which would sound very queerly to us now, for 
it was much like that which Irishmen of our day 
pronounce and use. In the Dutch municipal ar- 
chives, as well as in Bradford’s manuscript, we 
see how they spoke and wrote. . Facsimiles of 
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documents in Dutch and English of what relates 
to the Pilgrims in Holland were published at 
The Hague in 1920. 

Great controversies, in politics and religion, 
leading almost to war, broke out among the 
Dutch about 1619; and these founders of Massa- 
chusetts witnessed the troubles of the federal 
government. Barneveldt, in his assertion of 


state right against the supremacy of the national 
asserted the right of secession; 


government, 


what their neighbors in Leyden, the Walloons 
(the “pilgrim fathers” of our Middle States), 
had been already discussing; that is, emigration 
to America. 


EMIGRATION 


These Walloons, or French-speaking Belgians, 
were led by Jesse de Forest, the real founder of 
New York City and ancestor of many thousand 
eminent Americans. ‘They had fled from the 
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THE PILGRIMS ON THE 


while Maurice, the Union general, was like our 
Calhoun. He demonstrated the power of the na- 
tion, and assured the triumph of the Union. In 
this, as in many other details, the Dutch Republic 
furnished precedents to our constitutional fath- 
ers, in their scheme of federal government and 
in our municipal life. The Leyden Church lead- 
ers learned much, also, of university life, and 
the system of elementary public education for 
girls as well as boys, for in Holland women held 
a high place both in law and society. 

Elder Brewster set up a printing press, hoping 
to convert his countrymen to the Separatists’ 
way of thinking; but this failing, largely on ac- 
count of the direct opposition of King James and 
the English ambassador, and the truce being 
about to end next year, they began to think of 

IX—12 


“MAYFLOWER” 


Spanish invasions of 1567. Sixty-eight of their 
churches are known to have existed in the Dutch 
Republic. When Bradford and Robinson refer 
to “the French churches,” the reference is usually 
to these French-speaking people, who were one 
with the Huguenots in faith, even as were the 
Pilgrims with the Turitans. 

The English Free Churchmen, known as Sep- 
aratists, Independents, or Congregationalists, 
were called “Brownists” by Shakespeare, the 
British Government, the Puritans, and other 
State Churchmen. Their constitution was the 
covenant, taken by each member, before the 
church, of loyalty to their Lord Jesus, and of 
mutual love and service to each other, and with 
all who walked in the ways of God, as revealed 
in the Bible. They had no written creed. The 
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words of their Lord, “lo, I am with you always, 
even unto the end of the world,” were for them 
constitution enough. ‘They welcomed to their 
fellowship the members of other churches, and 
into their company all were eligible who would 
take the Covenant. In the theology of 1619 and 
in politics they sided with the Calvinists and 
Unionists, as against the Arminians and State- 
Right party. 

But now, above all other questions; was that 
of preserving their life, names, language, or- 
ganization, and cherished ideas. If they stayed 
in Holland, they would, in a generation or two, 
be swallowed up in the Dutch people, as hun- 
dreds of thousands of other refugees have been, 
as one can see who reads the Dutch door plates 
and city directories of to-day. 

With constant intermarriage going on among 
the young people with the Dutch and Walloons, 
together with the clash of ideas regarding the 
failure of their hoped-for propaganda in Eng- 
land by means of the printing press, and the 
enlisting of their young men in the Republican 
army and navy, they resolved on emigration 
across the Atlantic. ‘This was with the expecta- 
tion of reaching land in the Hudson River 
region, and of being under roof by Christmas. 

The venture was financed in England by the 
Company of the Merchant Adventurers, and two 
ships were secured, both named after English 
flowers. he “Speedwell,” of eighty tons, bought 
in Holland, was to remain as their property in 
America, for fishing and trading purposes. The 
“Mayflower,” of one hundred and eighty tons, 
chartered at Yarmouth, in England, was to come 
into the Thames, gather the London company, 
load with provisions, and meet the Leyden peo- 
ple when the sister ship reached Southampton. 

No one knows just what the quality and com- 
position of this company of emigrants from Lon- 
don were, or how they were chosen, and many 
of its members proved to be of very uncertain 
character. But in Plymouth, the policy of Brad- 
ford, Brewster, and the Leyden men prevailed. 

Evidently the captain of the “Speedwell” feared 
the risks ahead, and made excuses for stopping 
his ship at Dartmouth and Plymouth, causing 
much expense and delay. Then he declared the 
“Speedwell” unseaworthy. So the “Mayflower,” 
with the newly assorted company, in which were 
hardly more than a dozen that had come from 
Leyden, crowded together, sailed. The remain- 
der went back in the “Speedwell,” which proved 
to be a good ship, and earned money for its 
owners. Except as “laborers” going to colonies 
beyond sea, the exact purpose or character of 


the “Mayflower’s” passengers was not known to 
the King’s~ government, which would have 
stopped them, or considered them as deported. 
Probably the Conformists at court were glad to 
be rid of them. 

The great expense and delays had impover- 
ished the Leyden people on board, and came near 
ruining the venture; for the equipment, for mak- 
ing a living on a savage coast, was now very 
slim. The “Mayflower” sailed alone, August 23. 
It was a brave venture of bold hearts. 


THE ARRIVAL IN AMERICA 


No well-lighted and charted coast, life-saving 
stations, or skilled pilots were ready to meet 
these beginners of a better time on the American 
shore, which they sighted on November 9. Their 
only pilot had been once in Virginia, but he knew 
little of the northern coast, and a “pilot” was 
not then the skilled navigator and geographer 
which the licensed pilot must be in our day. Un- 
able to beat southward, they turned the prow of 
the “Mayflower” round, and anchor was dropped 
on November 21, at what is now Provincetown, 
Mass., where rises the graceful memorial tower 
copied after the model at Siena, Italy. 

The Leyden company started as church mem- 
bers, bound to each other by a covenant of mutual 
service and of faith in God, according to the 
original New ‘Testament church government. 
That covenant was now to be expanded and have 
added to it a new element of loyalty. As an 
earthly master, examining their patent, as se- 
cured by the London company, we find they had 
no political status but that which they gave them- 
selves, though they confessed themselves. still 
subjects of King James. The Leyden men were 
still the real leaders, and they having heard the 
mutterings of some among the miscellaneous com- 
pany, “shuffled in,’ as Bradford says, resolved 
upon a framework of social order that should 
include all. The signature of Miles Standish 
on the document represented a powerful element. 

Long accustomed to self-government in the 
church, they had only to follow their habit and 
make a compact to fit the case before them, name 
King James as their ruler, and compel all to 
sign. Yet although this was the age of legal 
fictions, the witty Bradford, at least with his 
keen sense of humor, who always enjoyed a 
joke, must have\smiled inwardly when that royal 
person, James, was written down as “defender 
of the faith.” Possibly this writing may be 
looked upon as the initial scintillation of Amer- 
ican humor, 
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PERILS AND ADVENTURES ON SHORE 


While the women, a noble band, went to work 
washing clothes on the shore, the men explored 
the coast to find a site for the settlement with 
good soil and water. ‘The Indians had met white 
men before, who came as robbers, or as slave 
stealers. How would these peaceable white men 
be received? 

It was no fault of their own that, soon after 
they had landed, they were attacked by the sav- 
ages, who did not know their character. Led 
by Standish, the Pilgrims bravely faced their 


ie 


PILGRIMS GOING TO 


seeds of disease had been sown in their systems 
during their long confinement, when crowded in 
a not over-clean ship. During this Winter, one- 
half of the people on shore, and of the ship’s 
crew, in the same proportion, died. Yet their 
faith sustained these brave pioneers. When 
Spring came, and the flowers peeped forth, and 
the birds sang, not one of the Pilgrim company 
returned; but, thanking God and taking courage, 
they buckled to fresh tasks. 

Other ships followed, and by 1627 the Pilgrims 
had paid their debts. After many other English 
experiments had failed, the Pilgrims demon- 


CHURCH 


FROM A PAINTING BY GEORGE H. BOUGHTON 


foes. Later on the Indians and Pilgrims made 
friends, and a covenant of peace, which was hon- 
orably kept for many years. A large common 
house was first built, where all could live to- 
gether until separate homes were formed. 

Then, on December 21, after long delays, la- 
bors, privations, and hardships, inspiring hopes 
and depressions, during the one hundred and 
forty-three days since the advance guard left 
Leyden, the settlers landed. A boulder which, 
ages before, had been carried on a glacier from 
the far North, was their stepping-stone to a 
continent. John Carver was elected their first 
president. 

Now came perils from within, far greater than 
any from wild beasts or savage Indians. ‘The 


strated that white men could live in the climate 
of New England and win a livelihood. This was 
what impressed Europe more than anything else. 
The Pilgrims, without mining or metals, had re- 
vealed the riches of the new world. 

Other perils had been faced and overcome. 
During this time the company in London and 
Plymouth, England, which financed the Pilgrims’ 
venture, composed of Puritans and State Church- 
men, who did not approve of these “Brownists” 
at new Plymouth, or of their spiritual freedom, 
tried hard to coerce their consciences and to 
foist upon them the kind of ministers they did 
not want. Under Governor Bradford’s orders, 
in each case, after a town meeting, these and 
several scoundrels were deported. In one in- 
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stance, even a “Mayflower” passenger was 
hanged for waylaying and shooting a man. 

Other settlements were made along the coast 
both by respectable people and by men of lewd 
and vicious character. Happily, the Plymouth 
government had at its command and among its 
resources a small but efficient military force to 
execute its orders. This little company of citizen 
rulers, drilled by Captain Miles Standish, kept 
the coast in order and brought both bad Indians 
and worse white men under law and order. In 
a word, the Pilgrim Republic was an epitome of 
our national government. 


FRIENDLY WITH OTHER COLONIES 


On the other hand, these Pilgrims, Christian 
gentlemen and ladies, were possessed of a genius 
for making friends. They were far from being 
what old caricaturists and the latest slanderers 
allege. These say that the Scrooby people were 
driven to Holland by their own intolerance. The 
truth is that they were liberal enough to stand 
illiberality. As aliens in Holland their record 
was a noble one. They had won the regard of 
the Dutch, and now they were to show that for 
their “courteous entreaty’” in the Republic they 
were grateful. So, when “the Pilgrim Fathers 
of our Middle States,’ the Walloons living in 
Nova Belgica, under a civil government within 
the new Dutch province of New Netherland, sent 
from Manhattan to New Plymotth kindly greet- 
ings to their old neighbors in Leyden, these were 
joyfully welcomed. Governor Peter Minuit dis- 
patched from Manhattan his secretary, Isaac de 
Rasieres, with a letter to Governor Bradford. 
It is from this scholarly Dutch gentleman that 
we have the one authentic and detailed word- 
picture of a Pilgrim Sabbath and worship, from 
which George H. Boughton, the painter of the 
Pilgrims, who excels all others in accuracy, ob- 
tained the literary data for his famous picture. 

Bradford doubtless enjoyed a chat in Dutch, 
for he easily and fluently spoke and wrote this 
noble language of progress and freedom. Among 
other things he referred thus gratefully to their 
hospitable treatment while in the Republic: 

“Obliged by the good and courteous entreaty 


which we have found in your country, we and 
our children are bound to be thankful.” 
One of the three historical bronze tablets 


reared in Holland by Americans in honor of the 
Pilgrims bears on its face the above passage from 
Bradford. 

Isaac de Rasieres also told the Pilgrims about 
the Iroquois Indian shell money, or wampum, 


which facilitated trade with the Indians, and 


quickly increased the colony’s wealth. 


THE INDIAN GUESTS 


This pleasant friendship, with direct trade, 
continued for many years, until, instigated by 
the treacherous Stuart King Charles II, who was 
always in debt and ready for new falsehoods, 
the English made conquest of New Netherland, 
in time of peace. 

With the Indians, also, the Plymouth men 
maintained peaceful relations; and the names of 
Squanto and Massasoit, the latter the more hon- 
orable, shine in their annals. On Thanksgiving 
Day, in October, as in Holland, as guests and 
hosts, the red and white men sat down together. 
They vied with one another in the fun of setting 
up the popinjay and shouting; with the stone- 
tipped shaft and “the leaden arrow,” enjoying 
target practice. In that era, wild turkey and 
pigeons, deer and other game, were much more 
plentiful than now. It is probable, however, 
that the Pilgrims obtained most of their food 
at first from the beach, in digging clams, and 
from the sea, in catching fish. The Indians 
showed them how, in many ways, to maintain 
existence, even to the planting, manuring, and 
cultivation of maize. 


BEGINNINGS OF MASSACHUSETTS 


The story of pathfinders and pioneers always 
deserves more space in the telling than that of 
those who follow. English Puritans under John 
Endicott obtained a grant of land on Massachu- 
setts Bay, and joined their countrymen who had 
settled on Cape Ann, in 1626, and abandoned this 
locality in favor of Salem. In 1630, a fleet of 
ships, among them the same “Mayflower” of 
1620, all richly laden with settlers, and their food 
equipment, under the leadership of John Win- 
throp, came over. Houses and villages were 
built, and the seat of government administration 
was fixed, first at Charlestown, then at Boston. 
All these were under town government, and even 
Boston did not become a city until 1834. In New 
England, the town meeting; in the Middle States, 
the township ; in the South, the counties, were 
the units of political order and development. 

The two colonies at Plymouth and on the Bay 
grew up in healthful rivalry, but the Old Colony 
was happily free from the superstitions and in- 
tolerance of the newcomers; for in the science, 
knowledge of the Bible and general school in- 
struction that destroyed witchcraft and kindred 
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delusions, Holland was at this time far ahead of 
England. 

Connecticut and Rhode Island having been 
begun, the New England Confederation was 
formed, which lasted until 1684. 

In the free air and new land of opportunity, 
the Puritans became democratic in government 
and Congregational in their church order. Nev- 
ertheless, they united politics and religion, and 
their government and social system were organ- 
ized under the form of a theocracy, or Old Tes- 
tament, system, prevalent in ancient Israel, and 
at first were almost as intolerant as the govern- 
ments in Europe. Church and State were united 
until well within the nineteenth century. In 
time, however, this attitude of mind was changed 
for the better, and New England became the 
intellectual leader and educator of the Ameri- 
can nation. 

The story of the Pilgrims, who were fewer in 
numbers, is the more picturesque and dramatic. 
These people were the pioneers of the larger 
religious freedom which is now enjoyed by all 
English-speaking people, and for which all na- 
tions on earth are striving. The Pilgrims were 
enlarged, in spirit and temper, by their experi- 
ences in three kinds of life, on an island, on the 
continent of Europe, and in the wilderness. They 
gave the precedents of success to the Puritans, 
and to the Walloons and Dutch, the first settlers 
of the Middle States, who were equally Puritan 
in convictions and experiences. 

The history of the two bodies of people, in 
Old and New England, runs in parallel lines un- 
til 1690. By that time there were in the Old, 
or the Plymouth, Colony and towns about nine 
or ten thousand people, and in the other parts 
of New England, all told, about thirty thousand 
souls. ‘Then the lesser was lost in the greater, 
even as the Walloons were in the Dutch. The 
Puritans, who were more numerous, wealthy, 
learned and of higher social status, made the 
greater force in the making of New England. 

Yet their fused ideals and their mutual influ- 
ences helped most powerfully in the evolution 
of the American commonwealth. The character 
of New England is stamped upon the nation, 
which, in its development, whether ethnic or not, 
or in federal government, is not English, but 
European. ‘The four nations in the British Isles, 
the Northern and the Belgic Netherlanders, the 
French, the Germans, and the Scandinavians, 
have all helped to make us what we are. In 


both our ancestry and evolution we are a com- 
posite people and government, with unique in- 
heritances, achievements, and mighty promise. 


INFLUENCE, OF VIBE) PURDLANS 


It was the Puritans who, by their larger num- 
ber, made New England, and have done so much, 
in every line of human endeavor, for the making 
of the United States. The “Yankees,” as they 
were called, both by themselves and others, be- 
came a notable people of constant and varied 
manual and intellectual industry. Shipbuilding 
flourished until the time of the Napoleonic wars. 
Then the New Englanders turned their attention 
to invention and manufactures. After 1800, the 
emigration westward began on a large scale, and 
the West was settled and built up largely by 
these people, who took the church and school 
with them. 

Although supposed to be both severe in mor- 
als, and narrow, though high and intense, in 
ideals, they formed two truly national universi- 
ties, Harvard and Yale; and, besides, elementary 
school systems in many States, scores of col- 
leges. Most remarkable was the outburst of in- 
tellect in early colonial times, and again in the 
nineteenth century. The wealth of American 
music, art, literature, invention, and enterprise 
that has sprung up in New England make the 
United States an everlasting debtor to the found- 
ers of New England. 

In general, it may be said that we, as a nation, 
are in larger measure indebted to the Puritans; 
while to the much smaller company of Pilgrims 
we are to be grateful for the grand ideas of toler- 
ation, soul-freedom and broad charity, which 
make our country the beacon of hope to the 
world. The parables of the loaves and of the 
mustard seed have found illustration. 

What was merely external, temporary, and 
accidental, in the religious movements of the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, have fallen 
away; and Americans and British now rejoice 
in a common inheritance of language, law, tradi- 
tions, ideals, and ordered liberty. Among the 
most impressive monuments of this pact of en- 
during friendship, we note the unfortified fron- 
tier between Canada and the United States, and 
the statues of Washington and Lincoln erected 
on English soil. These are but the foretoken- 
ings of what the whole world, with its many na- 
tions, is yet to see. 


JESSE DE FOREST 


BY WILLIAM ELLIOT GRIFFIS 


Bricium is one of the oldest divisions of Eu- 
rope. Cesar fought in ancient Belgium, which, 
however, did not become an independent state 
until 1830. The first name of New York State, 
when it had a civil government, was Nova Bel- 
gica, or New Belgic Land. 

A thousand years ago the northern half of 
Belgium was only a sandy waste, with no cities 
on the coast. Droves of wild horses roamed in 
forests where now are farms, towns, and cities. 
Charles the Great, or Charlemagne, was fighting 
the heathen people called the Saxons. After 
many campaigns he subdued them. Then he de- 
ported many thousands of the people from their 
homes in Germany and settled them in the north- 
ern half of Belgic Land. Other thousands had 
fled thither or were fleeing. Hence the names 
Flemings (or, as often pronounced, “Fleeming”) 
and Flanders. 

About this time, also, the natives of the far 
north, variously called Danes, Norsemen, Bay 
People, or Vikings (from the “vicks,” or bays, 
or in English, “wich,” as in Greenwich), had 
begun to build ships with keels. The keel en- 
abled them to row more swiftly over the waves. 
Flax and hemp, intreduced from the south, en- 
abled them also to make large sails. Such in- 
ventions, in that age, were almost as important 
as those of steam and electricity in our day. 

With their “surf-riders,” the Norsemen now 
sailed out on the ocean and visited coasts and 
countries even as far as the Mediterranean. ‘The 
magnetic compass had not yet been brought from 
China, nor was Europe united in Christianity 
and international law. War was the rule, peace 
the exception. Instead of the compass to direct 
them over the pathless sea, these hardy mariners 
took with them ravens. In cloudy weather or 
at night, when approaching land, as they thought, 
they let loose one of these pilot birds. If it re- 
turned, they knew that it had found no place for 
the sole of its foot. If it came not back, they 
rowed in the direction of its flight, and reached 
the shore. At many places they landed, burned 
and killed, so that for centuries in the litanies 
of the Christian churches was the petition, “From 
the fury of the Norsemen, good Lord deliver us.” 
Yet often they made settlements, and married 
the women of the country. In course of time, 
losing their language, they became part of the 


four sorts of British folk, or of the Spanish and 
the French people. 

To guard the coast against these sea-rovets, or 
“free-booters,’ Charlemagne built forts and sta- 
tioned garrisons. He also appointed as guardian 
of the forests which then covered the country 
an officer, from which comes the family name, 
De Forest. 

Four hundred years or more passed; and feu- 
dalism, with its castles, monasteries, and “vil- 
leins,” was the form and rule of society. Thep 
followed the Crusades, which brought the Euro- 
peans in contact with the Orient. After this 
came organized industries, first in guilds, and 
then in private houses; and Belgic Land became 
the richest part of Europe. 

In its southern half, and in northeastern 
France, lived the Walloons, who spoke French. 
They still number about four million people, and 
most of the progressive movements in Belgium 
have originated with them. 

The town of Avesnes, now in France, became 
famous for its textiles and the art of dyeing in 
brilliant colors. Here the De Forests are known 
to have lived from the year 1500, and here Jesse, 
whose name is so closely associated with the 
Walloon emigration to America, and the first 
home-maker in the Middle States, was born in 
1576. 

To his parents all signs had pointed to peace 
and prosperity, and Jesse’s ambition was, no 
doubt, to become a master of his craft, rear a 
family, and live peacefully among his people. 

But new ideas had come in to turn the world 
upside down, as Christianity had done. Hai- 
nault, the province of the De Forests, became 
the center of the Reformation among the Belgic 
folk, who were led by Guido de Bray, who read 
the New Testament in Greek, and wrote the Bel- 
gic Confession of Faith. 

Charles V of the German Empire, though born 
in Ghent and now ruler of the Netherlands, 
was a great military leader, but he could not 
understand the new ideas. He tried to stop the 
movement of free churches and Bible readers by 
burning the preachers; but the tide of freedom 
continued to rise higher. When after the nobles, 
led by William the Silent, had made a compact 
or declaration of right, the spirit of resistance 
to Spain was stiffened, and men began to wear 
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the Silver Half Moon, on which was inscribed 
defiance of Spain. 

After the mob had smashed the images in the 
churches, Philip II of Spain decided to send an 
army into the Netherlands. It was the first body 
of soldiers armed wholly with muskets, led by 
the Duke of Alva. They were to burn, behead, 
and drive out all who held to the new doctrines. 
It was much like the German invasion of 1914. 
To save themselves, a hundred thousand Walloons 
and Flemings fled to England, introducing new 
ideas and industries and changing England from 
an agricultural into a manufacturing and com- 
mexcial country. Probably a quarter of a million 
Belgic folk fled into Holland, so that in one or 
two generations the population of the federal 
Republic, formed in 1579, had risen from eight 
hundred thousand to two million souls. Walloon 
regiments fought under the seven-striped flag on 
land and on the ships of the Republic; the Dutch 
lent many of their ships and furnished one thou- 
sand trained naval artillerists to sink the galleons 
of the Spanish Armada. 

The De Forests were soon scattered, for the 
Walloons had a terrible time of it. “The church 
under the cross” was their name, and the “Lily 
among Thorns” their symbol. Few had expected 
the Spanish invasion would be so sudden. We 
find the father in one city and his sons in three 
other places. 

In Sedan, in 1606, Jesse married Marie du 
Cloux, and here also four of his children were 
born and baptized. Thenceforward, we trace 
Jesse and his family in various places, and from 
communion table to communion table in one or 
the other sixty-eight reformed churches of the 
Walloons that were formed in the Republic. The 
Walloons were the same as the Huguenots in 
faith, doctrine, and ritual. ‘Thousands of them, 
including Jesse’s father, met the English refu- 
gees in Amsterdam, where the fugitives for con- 
science’ sake from many lands found peace 
and protection. 

From the Leyden archives we find that Jesse 
de Forest was living on the Broadway of that 
prosperous city. He had taken out a license, 
and was a recognized member of the guild of 
first-class dyers, whose skill and craftsmanship 
were not in common black, but in varied colors. 
In Leyden four more of his children were born, 
baptized, and, no doubt, educated in the common 
schools, open to every one, girls as well as boys. 


THE LAND OF PROMISE 


Inured to so many changes, flights, and emi- 
grations, this lover of freedom and the rights 
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of conscience had already thought of a home in 
America. For when his fifth child, Rachel, was 
born, in 1609 or 1610, the news of the discovery 
of two noble rivers in the middle region and a 
land of fertility and promise had thrilled all 
Holland. Then began the agitation to form the 
West India Company, and, by colonizing New 
Netherland, to strike at the Spaniards, who 
claimed the continent, and looked on any others 
who attempted settlement as common burglars. 

In Leyden, as neighbor and friend of the peo- 
ple we call Pilgrim Fathers, his hopes were stim- 
ulated, and he began to agitate for the coloni- 
zation of his fellow Walloons. Moreover, having 
a large family on his hands, he was minded to 
be prompt. In fact, he sent in to King James 
his application for land in Virginia, July 21, 
1621, even before he had heard whether the 
“Mayflower” venture had been a success or not. 
He purposed to sail in the Spring of 1622. There 
was no state named Virginia until 1776, and the 
term ‘Virginia,’ in 1621, meant land anywhere 
between Canada and Florida. These Walloons 
wished to keep their language, customs, and 
forms of worship, just as had the Pilgrim Fath- 
ers. Under these conditions they would become 
King James’ loyal subjects; and they added, “but 
not otherwise.” 

So we find Jesse de Forest appearing at The 
Hague, July 21, 1621, before the English ambas- 
sador, Sir Dudley Carleton, the same who tried 
to break up Elder Brewster’s printing press, and 
to arrest him. Curt and disappointing was the 
answer—a decided refusal. It was “not expe- 
dient” for these Walloons “to go in one gross 
body,” but they must be “scattered in boroughs 
and corporations’; in other words, they must be 
obedient to the state church, and lose their lan- 
guage. 

Now, in addition to matters of theology, the 
Dutch were divided on the questions of secession 
and permanent federal union, states rights, and 
national supremacy. Inextricably mixed with 
this was the question of colonizing America. All 
the unionists were in favor of it, and the seces- 
sionists opposed it. 


THE NEW COLONY 


The union cause was triuriphant, and the col: 
onizing ship “New Netherland,” to take Jesse de 
Forest’s colony across the Atlantic, was built 
and launched. Instead of being named the “Half 
Moon,” after the silver crescent worn by the 
deliverers of Leyden, and often inscribed “Lib- 
erty or Death,” the new ship, representing ideas 


168 BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME FAMOUS 


then common to the Republic but unknown in 
England, was named after the new Province. 

Jesse de Forest now enrolled Dutch as well as 
Walloon families. We do not have, as in the 
case of the Pilgrims, a historian, like Bradford; 
but of late years so many documents have come 
to light that we know not only of Dutch ship 
life in 1623, but also of many interesting details 
of De Forest and his company. On board all 
the colonizing ships was a church officer entitled 
“comforter of the sick.” He conducted daily 
prayer, read sermons, started the hymns, and 
was authorized to marry couples, but not to 
administer the sacraments. In fact, he married 
four brides on board the ship “New Nether- 
land.” 

The twelve years’ truce ended in 1621, and 
the war was on again. The chief danger was 
from the Spanish pirates whose lair was at Dun- 
kirk, then on the Belgian coast, but now in 
France—to which place, during our Revolution- 
ary War, the American privateers brought their 
British prizes to sell them. These sea-robbers 
of 1623 sailed out to capture Dutch ships, to 
throw overboard or nail to the deck the sailors, 
and to hold passengers or people of wealth for 
ransom. In the contracts made with teachers, 
ministers, schoolmasters, and others the West 
India Company agreed to continue salary of the 
domine, or pedagogue, while in prison, and to 
pay their ransom. 

These first settlers and home-makers of the 
four Middle States were just as truly pilgrim 
fathers, and just as moral and religious, as the 
founders of the Eastern States. They left Ley- 
den, July I, 1624, and embarked at Amsterdam. 
The gunboat “Mackerel” went ahead, crossed the 
Atlantic, and entered the upper waters of the 
Hudson River. 

Happily the voyage was made without a fight, 
or serious interruption, and the ship “New Neth- 
erland” arrived inside the point, already named 
by the Dutch Sandy Hook, and near the island 
called after the states (Staten) of the Republic. 

The captain of the “Mackerel,” seeing a ship 
bearing the white flag and lilies of the Bourbons, 
and suspecting the design of the French to make 
a settlement, ordered the guns to be run out, 
showing that he meant to enforce the decree of 
the Republic. But no shot was fired, for the 
Frenchmen took the hint, and sailed quietly away. 
So New York was made safe -for free public 
schools and liberty of conscience. 

As yet there were no Dutch settlers in the 
land. Though fur traders and fishermen had vis- 
ited the country during the truce, the Republic 


could not honorably make any settlements on 
territory claimed by Spain. 

During the truce, Captain Block, whose name 
is in “Block Island,” had built a yacht named the 
“Restless,” on Manhattan. In this vessel he sur- 
veyed the coast of Connecticut and visited Ply- 
mouth. He named Rhode (Rood or Rod) Island, 
and his term Woesten Hoek (or place of the 
savages) was later corrupted into Housatonic. 
On his return he showed his map; and the Dutch 
Congress named New Netherland on the same 
day that New England received its official name. 
When organized with a government, of which 
Peter Minuit, a Walloon, was made governor, 
the name Nova Belgica was applied to the new 
country. 

According to the imperative and specified con- 
ditions of their charter, the West India Company 
was obliged to purchase all land occupied by their 
colonists; so calling the savage chiefs together, 
for twenty-four guilders’ worth of trinkets, Min- 
uit bought the island. In Pennsylvania the treaty 
under the tree at Shackamaxon is a matter of 
tradition. In New York the documents showing 
purchase are still extant. No State had so large 
a collection of wampum belts, in token of hon- 
orable transactions with the Indians, as New 
York. From the beginning, the policy of the Re- 
public toward the red men was just and generous, 
despite the foolishness of some of its servants. 

Of the ship’s company eight families of the 
thirty were put ashore on Manhattan, eight at 
the place called Wael Boght, or later Wallabout, 
that is, the Walloons’ cove, or bight. Others 
went up to the head of navigation, at which a 
fur traders’ fort had been built, and where is 
now Albany. The four brides and bridegrooms 
took their wedding trip on a yacht up the Dela- 
ware River to the site of the present Gloucester, 
Ne Te 

In the early eighteenth century, South America 
seemed richer in products, and loomed larger in 
hope and imagination te adventurers, than the 
colder north. Of the two colonizing ships that 
were convoyed by the armed vessels, “Pigeon” 
and “Mackerel,” Jesse de Forest sailed in the one 
bound for Guiana, probably expecting later to 
follow his three children to New Netherland. 
After various adventures, acting often as a peace- 
maker between the natives and the newcomers, 
he died from overexertion and sunstroke, greatly 
lamented, October 22, 1624. 

Three of the children, Henry, Rachel, and 
Isaac, came on the first ship to New Netherland. 
The two first named died early; but Isaac, born 
July 10, 1615, lived to a good old age, acting 
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occasionally as magistrate. He was the founder 
of one of the most noted families in America, 
numbering among them scores of soldiers, in- 
ventors, bankers, authors, philanthropists, and 
men and women of fine public spirit. 
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The story of the Pilgrim Fathers was lost in 
that of the Puritans from 1690 to 1860. To know 
the richness of our inheritance from our com- 
posite ancestry, the full story of the Walloons 
should be recovered. 


HOW, OUR -FOREFATHERS LIVEDZON» THE 
COLONIAL FARMS 


B Yeerere Moet Ra ON: 


IN COLONIAL times there was very little trading. 
The roads were few and in poor condition. There 
were no railroads, and no opportunities on many 
of the farms to make use of boats and water 
transportation. People had to be independent, 
that is to say, self-sufficing. The farm was not 
merely a place for raising live stock, poultry, 
grain, vegetables, and fruit; it was also a manu- 
factory of almost everything needed in daily life. 
The farmer and his family produced the raw 
materials and also made them into useful articles. 


THE MANY TYPES OF THINGS’ MADE 


A few things were purchased from occasional 
traders who came to the farm. A few things 
were purchased in the towns on the infrequent 
visits of the farmer to the more densely settled 
districts. Thus the scythes were made at the 
forge, and only the handles were made on the 
farm. Saws and axes were imported from Eng- 
land, or later from those regions where iron was 
abundant and easy to secure. Not all metal ar- 
ticles were imported. The soft pewter metal 
which went into the forks and knives could often 
be worked into household utensils in the domestic 
factory—the home. 

A list of the articles made on a colonial farm 
is bewildering in its variety to a modern reader. 


LUMBER AND SHINGLES 


The first houses in a new settlement were built 
of logs hewn from the forest trees. Later the 
hewn logs were replaced by lumber, the product 
of the “saw pit.” This saw pit consisted of a 
platform and a pit, dug into a hillside. Here 
with a handsaw two men, one above and the 
other below, were able to cut up logs so as to 
produce about too feet of boards in a day. When 
one thinks_of the contrast between the labor in- 
volved in making boards in that way and at a 


modern sawmill, oné understands why the com- 
ing of machinery led to a change in method of 
work and indirectly to new methods of living. 
Rough clapboards were used to cover the first 
round or hewn log-houses. Later, shingles were 
rived by hand from “bolts” or blocks of wood. 
At first the shingles were used just as they came 
from the frow, the instrument used in the riving. 
Later they were shaved and made perfectly 
smooth. A man could shave about 1,000 shingles 
in a day. Wooden hinges and door latches were 
made, and also hand-wrought iron nails to be 
used in the construction of the house and of the 
furniture. We read that it was not uncommon 
for the country people to erect small forges in 
their chimney corners and to make nails in win- 
ter and on evenings when little other work could 
be done. 


FURNITURE 


The first settlers brought some furniture from 
Europe with them, but as they migrated inland 
it proved to be too bulky to move, so that the 
inhabitants of each new settlement were com- 
pelled to make within their homes such articles 
as tables, stools, cupboards, and bedsteads. 

One way in which the parts of the furniture 
were fitted together can be illustrated by describ- 
ing the making of a three-legged stool, which 
was a common article of furniture in the colonial 
home. ‘Three holes were bored’ in the piece that 
was to be the top of the stool and round legs 
were driven firmly into the holes. The boring 
of the holes was done with an auger which, like 
the other metal tools necessary in the household, 
had been brought from England, or purchased 
from a trader. When the legs had’ been firmly 
driven into their places they were sometimes made 
secure by wrought-iron nails. In the larger 
pieces of furniture wooden pegs were frequently 
used instead of nails. Even bedsteads and tables 
were often made in the same manner as stools. 
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FARM IMPLEMENTS 


The farmer not only made his house and furni- 
ture from lumber, shingles, and nails of his own 
manufacture, but he had to make the implements 
with which to work his farm. These consisted 
of vehicles of transportation, plows, harrows, 
pitchforks, handrakes, shovels, ax handles, hoe 
handles, scythe-snaths, singletrees, doubletrees, 
clips, clevises, laprings, ox yokes, and harness for 
his horse if he chanced to have one. All manner 
of makeshifts were often necessary to supply 
some of these articles. For example, horse col- 
lars were made of corn husks; hames of crooked 
roots; clips, clevises, and laprings of hickory 
withes; ox yokes of bent hickory wood; traces 
and bridles of twisted deer hide, and pitchforks 
from forked boughs or antler horns. 

The first vehicles for transportation were noth- 
ing more than log boats and sleds, wheels being 
luxuries which could not be provided. Later, 
crude but serviceable wagons were made with 
wheels sawed from the trunks of trees. Axles 
were made from hickory or white oak, and a 
coupling pole of like material connected them. 

Plows and harrows were made on the farm 
with little difficulty. At first the harrows had 
wooden teeth and the plows wooden moldboards. 
In the course of time it was possible to procure 
from the blacksmith shop iron teeth for the A- 
shaped harrow and for the point, share, and 
wing of the plow. With the introduction of the 
ironmaker’s trade came the beginnings of a new 
era. The farmer had only to make the beams 
for the harrow and the wooden beam, handles, 
and moldboard for the plow. He began to be 
dependent on somecne else for the metal parts. 
Co-operation had begun. It resulted in better im- 
plements and also in a stronger bond between 
members of the community. 


MILES “OF VARIOUS: KINDS 


Besides making the implements with which to 
till his farm, the farmer and his boys had also 
to make the tools with which the products of the 
farm were brought into condition for use. They 
made their own cider mills, cheese presses, spin- 
ning wheels, flax brakes, swingling knives, wool 
combs, looms, and implements used in making 
hominy and meal. 

We shall gain a clearer view of the effort that 
had to be invested in preparing food if we take 
up in detail the preparation of hominy from 
corn. ‘This was done by means of the “hominy 
block.” The block was made of a large piece 
of wood about three feet long, with a bowl-shaped 


hollow burned in one end. The shelled corn was 
put into this bowl and cracked with a pestle. 
Sometimes a simple hand pestle was used. In 
the fall of the year, while the corn was soft, the 
block and pestle did very well, even for making 
fine meal for johnnycake and mush, but the work 
was slow when the corn became hard. 

A kind of power pestle or sweep was some- 
times used, harnessing the elasticity of nature 
and thus lessening the toil of pounding grain for 
meal. For this sweep a pole of some springy, 
elastic wood, thirty feet long or more, was used. 
The larger end was wedged under the side of 
the house or under a stump. A supporting fork 
was placed under the pole about a third of its 
length from the butt. This was so arranged as 
to raise the small end of the pole about fifteen 
feet from the ground. From the small end was 
hung a heavy piece of wood five or six inches 
in diameter and eight or ten feet long. The 
lower end of this was rounded so as to serve as 
a pestle. The long, springy trunk to which it 
was fastened above tended to overcome the force 
of gravitation and to raise it from the bowl below, 
in which the grain was placed. The worker used 
this great pestle, pulling it down and crushing the 
grain in the hollowed block. He then released 
the pestle, which was raised by the sapling to 
which it was attached above. Sometimes two 
workers used the sweep, crushing the grain more 
effectively by their combined strength. 

The hand mill was also used, and made better 
meal than the mortar or grater. The hand mili 
was like that used by the Indians and other 
primitive people. It was made of two circular 
stones, the lower of which was called the “bed 
stone,” the upper one the “runner.” The upper 
stone was turned with a handle or staff, and the 
grain between the stones was ground to flour. 

Water mills and windmills for grinding grain 
were among the first mechanical conveniences 
set up by the colonists. Food is an absolute ne- 
cessity and much thought would naturally be 
given to finding devices for procuring it more 
cheaply. The work of preparing grain could of 
course be done much more easily and cheaply 
when the winds and waterfalls were harnessed 
to help man. The primitive stone mills and the 
pestles did not disappear, however. Not every- 
one lived near a waterfall, and the wind could 
not be depended on to blow when it was needed. 


CANDLES 


The colonists had to provide themselves with 
lights for their evenings. Kerosene, gas, and 


MEN WHO MADE THE UNITED STATES 171 


‘electricity were unknown, and less satisfactory 
means had to be used. One such means was 
candlewood, which was nothing more than the 
knots and hearts of resinous pine trees. ‘Then, 
too, rushes were used after being dipped in tallow 
or grease. Oils from fish, bear, whale, and moose 
all did good service. Most important of all, how- 
ever, were the candles made from the tallow of 
the berries of the bay, a bush found in all the 
Colonies, and candles from animal tallow, whale 
oil, and honeycomb wax. 

Bayberry candles were made from the wax or 
tallow extracted from the berry of the bay, a 
plant which grew abundantly in the neighborhood 
of the sea. The berries were gathered late in 
the fall and thrown into a kettle of boiling water. 
The fat melted out and floated to the top of the 
water and was skimmed off. On cooling, this 
tallow was melted over again, to refine it. Re- 
fined bayberry wax has a transparent green color. 
Candles were made of this tallow just as they 
were made of the tallow from the animals killed 
on the farm. Before the advent of candle molds, 
which made it easier to make candles, and before 
the coming of the itinerant candlemakers, candles 
were made by dipping. Wicks were prepared and 
dipped into hot wax or tallow. They were then 
lifted out and the wax allowed to cool and harden. 
The dipping was repeated until enough wax had 
hardened around the wick to make a usable 
candle. 


LEATHER ARTICLES 


The hides of animals killed for food on the 
farm, or of the deer, squirrels, raccoons, rabbits, 
beavers, and foxes shot or trapped in the woods, 
were used for many purposes. Deerskins were 
made into hunting shirts, breeches, coats, leg- 
gings, and moccasins. Gloves and mittens were 
made from the skins of squirrels and beavers, caps 
from the skins of raccoons, bears, foxes, cats, 


rabbits, and woodchucks. Bearskins were made 
into beds and bedding. From the deerskins and 
cowhides, moccasins, shoepacks, and shoes were 
made. The preparation of the material and the 
making of all of these articles were done on the 
farm, the work being the duty chiefly of the men 
and boys. 

Tanning the hides was a long, laborious proc- 
ess. They were first thoroughly dried and then 
thrown into a vat of strong lye. The lye caused 
the hair to loosen and fall off. The skins freed 
from hair were then placed in another vat of 
liquid made from black-oak bark, and were al- 
lowed to remain several months. When taken 
out of this they were scraped and softened with 
bear’s oil. They were then ready to be made into 
shoes, boots, and harness. 

The tailoring of the leather suits usually fell 
to the male portions of the family, since the hard 
material was rather difficult for the women and 
girls to handle. Large needles or shoemakers’ 
awls were used in the sewing process. The thread 
was made either of the sinews from the legs of 
the deer or by cutting a long strip from the deer- 
skin. The latter was called “whang.” It was 
cut as small as possible so that it could be used 
as thread in the awls or needles. Although the 
products of this crude tailoring were often rough 
and uncomfortable, especially after getting wet 
and stiff, they were very useful in protecting 
their wearers. 
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CLOTH 


While the farmer and his boys were busy sup- 
plying leather clothing, the wife and daughters 
were manufacturing cloth to be used for wearing 
apparel and as household textile supplies. Cloth 
was made from cotton, wool, or flax. ‘The mak- 
ing of these involved the preparation of the raw 
material for the spinning wheel and loom and 
bleaching and dyeing the finished product. 


WOLFE AND MONTCALM AT QUEBEC 


BY MALCOLM HOMER 


“Ou vive?” (Who goes there?”) 

From the shadows of the great rock, on whose 
summit is the city of Quebec, came the challenge 
of the French sentry, posted in the woods at the 
base. 

It was a moonless September night, in 1759. 
Close to the northern shore of the St. Lawrence 
dim shapes that might be boats came drifting 


down with the tide. The sentry peered through 
the gloom. By the pale light of the stars, the 
shapes took on a more distinct form. Perhaps 
his quick ear caught the wash of the water. 
“Oui vive?” he called again, raising his musket 
to his shoulder. 

“France!” was the response, from somewhere 
in the murk of the river, 
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“A quel régiment?” (“To what regiment?”), 
demanded the sentry. 

‘De la Reine” (“The Queen’s’”), came the 
answer, in perfect French. 

This satisfied the man on guard. He had been 
told that French boats, with supplies, would pass 
down the river that night. 

So the boats drifted on. Again came a chal- 
lenge; again an answer that lulled the sentry’s 
suspicions. 

Pretty soon, the little fleet of transports, filled 
with British soldiers, made a landing at the spot 
selected in advance. Their leader was General 
Wolfe, and he had come to storm the Heights of 
Abraham, and take Quebec. 

This was to be the climax of the war between 
England and France for the possession of North 
America. ‘To understand just what it meant, let 
us glance at some of the thrilling events which 
preceded it. 


THE MARQUIS OF MONTCALM 


In the year following the defeat of General 
Braddock, in his march to Fort Duquesne, Great 
Britain declared war against France, and sent an 
army under General Abercrombie to America. 
The French were fortunate in having a much 
greater soldier, the Marquis of Montcalm. A 
captain at eighteen, he had served with distinc- 
tion in Italy and Germany; and soon after taking 
command of the forces in Canada, his military 
genius was brilliantly displayed. While the Eng- 
lish were making a great show of preparation at 
Albany, Montcalm took an army across Lake 
Ontario, attacked Oswego, and destroyed it, thus 
wresting from England at one blow the command 
of the lakes. 

In the preceding year, Sir William Johnson, a 
remarkable Irishman, had gained a victory over 
the French on Lake George, and built Fort Will- 
iam Henry, to prevent approach to the Hudson. 
The French, in turn, fortified Ticonderoga, 
on Lake Champlain; and, in 1757, Montcalm 
marched out with an army of over 7,000. The 
English at Fort William Henry were greatly out- 
numbered, and were soon compelled to surrender, 
though upon honorable terms. Under the direct- 
ing genius of Montcalm, the French held a chain 
of forts which cut off England on the west, and 
left her without a foothold in all the Ohio 
valley. From the St. Lawrence to Louisania, 
I‘rance was master. “Weare no longer a nation,” 
came the despairing ery from England. 

But now the great English statesman, William 
Pitt, took the war in hand. The American 
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colonists came to his support, and three expedi- 
tions were sent against the French. One of these 
was to capture Louisburg, a town of Cape Breton 
Island, commanding the entrance to the Gulf of 
St. Lawrence. Under its commander, General 
Amherst, was James Wolfe, at the head of a 
brigade. Rowing through the surf, his men 
silenced the French batteries; a siege followed, 
and in a few weeks the whole province of Cape 
Breton was England’s. 


MONTCALM AT TICONDEROGA 


This was late in July, 1758. Earlier in the 
same month, Great Britain sent General Aber- 
crombie, with an army of 15,000 British and 
colonial soldiers, against Ticonderoga, which was 
held by only 4,000 Frenchmen under Montcalm. 
Lord Howe, leading the advance, fell in the first 
assault. Then the British, underestimating the 
strength of the fort, charged the entrenchments 
again and again, only to be repulsed with great 
slaughter. After losing nearly 2,000 men in 
killed and wounded, they retired to Fort George. 

The British, however, took Fort Frontenac, 
where Lake Ontario empties into the St. Law- 
rence; then, late in November, George Washing- 
ton raised the British flag over the ruins of Fort 
Duquesne, which was now named Pittsburg, in 
honor of William Pitt, whose able conduct of the 
war was beginning to show definite results. 

In spite of all that Montcalm could do, France 
now faced a losing fight. The British had 50,000 
men in the field; the French, greatly outnum- 
bered, were threatened with a shortage of food 
as well. In July, 1759, Sir William Johnson 
crushed the French army under General D’Aubry, 
marching to relieve Fort Niagara, and took the 
fort itself; a few days later General Amherst, 
with superior forces, drove the French from 
Ticonderoga, and recovered the country around 
Lake Champlain. 

The conquest of Canada was now in order; 
to effect this, it was necessary to take Quebec. 

This city occupies a headland on the north bank 
of the St. Lawrence, at the mouth of the St. 
Charles. It is divided into an upper and a lower 
town; to the southwest stretch the Heights of 
Abraham. Founded in 1608 by Champlain, its 
handful of defenders, twenty years later, were 
forced to yield it to an English expedition led by 
a French Huguenot. A little later, England re- 
turned it to France; and now, in 1759, it had 
become Canada’s one great bulwark against 
invasion. 
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AT THE CLIFFS OF QUEBEC 


The citadel of Quebec was looked upon as 
another Gibraltar. So steep and high were the 
cliffs that it did not seem possible to scale them; 
at the point least difficult to climb, a hundred men 
could easily have stopped an army. So Mont- 
calm, holding Quebec with some 7,000 men, and 
knowing that the British could attack by land 
only from the quarter defended by the cliff, 
awaited his foe with confidence. 

But Pitt was determined that Quebec should 
be taken, and the honor of leading an army 
against it was conferred upon the dashing young 
officer who had played such a brilliant part in the 
capture of Louisburg. James Wolfe, now pro- 
moted to the rank of General, was only thirty- 
three; but the French knew him for a daring and 
resourceful soldier, and realized that Quebec 
would not be safe until his army had sailed away. 

Up the St. Lawrence, late in June, came a fleet 
of forty ships—anchoring a few miles below 
Quebec, and landing 8,000 soldiers at the Isle of 
Orleans. 

Throughout the summer months the British 
made repeated attempts to take the city; but the 
French, protected by five miles of entrenchments 
along the northern banks, were able to hold their 
own. The British artillery posted at Point Levi 
opened fire on the town, working great havoc in 
the lower section; but the citadel itself seemed 
as strong as ever, and Montcalm, relying on the 
natural barrier of the cliffs, resisted all attempts 
to dislodge him. 

The French, though well aware that they faced 
a determined foe, felt much encouraged. In July 
the British had tried to storm their entrenchments 
by fording the Montmorency, six miles northeast 
of Quebec, while troops from Point Levi crossed 
the St. Lawrence to support the attack. But the 
boats stuck fast, the tide began to rise; when 
the soldiers who had forded the stream rushed, 
unsupported, against the enemy, they were driven 
back with great loss, and withdrew to the camp 
at Montmorency. 


WOLFE’S BOLD PLAN 


Wolfe, who could not bear inactivity, was so 
distressed by the various delays and failures, and 
so worn with fatigue and anxiety, that he fell 
sick with a fever, and was for some time con- 
fined to his tent. But his strong spirit prevailed. 
As soon as he could force himself to his feet, he 
bent all his energies to the bold plan of scaling 
the precipice, and storming the Heights of 
Abraham. 


Early in September, the British broke camp, 
and proceeded up the river. What did they mean 
to do? The French could by no means make out. 
But they saw the foe abandoning his position, the 
soldiers embarking once more on the ships; and 
hope ran high. It was late in the season, so it 
seemed likely that the British had grown dis- 
couraged, and meant to give up their campaign. 

Montcalm, however, was none the less watch- 
ful; for weeks he had not removed his clothing. 
The forces above Quebec were strengthened, and 
made ready to resist the British, who opened fire 
from their ships, and made a pretense of landing 
in their boats. Up and down the river, the fleet 
drifted with the tide, keeping the French in a 
constant state of uncertainty and alarm. 

Meanwhile Wolfe, field-glass in hand, scanned 
the rocky wall, hoping to discover some path by 
which it might be possible to climb it. Noting, 
at last, some tents pitched on the brink of the 
cliff, he detected a kind of dim trail, up which 
an active man might clamber by grasping the 
rocks and bushes. This place to-day is known as 
Wolfe’s Cove. 

The plan seemed desperate enough. ‘Tents 
pitched there indicated the presence of soldiers. 
It was, in fact, well guarded, while two other 
posts near by were provided with troops and 
cannon. But Wolfe’s mind was made up. There 
lay the way to Quebec; he would travel it, or 
perish. 


SCALING THE HEIGHTS 


The movements of the British fleet wholly de- 
ceived the French. It had menaced their army 
above Quebec, and worn it out with marching 
to and fro. At dusk, on September 12, the ships 
lay ten miles below the scene of that mock battle, 
and once more opened fire. Boats were manned, 
the shore was raked with cannon shot. A general 
attack seemed under way, and Montcalm mar- 
shaled his forces to prevent the threatened 
landing. 

Meanwhile, far up the St. Lawrence, Wolfe 
was collecting his troops—five thousand men in 
all. Entering the transports, they waited for 
the tide to turn; then drifted silently down the 
river. 

Wolfe could not rid himself of the idea that 
he was fated to die in this battle. He was en- 
gaged to marry an English girl, whose portrait 
he now drew from his breast-pocket, with the re- 
quest that his friend who sat next him would 
return it to her. Then, as the boats slipped 
along with the current, he seemed lost in thought. 
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Presently he began, in an undertone, to recite a 
poem: Gray’s famous “Elegy in a Country 
Churchyard.” Its somber sentiment appeared to 
be in harmony with his mood When he came to 
the line, “The paths of glory lead but to the 
grave,” he inclined his head in approval. Then, 
having finished the recital, he remarked to those 
around him: 

“I would rather be the author of that poem 
than take Quebec.” 

Landing in the cove, volunteers in the leading 
boat sprang out, and began to scale the cliff. 
Wolfe, with the others, waiting below, soon heard 
shots, followed by English cheers. In a short 
time, the army had climbed the precipice. The 
volunteers in the advance had surprised the 
guard, and overpowered it; when the guns at the 
two stations near by opened fire, the British at- 
tacked and captured them. 


DEATH OF TWO HEROES 


With the French on either side, Wolfe knew 
that he must conquer or be crushed; retreat was 
out of the question. Near at hand were the open 
plains known as the Heights of Abraham, and 
here he drew up his army in line of battle. 

Amazed at the news, Montcalm made all haste 
to throw his forces between Quebec and the 
British. His men were not so well disciplined 
as Wolfe’s, and he was obliged to advance with- 
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out support from the garrison of the citadel. The 
French opened fire with their cannon; the 
Canadians and Indians advanced, taking aim from 
clumps of bushes, and seizing every advantage of 
the ground as they discharged their muskets. 
Then, in battle formation, they renewed the ad- 
vance, firing as they came. 

The British troops coolly held their fire till 
the enemy was not more than forty yards away. 
Then volley after volley was poured into the 
French ranks, throwing them into the greatest 
confusion. They began to retreat; the British 
charged, and the retreat became a rout. 

Wolfe, in the lead, was twice wounded. Then 
a bullet pierced his breast, and he sank to the 
ground. 

“Look!’’ said an officer, bending over him. 
“They run, they run!’ 

“Who run?” asked the dying General, feebly. 

“The French, sir. They are running every- 
where.” 

“Then I die happy,” said Wolfe; and, saying 
this, he expired. 

Soon after, Montcalm fell, mortally wounded. 

“How long have I to live?” he asked. 

“But a few hours,” answered the surgeon. 

“That is well!” exclaimed the heroic French- 
man. “I shall not live to see Quebec surrender.” 

A few days later Quebec was in English hands 
and France’s dream of empire in America was 
over. 


HENRY 


By ELBRIDGE S. BROOKS 


Every boy and girl loves to hear a great speaker, 
and almost everyone has heard of the wonderful 
orator who stirred up the people and made them 
resist the tyrant King of England, who made our 
forefathers pay unjust taxes and kept them from 
being a free and independent people. 

His name was Patrick Henry. Like almost all 
other great men, he had an interesting life. He 
made himself what he was. After failing in 
several other undertakings, he finally entered 
the calling to which he was exactly suited, and 
became famous. 

His life will teach my girl and boy readers not 
to despair if they fail once or twice, but to keep 
on trying. There is some line of work or some 
profession in which every boy and girl can suc- 


*From “True Stories of Great Americans,” by Elbridge S. Brooks. 
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ceed, if they will only do as Patrick Henry did, 
find out just what they can do best; and, once 
they have undertaken it, stick to it and work with 
all their might. Like George Washington and 
Thomas Jefferson and many of the great men in 
the early history of our country, Patrick Henry 
was born and raised in Virginia. His father was 
named John Henry, and came to this country, 
when a boy, from Scotland, about the year 1730, 
to seek his fortune in the New World. He got 
acquainted with the governor’s family, and the 
governor introduced him to a Colonel Syme, who 
commanded the soldiers in Virginia. John Henry 
became a great fend of Colonel Syme and his 
wife. Mr. Henry also had a good education, and 
he was very useful to the governor in the Colony. 


Used by permission of the publishers, John C. 
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After a while he wrote back to his brother 
Patrick, in Scotland, who was a minister of the 
Church of England, and invited him to come to 
this country. Soon the Rev. Patrick Henry ar- 
rived. He was a smart man and quite an orator, 
and was made the preacher of St. Paul’s Parish 
in Hanover, Virginia. It was for this good man 
that Patrick Henry, our great orator, was after- 
ward named. 

Colonel Syme, who commanded the Virginia 
soldiers, died, and his good friend John Henry, 
was made Colonel in his stead. After a little 
while he married Mrs. Syme, the widow of his 
former friend, and they had two sons; the older 
one they named William, after the brother of 
Mrs. Henry, and the younger boy was named 
Patrick, after his father’s brother, whom we 
have just told you about. 


BOYHOOD 


The two boys, William and Patrick, grew up 
together, and until Patrick was ten years old, he 
and his brother William went to school in the 
neighborhood, where they learned to read and 
write and studied arithmetic. About this time 
their father opened a grammar school in his own 
house, and the boys attended this school, where 
they studied Latin and also a little Greek. Patrick 
was, however, more fond of arithmetic and al- 
gebra and geometry. In fact, he disliked to study 
anything else, and if we must tell you the plain 
truth—he was very lazy about studying anything, 
and got out of all the lessons he could without 
telling stories or being dishonorable. Like George 
Washington, he always told the truth, and is 
said never to have done a dishonorable thing in 
his life. 

But when it came to play, Patrick was differ- 
ent. He loved to play ball, to go swimming, and 
to go hunting. So fond was he of the woods that 
sometimes when the school hour arrived Patrick 
was far away in the forest with his gun and his 
dog, or along the banks of the brook with his 
angle-rod, though it is said he seldom brought 
home any fish. In vacation time, as soon as 
he got his breakfast in the morning, he was 
away to the woods, where he would spend whole 
days together, for weeks at a time, seemting to 
grow more fond of the deep and lonely stillness 
of the vast forest, which covered almost the 
entire country at that time. 

He preferred rather to go alone than with the 
other boys and join in the jolly fox-chase or 
rabbit hunt, as boys do now and as boys did 
then. It is true that he often started off with 
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them, but after a little while they would find out 
that Patrick was not among them. Sometimes 
they would follow him, and they would nearly 
always find him lying alone by some rippling 
brook, where he seemed to be delighted with the 
music of the waters, or he would be flat on his 
back looking up into the blue sky. They naturally 
thought that he was too lazy to run about with 
them, but often when they slipped up on him, 
they would hear words in measured tones of 
oratory coming from his lips. He always seemed 
much ashamed when they caught him “talking to 
himself,’’ as they called it, and he was too modest 
to tell them what he really was doing. It was 
found out in later life that he was thinking of the 
beauties of nature, studying about the strange 
things in the woods, and the streams, and the sky, 
and making to himself pretty speeches about 
them or about people. Thus we see, in early life, 
how his mind was inclined, and how he was 
naturally training himself. 

There were at that time a great many deer in 
Virginia, and it was sport to hunt them with dogs. 
One part of the men and boys who went out to 
hunt would go on what they called the “drive;” 
that is, they would take the dogs and go into a 
part of the forest and march straight through. 
If the dogs “jumped” a deer, it would run off 
in the other direction. The hunters followed, the 
dogs barking and the men hallooing with all their 
might, and the poor frightened deer would speed 
away in the other direction, as fast as its nimble 
legs would carry it. The other part of the men 
were called the “standers.” They would go a 
mile or two ahead of where they expected to start 
the deer, and stand in the little forest paths along 
which the animals passed to and fro in the forest. 
When the frightened deer came bounding along 
the pathway, the “standers’”’ would shoot it down. 

When the deer was killed, the lucky hunter 
would blow his horn with all his might, and all 
the hunters would come together, and they would 
have a great jubilee. They had a fashion, when 
a young man first killed a deer, to take the blood 
of the animal and literally smear him all over 
with it, and it is said that Patrick, although he 
was a constant hunter, was a good deal larger 
and older boy when he got his first smearing than 
a majority of his companions in the neighbor- 
hood. Patrick Henry was very fond of deer 
hunting, but he never went on the “drive.” He 
always took one of the “stands,” and was not 
at all choice about which stand they gave him, 
for it seems he would much rather remain alone 
with his thoughts than to be the heroic hunter 
who should bring down the deer.. In fact, he 
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frequently failed to answer the call of the lucky 
hunter who bagged the game, and was absent at 
the jollification around the slain animal. This 
was a breach of politeness on the part of the 
hunter which his companions were very slow to 
forgive. We must not conclude, however, that 
Patrick did not like society. On the contrary, 
he was very fond of it, but his enjoyments were 
of a peculiar cast. He did not mix in the wild 
and mirthful scenes, but usually sat quiet, taking 
little part in the conversation, seldom, it is said, 
ever smiling or telling a joke. He seemed lost 
most of the time in his thoughts. For this reason, 
people used to think he did not know what was 
going on; but they found out their mistake when 
they asked him about it, for he was able to re- 
peat every word of the conversation better than 
any of the others could do it. Patrick was very 
fond of music, and he learned to play on the flute 
and violin, and often, at the country parties, he 
played the fiddle for many a jolly “old Virginia 
reel,” which was the most popular dance in those 
days. He frequently joined in the dance, and, 
while he appeared to enjoy it immensely, it was 
said that he was very awkward and danced all 
over rather than with his feet. It was funny to 
see his long lanky arms and his big shoulders 
flying and shrugging about, while his feet seemed 
so heavy that he could scarcely get them off the 
floor. 


SCHOOL-DAYS ARE OVER 


Patrick’s school-days ended when he was fif- 
teen years of age. By that time there were so 
many brothers and sisters in the family that the 
father was scarcely able to support them; so he 
had to let the two older boys leave school. Pat- 
rick was placed behind the counter of a country 
store, where he stayed for one year as a clerk. 
His father then thought Patrick and William 
ought to be able to run a store for themselves, 
so he bought them a stock of goods, and in a 
country store “set them up in trade,” as it was 
then called. 

Patrick was the manager of the store, because 
he had a year’s experience, and William, though 
older, must be his clerk, at least until he could 
learn all the mysteries of storekeeping from his 
younger brother. But the boys thought that 
keeping store wasn’t work, but only play, and 
all they needed to do was merely to wait on the 
customers, and give them what they called for. 
Furthermore, they thought everybody was per- 
fectly honest, and so they were generally, but 
often people who do not have the money buy 
more things than they can pay for. So Patrick 


and William trusted everybody and about one- 
half of the time forgot to charge the things they 
sold on credit, and, at the end of the year when 
their father came to see how much money they 
had made, lo! he was surprised to behold that 
they had sold almost everything in their store, 
and that they had very little money, and what 
they had charged up to the neighbors, if all 
collected, would not leave one-half so much as 
he had started the boys in business with at the 
beginning. 

Thus Patrick Henry and his brother had proved 
great failures as merchants, and they had to hunt 
work with the farmers, or be clerks in other 
stores where they would have nothing to do with 
the management. But while the money had been 
wasted, Patrick’s time had not been wasted. His 
store was one of the most popular places in the 
neighborhood. People used to go there to talk 
and gossip with the “Henry boys,” as they called 
them. No other place was so entertaining, or 
such a jolly good place to go. Every Saturday 
afternoon and almost every night found quite a 
throng of men and boys seated before the store 
door in the summer-time, or on boxes inside the 
store in the Winter, in animated conversation. 

No matter where else they might go, they 
never talked as they did in the “Henry boys’” 
store. The reason of it was this: Patrick Henry, 
while he did little talking himself, every time he 
could get a crowd together began to ask some- 
body questions about some matter of history or 
something of common interest. He would carry 
his questions from one to another, around the 
company, until he would get them into a lively 
debate, which often ended in quarrels and some- 
times in a fist-fight, for they were great fighters 
in those days. 

But no matter what they were doing, whether 
engaged in heated discussions or pommeling each 
other with their fists, Patrick was watching them 
and studying human nature. You remember that 
he formerly studied the woods, the birds, the 
brooks and the things he found in the forest. 
He was now studying men, and how they might 
be moved to good or bad deeds by speech. Per- 
haps he had no thought of ever becoming a great 
orator. He studied human nature because he 
loved to be doing it, and he thus gained knowl- 
edge of men which afterward enabled him to 
control them so powerfully with his wonderful 
eloquence. 

During this period at the store, Patrick also 
began to read books of history. He particularly 
loved to study the lives of the grand old Greek 
and Roman heroes. He read all the orations of 
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that wonderful orator, Demosthenes, who lived in 
the city of Athens more than three hundred 
years before Christ, and who used to make such 
fiery orations against King Philip of Macedon, 
who was oppressing his countrymen, so that the 
people of Athens would rise up and shout in their 
frenzy, ‘Let us march against Philip.” He read 
also the beautiful speeches of Cicero, the silver- 
tongued orator of the Romans, whose voice was 
so melodious, words so well chosen and sentences 
so beautifully put together that it was like listen- 
ing to sweet enchanted music to hear him speak. 

Frequently, when customers came into the 
store, they heard Patrick in the back room, re- 
peating some of these master orations, and they 
used to pause in the doorway before asking for 
the goods they wanted, and listen for a few 
moments to the beautiful expression he gave 
them. Thus it will be seen how he prepared him- 
self to speak as forcibly as Demosthenes, yet as 
musically and beautifully as Cicero. Let not any 
of my young readers think this time was wasted. 
Not so; it was very profitably spent. It is not 
what we learn in school so much as the private 
training we give ourselves which makes us great 
in any cause. 

We have spoken above of Patrick Henry’s 
playing the violin and flute at country parties. 
Like all true-hearted and manly boys, he liked 
the girls, and was fonder of being with them than 
in the society of the men, for he was always 
pure-minded and never given to telling vulgar 
stories, nor did he enjoy listening to them frem 
others. At one of the parties he attended, when 
he was about seventeen years of age, he met and 
fell in love with a farmer’s daughter, and when 
he was only eighteen years old did a very foolish 
thing which we would not advise any of our 
young readers to imitate. What did he do, did 
you ask? Why, at this early age he got married, 
without any money himself, and his wife’s father 
was so poor he could not help her. What do you 
think of an eighteen-year-old boy with a wife? 

One day soon after the wedding, Mr. John 
Henry and Mr. Shelton—that was the name of 
Patrick’s wife’s father—met, and, between them, 
gave the young people enough land to make them 
a small farm. They built them a little house, 
and the young husband went to work with a will 
digging in the earth to support himself and his 
wife. Their little cottage consisted of two rooms; 
one in which they cooked and ate, and the other 
was their sleeping-room, their sitting-room, their 
parlor, and their spare-room, so that when any of 
their friends came to see them and stayed all 
night, as they frequently did, Patrick and his 


wife gave up the bed to the visitors and made for 
themselves a pallet in a corner. ‘This, you must 
remember, was not as poor a home as Abraham 
Lincoln had when he was a boy; but a poorer 
one than he had when he started his married life. 

Many a day you might have seen Patrick, then 
a young husband not yet nineteen years of age, 
plowing among the stumps in his “new ground,” 
as he called it, cleared up in front of his cabin, 
with his happy girl-wife busy inside the house, or 
feeding the chickens about the door. It was too 
bad that the first year the crop on Patrick’s farm 
was a failure. He did not make enough to keep 
them alive and in the poorest kind of clothes. He 
proved himself to be as poor a farmer as he had 
been a merchant, for at the end of the year he 
came out in debt. He and his wife talked the 
matter over, and it was decided that they should 
get out of debt by selling their little farm and 
all they had, and he should take the remainder 
of the money and go again into business as a 
merchant. He no doubt flattered himself that he 
would be able to profit by his past experience 
and make a success. The farm was sold, and the 
store was opened. 

His old friends came again. He had no trouble 
to get customers, but he was too good-hearted to 
press anybody for money; and he occupied so 
much time in playing his violin and flute for the 
pleasure of those who came to his store to buy, 
and got up so many debates, and his customers 
had such a good time generally, that at the end 
of two years he was worse off than before and 
had to give up his store. Thus, before he was 
more than twenty-three years of age, he had 
failed twice as a merchant, once as a farmer, and 
altogether in everything else he had attempted to 
do except to make people like him and to learn 
more about human nature and the way to control 
and influence men. In this he was wiser than 
anyone else about him. 

The little store being given up, he did such 
various jobs of work as he could get and thus 
earned a poor support for his family. He had 
by this time also become a great reader. During 
his idle hours he studied geography and history. 
learned all about the different countries, their 
rulers and their manners and customs. He was 
said by everybody to be the best-read man in 
the community. 

Often he had to go hungry, or eat the very 
poorest and coarsest of food, but he was always 
cheerful and never despondent. “No use of cross- 
ing the bridge before we get to it,” he used to 
say to his wife. “There is a good time coming 
by and by” was another of his favorite expres- 
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sions, though there was little prospect at this 
time for any good times for Patrick Henry or 
his family. But it did come, as we shall see, and 
one of the best lessons which young people can 
learn from his life is that of cheerfulness and 
hopefulness. He was, also, truthful and rigidly 
honest, as we have said before. He was, also, a 
man of very firm character. He could not be 
led into anything he thought was wrong, and he 
was a believer in God and a true Christian. Thus 
he was able to be cheerful and hopeful under 
troubles which would cause many men to despair. 

Up to this time he had never thought of be- 
coming a lawyer, nor had any of his friends 
suggested it to him. He had not made a public 
speech, not even in a debating society, but he 
had read the history of the nations of the world; 
he had studied oratory for his own pleasure, and 
it suddenly dawned upon him that he might make 
a lawyer. 


BECOMES A LAWYER 


When Patrick Henry was twenty-four years 
old, he set to work to read law. For six weeks 
or two months he shut himself up with a few 
law books, and then he went before the board of 
examiners and asked them to see if he did not 
know enough to practise law. He told them how 
much he had read, and they laughed at him; but 
in talking with him they found out that he knew 
so much about history and other things that a 
lawyer needed to know, that two of them gave 
him their consent to practise. 

The other one of the examiners, Mr. Randolph, 
who was not present when the other two gave 
him their consent, was so shocked at Mr. Henry’s 
personal appearance and poor clothes, when he 
came to see him, that he told him he was not 
fit to be a lawyer—that no man who looked like 
him could be a lawyer, and he would not examine 
him at all. This made Patrick angry, and he 
answered the learned man in such a manner and 
gave him such a lecture on his duty that Mr. 
Randolph was greatly surprised, and he tried to 
punish Mr. Henry for it by getting him into an 
argument in which he meant to show him how 
ignorant and unfit he was; but here Patrick 
Henry was at home, and he talked so well that 
the judge exclaimed: “Mr. Henry, I will never 
trust to appearances again. If your industry be 
only half equal to your genius, you will become 
an honor to your profession;” and he signed Pat- 
rick Henry’s license, though it is said young 
Henry was at this time so ignorant of the forms 
of practice that he could not make out a case or 
present it before the court. 


Like most young lawyers, he had to wait a 
good while before he had anything to do, and 
when it came it was rather by accident; but it 
gave him an opportunity, and that opportunity 
made him famous. 


HIS FIRST CASE 


We will now tell you about his. first law case 
and his first speech. There was at that time in 
Virginia an established church such as they have 
in England. It was called the Episcopal Church, 
and the ministers were hired by the Governor. 
Virginia was a great tobacco-raising country, and 
they had a law that the farmers might pay their 
debts in tobacco. The sheriff and the judges of 
the court were paid so much a year in tobacco 
for their services, and the ministers also received 
a certain number of pounds of tobacco each year. 

This law was made to hold good for only ten 
months, and after that time they again paid in 
tobacco, the price of which had gone down as low 
or lower than it had been before. But a few 
years later there came another short crop in 
tobacco, and the price went up to fifty shillings 
again, so the farmers had another law made per- 
mitting them to pay in money, but they very 
cautiously made this new law so that it would not 
run out; but the ministers seemed not to have 
noticed it was so made and after the first year 
wanted their pay in tobacco again, because it 
would bring them nearly double what they would 
get if they were paid in money. 

This brought on quite a war between the people 
and the ministers, and they had a big suit in 
court. The farmers were very angry with the 
clergymen, and the clergymen were very angry 
with the farmers, each party accusing the other 
of wanting to cheat. The clergymen sent word 
to the King of England, and the king took their 
side, and said that the farmers’ law should be 
“null and void,’ which means that it should not 
be enforced, that the clergymen should be paid 
in tobacco. The king was very shrewd in this, 
and while it appeared that he only wanted to 
take the ministers’ part, he was, in reality, plan- 
ning to enrich himself; because, if the clergy 
could collect their dues from the people in to- 
bacco, which was worth more than twice as much 
as the money they were entitled to, the king said 
he would also collect his taxes in tobacco. 

So you see how wise and yet how mean the 
king was in his decision. The people had the law 
on their side, and the clergymen wanted to collect 
twice what the people owed them, and the king 
said that they should do it. The clergymen made 
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a great noise that the people were swindling 
them out of their just rights. They wanted 
tobacco, they did not want money. They argued 
that it was a shame and a disgrace to swindle the 
ministers in that way, and insisted that they were 
right, because the king himself said so. The 
people, on the other hand, said that the ministers 
and officers were employed for so much a year, 
and that they had no right to demand their 
tobacco, which they could-sell for two or three 
times as many pounds of money as they had 
engaged to work for. 

This looks entirely reasonable, and the people 
were right; but the clergymen and the officers 
and the king wanted the tobacco. You would 
think that it would have been better if the sheriff 
and the king and the judges had brought suit 
against the people to collect their claims in to- 
bacco; but you will see how cunning they were 
in having the ministers to do it instead of doing 
it themselves. All the people: loved the ministers, 
and they would sympathize with their cause, per- 
haps, when they would not sympathize with the 
officers. Therefore it was decided that the minis- 
ters should bring suit, and if they could make the 
people pay them in tobacco, then they would have 
to pay the officers and the king also in tobacco. 

A lawyer by the name of Lewis was to plead 
the cause of the people, and a Mr. Lyons was to 
plead the cause of the clergymen; but when the 
king decided that the clergymen were right and 
the people were wrong, and that the law should 
not be obeyed, Mr. Lewis, the people’s lawyer, 
told them they could not gain their cause against 
the king, and so he gave it up. 

There were very few lawyers then in the 
country; and they were nearly all in the employ 
of the king, so the people could find no one to 
plead their cause, and, as the last resort, they 
turned to Patrick Henry, a young lawyer of 
twenty-four years, who had never made a public 
speech in his life. The place where the case was 
to be tried was at Hanover Courthouse, and the 
judge who was to sit on the bench was Patrick 
Henry’s own father, and among those who op- 
posed the pecple was his own uncle for whom he 
was named, the Rey. Patrick Henry. Was this 
not an embarrassing situation for the young 
lawyer, who had never made a speech, to find 
himself in? 

The day came. It was one of those beautiful 
Indian summer days which comes in November 
in the south. Patrick Henry was early at the 
courthouse, and great throngs of people gathered 
in from all directions. Never before in Hanover 
had there been so many farmers present on any 


court day. The decision of the case amounted to 
thousands of dellars of loss or gain to them. ‘The 
clergymen came from all over the State, which 
was then, you know, only a Colony—though much 
larger than it is now. There were twenty or 
more of the most learned clergymen of the nation’ 
present. They had come to frown upon the 
young lawyer who was to plead against them, and 
to scowl at the people, who, they pretended, were 
trying to rob them. 

The court was opened. The array before 
Patrick’s eyes was almost fearful. The most 
learned men of the Colony, the severest critics 
in the New World were against him, and the 
courthouse was crowded. On the outside, the 
windows were thronged with anxious faces look- 
ing in. 

Mr. Lyons made a short speech, simply ex- 
plaining to the jury the fact that the king had 
decreed his side to be right. He pleaded that the 
clergy were the greatest benefactors of the 
Colony, that it was a shame to mistreat them, and 
that this law, if enforced, simply robbed them of 
their just allowance. His closing was eloquent 
and beautiful, and the ministers nodded their 
assent when he took his seat. He had presented 
their cause well. 

Now came the first trial of Patrick Henry’s 
strength. No one had ever heard him speak, and 
every one was curious. Even his opponents 
seemed to feel sorry for him. He rose and stood 
for a moment in an awkward manner, and, when 
he began, faltered much in his speech. The 
people hung their heads, and the ministers ex- 
changed sly, smiling looks of derision at each 
other. His father, it is said, almost sunk behind 
the desk, he was so mortified and confused; but 
these circumstances lasted only for a few 
moments. 

Patrick Henry’s soul rose within him, his whole 
appearance changed, the fire of his eloquence 
was kindled, and he seemed to forget himself; his 
figure stood erect, his bearing was lofty, and his 
face shone with a grandeur that no one had ever 
seen upon it before. His awkward actions be- 
came graceful to behold; his voice, no longer 
faltering, was charming and beautiful. 

No one can describe that speech, and it has 
never been printed. It was delivered under the 
impulse of the moment; but it was declared by 
the clergymen themselves, against whom it was 
spoken, that no ‘such speech, as they believed, 
had ever fallen from the lips of man; and, to this 
day, in Hanover, Virginia, the highest compli- 
ment that can be paid to a speaker is to say: 
“He is almost equal to Patrick Henry when he 
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pleaded against the parsons.” The clergyman 
had sued for heavy damages, but the jury, with- 
out scarcely leaving their seats, granted them 
only one penny. Mr. Lyons made a motion for 
a new trial; that is, he tried to get his case tried 
over, but the court refused to give the parsons 
a new hearing. 

Was ever such a victory won by a new lawyer? 
It was the first speech Patrick Henry ever made, 
and it was undoubtedly one of the greatest 
speeches ever delivered in the world before a 
court. At its close the people, who had hung 
their heads in shame at the beginning, rushed 
into the courthouse, seized the young lawyer in 
spite of the sheriff's cry for order, hoisted him 
on their shoulders, carried him out of the hcuse 
and over the town, with a wild multitude follow- 
ing and screaming his praises at the top of their 
voices. 

Patrick: Henry had at last found the calling 
for which he was intended, and to which he was 
suited. From this time forward he was the great- 
est lawyer, not only in Hanover Courthouse, but 
of all Virginia. He had all the cases he could 
attend to, and made plenty of money to support 

-his family, who had for many years been strug- 
gling with poverty. 

He lived for nearly forty years after this 
memorable day at Hanover Courthouse. His 
life was full of honor and usefulness to his 
country, and he made several other speeches, 
parts of which every schoolboy has at one time 
or another used as a declamation. 

And now that we have told you of the hard- 
ships and troubles of Patrick Henry’s early life, 
let us tell you of the great things he did in the 
service of his country. 


FOR THE PUBLIC 


In January, 1765, the famous “Stamp Act” 
was passed by the British Parliament. The 
colonists were to be oppressed, and no one dared 
openly to rebel against it. 

In May, Patrick Henry was elected to the 
House of Burgesses (that is what the Virginia 
Legislature was called in those days), and he 
pledged himself to his people to do all he could 
to oppose the enforcement of the Stamp INCE 
There were many learned and eloquent speakers 
in the House, and he was not expected to take 
the lead. 5 

The fine gentlemen in the Assembly, who lived 
in fine old Virginia mansions, and wore fine 
clothes, made fun of Patrick’s country way of 
talking, his “homespun” clothes and his awkward 
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manners; but when he spoke they could not help 
admiring his’ wonderful command of language 
and his power over men. His first speech was 
against rich men who wanted to lend the Colony’s 
money to themselves and their friends. This 
made them his great enemies, but the other side 
—the common people—admired him more than 
ever. 

At last it came time to consider the hated 
“Stamp Act.” None of the great men dared to 
speak against it openly. So Patrick Henry drew 
up some resolutions declaring that the English 
Parliament had no right to make this tax upon 
the people, and, furthermore, they had no right 
to make any laws against the interest of the 
Colonies. He said they were responsible to the 
king alone, and that the House of Burgesses and 
the Governor alone had the right to make the 
colonists pay taxes. 

After the reading of his resolutions, Patrick 
Henry was assailed by a storm of words and 
much ridicule by those who favored or were 
afraid of England. There were hot speeches 
from several gentlemen, and a less heroic spirit 
than Henry’s would have said not a word more. 
No one thought the resolutions would pass. 

At length when the storm had subsided, Pat- 
rick Henry arose to speak. His face was deathly 
pale, his thin lips quivered, but his eyes had a 
look of awful determination in them. Stretching 
his long arms at full length toward the president 
(called the speaker) he began and delivered the 
greatest speech perhaps ever heard in America. 
The walls rang with the mighty force of his 
words, and everyone was overpowered with his 
wonderful eloquence, as they had been in the 
famous “Parson Case.” ‘They shouted “treason” 
at him, but he could not be frightened, but all 
the time grew bolder and more eloquent. When 
he closed this great speech every member but 
two voted for his resolutions. 

Patrick Henry had been the first one who 
dared oppose England. His wonderful speech 
was printed and sent all over the Colonies, north 
and south, and it was even sent to England; and 
in a few months Parliament repealed (that is, 
removed) the hated “Stamp Act.” 

But the spirit of liberty was now awake in the 
people, and they demanded relief from other 
unjust laws which England tried to impose, and 
in this effort Patrick Henry was one of the 
foremost men in the country. He was greater 
than all other men in Virginia, and he, with 
Thomas Jefferson and Richard Henry Lee, kept 
telling the people they ought to be free. In 1773 
—eight years after his great speech—Mr. Henry, 
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Mr. Jefferson, Mr. Lee, and many others got the 
House of Burgesses to elect men to write to the 
other Colonies about their grievances against 
England. This was a great benefit, for the dif- 
ferent Colonies were thus brought together in 
their efforts and protests against cruel laws. 
Through this Committee of Correspondence, it 
was decided that the Colonies should hold a 
congress in Philadelphia in 1774. Every Colony 
sent representatives. Mr. Henry was one of 
those from Virginia. 

Patrick Henry opened the Congress with a 
great speech, in which he said, “I am not a 
Virginian, but an American.” Everybody soon 
saw he was the most powerful orator in Congress, 
and many said he was the greatest man in the 
nation, for he was as wise and just as he was 
eloquent. 

In March, 1775, Mr. Henry made another 
speech in the Virginia House of Burgesses, which 
is said to have been the grandest effort of his life 
up to this time. He wanted the Colony to raise 
soldiers and prepare for war. Almost every 
schoolboy knows part of this speech. 

Patrick Henry then went to work and got up 
a company and made the governor, who was but 
the servant of the king, give up the colonists’ 
gunpowder, which he had taken away to the 
English ships. ‘This was the first resistance, by 
arms, to England in Virginia. He also made the 
governor pay for the damage he did the people. 

Patrick Henry now went back to the Con- 
tinental Congress, as they made him commander 
of all the Virginia soldiers; but he was too good 
a statesman to spend his time in the war, and so 
his friends begged him to stay in the Virginia 
Legislature and Continental Congress, which he 
did. 

In May, 1776, he got the Virginia Legislature to 
pass a vote requesting the Continental Congress 
to declare our country free from England, and to 
go to war with her if she would not let us go. 
He then helped make a new constitution for Vir- 
ginia, and they elected’ him governor of the 
Colony. Thus, in sixteen years after he began to 
study law, he was one of the most famous men 
in America and governor of Virginia. How do 
you suppose those proud people who laughed at 
him felt now? 

The Revolutionary War now began in earnest, 


and it would take a big book to tell how he and 
John Adams and others, by their wise counsel 
and eloquent speeches, inspired the soldiers and 
helped General Washington to win in the end. 
Through it all Patrick Henry was in his State 
Legislature, or the General Congress, or serving 
as governor. After the war was over, they made 
him governor twice, and tried again, in 1786, to 
get him to serve them, but he declined, as he had 
already been governor so much. He told them 
he did not think they ought to get in the habit 
of letting one man hold office too long. In this 
he was like George Washington. You know 
Washington would not let them make him Presi- 
dent but twice. But the people loved Patrick 
Henry so much that they tried to make him goy- 
ernor again ten years later, in 1796, but he told 
them no, he had been honored enough. 

President George Washington offered to make 
Mr. Henry his Secretary of State in 1795. This 
is the very highest office in the nation, next to 
the President and Vice-President. Patrick Henry 
said no; there were better men for it. Mr. 
Washington then wanted to appoint him Chief 
Justice of the United States, and President John 
Adams asked him to be our special minister to 
France, where, you remember, Benjamin Frank- 
lin was so long our representative, but he said 
no to both of these, because he preferred to re- 
main a private citizen and live with his family— 
he now had many interesting children. 

Finally, in 1799, the Virginia Legislature 
passed a very bad law, which George Washington 
—who was now a private citizen again—thought 
was very dangerous and might cause trouble to 
the whole United States. So he begged Patrick 
Henry to offer himself as a candidate for the 
Legislature, for he knew, with his powerful 
eloquence, Mr. Henry could overcome the bad 
law. Mr. Henry was elected, of course, but be- 
fore he took his seat he died, at Red Hill, Char- 
lotte County, Virginia, June 6, 1799, when only 
sixty-three years and a few days old. ; 

Patrick Henry was regarded by everyone as 
the greatest of American orators. Thomas Jef- 
ferson and John Randolph declared he was the 
greatest orator who ever lived, and he was often 
compared to Demosthenes and Cicero as the only 
speakers of ancient times worthy to be ranked 
with him. 


WILLIAM PENN 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


Kine Cuartes IT of England was seated one day 
in his palace, surrounded by the lords of his 
court. They were pleasure-loving lords, ruled 
by a pleasure-loving king, and no period in Eng- 
lish history has been so marked by the vices of 
the rich and great. It was a time, also, of great 
oppression and great cruelty. The prisons were 
foul places, unfit to shelter swine, and were filled 
not only with thieves and murderers, but with 
many good and innocent people whose worst 
offense was that they wished to worship God in 
their own way, according to their conscience. In 
our own day men are put to death only when 
they have taken the life of another, and some- 
times not even then. But in the seventeenth 
century, when Charles was king, a starving man 
would be executed for stealing a sheep, or for 
some similar offense that we now punish but 
lightly. 

It was March 4, 1681, and it happened to be a 
day devoted by the king to receiving petitions, 
and listening to those persons who, for one 
reason or another, were admitted to the royal 
presence. 

To look at the faces of the lords, or to listen 
to their conversation, one would scarce have 
thought them assembled there on business for the 
State. Their appearance was that of men whose 
most important pursuit was pleasure, when not 
scheming and plotting against one another, or 
planning to enrich themselves at the expense of 
their country. They bore themselves gayly, and 
their talk ran much on gossip, and was pointed 
with oaths and jests. 


PENN BEFORE KING CHARLES 


But into the presence of this company came a 
man whose entrance stilled their talk, and whose 
bold behavior challenged the attention of all. 
He was under forty, with a handsome face and 
erect figure, and he walked like one who had been 
an athlete from his youth. In his brilliant blue 
eyes were sincerity and goodness; his whole ap- 
pearance and bearing marked one gently bred, 
strong in purpose, yet simple in manner, and 
without a trace of pride. But though he looked 
the equal of the greatest lord among them, his 
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attire was in strange contrast to the silks and 
laces of the courtiers. Well-fitting and of good 
material, his plain garments were cut in the pat- 
tern affected by the Quakers. In this sober dress, 
lacking all ornament, it was the character of the 
man, and not his clothes, that proclaimed him 
what he was. 

The one resemblance was the hat. It was 
fashioned like the hats worn by the courtiers, 
yet with this difference: it was a plain hat, with- 
out feathers or ribbons. 

But though there was nothing very strange 
in its appearance, there was something strange 
indeed in this man’s manner in wearing it. Had 
he forgotten to take it off? When a subject was 
admitted to the presence of the king, he uncov- 
ered his head and bent his knee. This newcomer 
did neither one nor the other. Up he walked, 
hat on head, to where King Charles was seated; 
and there he stood and talked, quite at his ease, 
like one commoner conversing with another. 


THE COURTIERS AMAZED 


A murmur of astonishment ran through the 
company. ‘To them this thing seemed little short 
of sacrilege. True, they wore their hats on 
almost all occasions; they wore them at meals 
and they wore them in church. But here, in the 
royal palace, face to face with the king, it was 
unbelievable. 

“Tmpudent fellow!” said one. 
be thrashed for his insolence.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed another. “This is what 
comes of being gentle with these Quakers.” 

“But will His Majesty endure it?’ ventured 
a third. “If the king but gives the word—” And 
he laid his hand on his sword. 

“T marvel at your ignorance,’ spoke up a lord 
who had been long at court. “Do you not know 
the man who thus deports himself? It is none 
other than William Penn, son of the great Ad- 
miral. His Majesty does but humor him, know- 
ing full well that he will soon be rid of him, and 
having in mind the great friendship with his 
father.” ; 

“Perchance, then, you know his errand, too? 
It must be weighty, and one that comes near the 


“He deserves to 
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king’s desire. See! His Majesty smiles, and 
afixes his signature to some document.” 

King Charles was indeed well pleased, though 
the courtier was wrong in thinking that he wished 
to rid himself of Penn. What had happened was 


this: Admiral Penn, now dead eleven years, had 
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done valiant service in the Navy. In various 
ways he had won the king’s friendship. For one 
thing, he had offered to fight in the king’s cause 
against Oliver Cromwell. For another, he had 
lent the king much money, and had not pressed 
him for his pay as Admiral, which was greatly 
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in arreats. By 1681, these claims, with interest, 
had grown to be a sum equal to $80,000 in our 
money. It was a debt the king could not pay in 
cash. But William Penn, to whom the claim 
passed as an inheritance from his father, thought 
of a way by which he could not only collect the 
debt, but perform a splendid service for his suf- 
fering brethren, the Quakers. If King Charles 
would grant him a tract of wild land on the Dela- 
ware River in America, Penn would take it in 
satisfaction of the claim, and establish a colony 
where the persecuted Quakers could live their 
own lives in peace. 

To this the king cheerfully coneenied It was 
a territory of more than 40,000 square miles, 
almost as large as England, and in making the 
grant King Charles named it Pennsylvania—that 
is to say, “Penn’s Forest”—in memory of Ad- 
miral Penn. Meanwhile a charter had been 
drawn up, fixing the conditions of the grant and 
the powers vested in the new proprietor. This 
charter was the document King Charles signed 
on that day when William Penn stood before 
him, his knee unbent and his head covered. 

Though Penn had paid a fortune for the land, 
he considered it well spent. No one person had 
ever before come into possession of such a vast 
domain. And no one, we may add, charged with 
such a responsibility, had ever been so well fitted 
to discharge it. All his life he had labored and 
fought to win religious freedom, and to teach 
men the way of peace and toleration. For this 
he had been disowned, ridiculed, imprisoned; 
those in England who held the same faith were 
still subject to violent persecution. Now at last 
he could see his way to securing that freedom so 
long denied. In a new country, free from tyrants 
and warring sects, men might live in the fear 
of none but God. 

The life of Penn was in many ways remark- 
able. He not only enjoyed the friendship and 
respect of King Charles and the Duke of York, 
who came to be crowned as King James, but he 
was also on the best of terms with some of the 
great lords of the day. This seems strange when 
we remember that the royal court was a corrupt 
one, and that men .did not hesitate to sell their 
honor in order to gain riches and authority. Penn 
was unselfish, high-minded, strong of character, 
and pure in conduct. Most of those who sur- 
rounded the king had little in common with him. 
Yet somehow he managed to make his influence 
felt, and to champion with success the cause of 
liberty and justice. 

One thing that helped him was his moderation 
He always avoided giving unnecessary offense. 


Thus, when writing or speaking to those who 
had no sympathy with Quakers, he did not use 
“Thee” and “Thou” for “You,” as he knew it 
would needlessly irritate them. Once the king 
said to him: “What is the difference between 
your religion and mine?’ It was an embarrass- 
ing thing to ask, and if Penn had really answered 
it he might have given great offense, and only 
injured the cause of the Quakers. So he merely 
said: “I think it is the ornaments you have 
added to your hat.” 

There were feathers on the King’s hat, and 
none on Penn’s; but what Penn, as a Quaker, 
really meant were the ornaments, or forms, of 
the king’s religion. 

The career that Penn chose for himself was 
in 2ll ways opposed to his station of life and to 
the plans made by his father for the boy’s ad- 
vancement. He was sent to be educated at Christ 
Church College, at Oxford, where his compan- 
ions numbered many of the young aristocrats 
of the day. Here, it was thought, he would 
enjoy the training and associations to fit him for 
an important place in the great world of affairs. 
But the Puritans, who had gained the upper 
hand for a time, under Cromwell, had been busy 
at Oxford, and the Church of England was not 
fully restored. At the same time the Quakers, 
or Society of Friends, under the leadership of 
George Fox, had come to make their influence 
felt in England. 


WHO THE QUAKERS WERE 


Briefly, the Quakers were a religious sect who 
rejected many of the teachings of the Estab- 
lished Church and sought to return to the early 
forms. They had no paid or regularly appointed 
ministers. They believed that everyone is in- 
spired by God, and possesses, according to St. 
John, “the true Light which lighteth every man 
that cometh into the world.” Their religion was, 
besides, a practical one. As it developed, its 
leaders were no longer looked upon as fanatics, 
but came to be recognized as men long in advance 
of their times. The Quakers, for example, were 
the first to reform the disgraceful condition of 
English prisons. ‘They fought manfully in behalf 
of religious liberty for all. They were the first 
to demand the abolition of negro slavery, and 
they did not cease their efforts until slavery was 
abolished both in England and in our own 
country. 

Besides William Penn, some famous men have 
been Quakers. Among them we recall two 
American poets, Bayard Taylor and Whittier; 
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Benjamin West, American portrait painter; John 
Bright, English statesman; Ezra Cornell, founder 
of Cornell University. 


Copyright by M, G. Abbey 
From a Copley Print, copyright by Curtis & Cameron, Boston 


PENN’S TREATY 


FROM A PAINTING BY EDWIN A, ABBEY 


But when Penn, born in 1644, was at Oxford, 
Quakers were looked upon as low, ridiculous, and 
altogether undesirable. 

The young man showed early signs of religious 
feeling. One day, when a mere boy, “he was 


suddenly surprised with an inward comfort; and, 
as he thought, an external glory in the room, 
which gave rise to religious emotions, during 
which he had the strongest conviction of the 
being of God. He believed that he had been 
called upon to a holy life.” 

Though he did not become a Quaker till he 
was twenty-three, he was first attracted to the 
faith by the preaching of Thomas Loe. With 
some other college students, he was fined for 
neglecting chapel services; persisting in his con- 
duct, he was expelled. 

It was a great blow to Admiral Penn. Follow- 
ing his first impulse, he thrashed his son, and 
turned him out of doors. ‘Thinking better of it, 
he sent him to France, where William not only 
studied theology, but mastered the French lan- 
guage, acquired polite ways, and became so skill- 
ful as a fencer that he easily disarmed a man 
who attacked him in the street. 

Yet the youth was still a Quaker at heart. 
Sent to Ireland, where he saw some fighting, he 
returned unchanged. Once more he was turned 
out of doors, once more forgiven. Then, at 
twenty-four, he became a Quaker preacher. 

Penn led from that day a life of many trials 
and hardships. For writing a religious pamphlet, 
he was imprisoned in the Tower, and in the years 
that followed he was several times cast into jail. 
Though upon his father’s death he came into the 
possession of a fortune that would have enabled 
him to live as a rich man, he preferred to devote 
himself to the cause of religious liberty. Al- 
together, he spent but four years in America. 
On his return to England in 1684 he so success- 
fully pleaded the Quakers’ cause with King 
James that more than 1,200 of them were re- 
leased from prison. Then came a royal decree, 
granting liberty of conscience to all. 

Penn believed that war is wrong. In his 
“Essay Towards the Present and Future Peace of 
Europe” he outlined a plan for a congress of 
nations, at which all disputes would be settled 
without fighting. This was the peace-loving man 
who is best remembered by Americans for his 
peaceful settlement of Pennsylvania. Even the 
Puritans won their way with the sword, and all 
the colonies but Penn’s waged war with the red 
man. It remained for the Quakers to meet the 
Indians without weapons. Under an elm tree, on 
the river bank above Philadelphia, the great 
Treaty was signed. It was a treaty made in 
good faith, and never broken. No Quaker ever 
slew an Indian; no Indian ever shed a drop of 
Quaker blood. It remains for all time a tribute 
to the good fame of William Penn, : 


THE SIGNERS OF THE DECLARATION 
OF INDEPENDENCE 


BY MARY V. 


f#OW many boys and girls who read 
# this volume can tell, without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation, the number of 
a) men who signed the Declaration 
of Independence? There are doubt- 
less many who can answer cor- 
rectly, fifty-six. 

But how much do we know about the lives and 
personalities of these men? and have we ever 
stopped to think what it meant to them to put 
their names to the most famous document in the 
history of our country? Now and then we meet 
people who can say that they are descendants of 
some “signer,” and very proud they seem to be 
of that fact. They may well be proud, for con- 
sider for a moment what it meant to sign the 
Great Document. It meant that the signer pub- 
licly proclaimed himself an enemy to a great and 
powerful king—became a rebel, in fact; and we 
all know the fate that commonly overtakes rebels. 
To-day we seldom think of the trials and misfor- 
tunes that followed the signing; we think only of 
the glory. 

Although George III paid little attention to the 
many protests that had been presented to him by 
the colonies, he yet kept a close watch on these 
restless subjects, and his representatives well 
knew all that was going on. 

To the Second Continental Congress, assembled 
in Philadelphia in 1776, were sent, from the thir- 
teen original colonies, delegates whose loyalty was 
undoubted. Patriotism was not profitable in those 
far-away days. Robert Morris, the great finan- 
cier of the Revolution, sacrificed a large fortune 
in his country’s behalf; Thomas Nelson, of Vir- 
ginia, also lost a large fortune by the war; while 
the immortal Samuel Adams, who dedicated his 
life to the service of his beloved country, lived 
and died a poor man. 

But let me present to you, very briefly, these 
fifty-six men; and possibly, after this introduc- 
tion, you may wish to know more of their lives 
and achievements. 


GEORGIA 


Georcia sent three delegates, and of these (1) 
George Walton was the youngest. He was an 
ambitious boy who was apprenticed to a carpen- 
ter so niggardly that he would not allow the lad 
a candle by which to study. Luckily, wood was 
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plentiful, and by the light of a burning torch 
Walton studied hard and in time became a lawyer. 
(2) Lyman Hall came from New England. Be- 
fore he was twenty-one he had married and set- 
tled in Georgia, to which place he was accompa- 
nied by about forty families. The patriotism of 
these settlers has left a permanent impress on the 
State, for its counties were named after such 
British statesmen as showed themselves friends 
to the American colonies. Look them up on the 
map and see if this is not so. You will find also 
a county named after this signer. (3) Button 
Gwinnett was an Englishman who came to this 
country when he was thirty-eight years old. He 
took up the cause of the oppressed colonies with 
much enthusiasm—too much, in fact, for he be- 
came involved in a quarrel, and in the duel which 
followed he lost his life. 


SOUTH CAROLINA 


SoutH Caro.ina furnished four delegates, among 
them (1) Edward Rutledge, who was the young- 
est man to sign the Declaration, for he was only 
twenty-seven at the time. All of the South Caro- 
lina signers—Rutledge, (2) Arthur Middleton, 
(3) Thomas Heyward, Jr., and (4) Thomas 
Lynch, Jr.—came of wealthy families, and the 
three former had received the benefit of a foreign 
education. Three years after signing the Decla- 
ration, Thomas Lynch, then in poor health, sailed 
for France, and his ship never was heard of 
again. While Arthur Middleton was in Phila- 
delphia, a delegate to the Second Continental 
Congress, he and John Hancock, with their fami- 
lies, occupied the same house. Both men were 
wealthy and hospitable, and they drew around 
them a choice circle of friends. Lynch was the 
only signer from South Carolina who did not 
suffer imprisonment for his efforts in his coun- 
try’s behalf. 


NORTH CAROLINA 


NortH Carona sent three delegates. (1) Jo- 
seph Hewes was born a Quaker ; he was a man of 
intense patriotism, and in time he became the first 
Secretary of the Navy, with almost unlimited 
powers; and though to him the war meant great 
financial loss, he never swerved in his devotion 
to his country. (2) William Hooper was a Bos- 
ton man who was partly educated by his father, 
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who was pastor of Trinity Church. Having 
studied law, he settled in North Carolina; but his 
life in the new country proved a hard one, for 
the oniy way of traveling was on horseback, and 
some of the courts were two hundred miles from 
his home. (3) John Penn was a bright boy whose 
early education was neglected, but this loss was 
speedily made good when his relative, the distin- 
guished Edmund Pendleton, placed his fine library 
at the lad’s disposal. John Penn filled many of- 
fices, and on the return of peace he withdrew to 
private life, not enriched, but impoverished, by 
the offices he had held. 


MARYLAND 


MaryLanp sent four delegates. (1) William 
Paca was a man of graceful address and polished 
manners and came of a fine old family, while (2) 
Thomas Stone was a younger son with no pros- 
pects at all. But he was eager for an education, 
and he secured it by daily attendance at a school 
ten miles from his home. It would be easy to 
predict success for a boy of such pluck; and in- 
deed he achieved success, for five times he was 
elected to Congress. (3) Samuel Chase was 
called the “Demosthenes of Maryland.” He was 
a fine orator and a kindly man as well. One time, 
on a visit to Baltimore, he met a young man in 
whom he became much interested. He not only 
placed his library at his disposal; he invited him 
to make his home with him. Chase lived to see 
his generosity justified, for the young man was 
no other than William Pinckney, one of the most 
distinguished lawyers our country has ever pro- 
duced. (4) Charles Carroll of Carrollton (and 
why he signed his name in that way you may 
have read about in your school histories) was 
one of the wealthiest of the signers. He was the 
signer destined to outlive all of the others. 


DELAWARE 


DELAWARE sent three representatives. (1) George 
Read was a man of cool and deliberate judgment 
in spite of Irish descent; and an interesting phase 
of his character is shown in the fact that his first 
act as a lawyer was to give up all rights to his 
father’s estate, declaring that his education rep- 
resented his proper share. (2) Thomas McKean 
was a truly remarkable man. For fifty years he 
was in public life, and he filled many prominent 
and honorable offices. For many years he was 
Governor of Pennsylvania. The tiird delegate, 
(3) Cesar Rodney, chanced to be in Delaware 
when the Declaration was ready for signing. 
Read was slow to favor independence, while 
McKean was eager for it. The vote of Rodney, 
therefore, would turn the scales for Delaware, so 
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McKean sent a special messenger to Rodney, urg- 
ing his immediate return to Philadelphia. The 
result was a hurried ride on horseback of eighty 
miles; a historic ride, that has been told in spir- 
ited verse for children who like to recite “pieces.” 
Rodney reached Philadelphia just in the nick of 
time, and an old record says that “he voted with 
his boots on.” 


RHODE ISLAND 


RuovE Istanp furnished two delegates, (1) Ste- 
phen Hopkins and (2) William Ellery. Next to 
Benjamin Franklin, Hopkins was the oldest man 
to sign the Declaration. Though his education 
was meager, he was ambitious to learn, and by 
hard study he became a fine mathematician and 
surveyor. William Ellery paid dearly for his con- 
nection with the Continental Congress, for the 
British burned his home, and other property of 
his was seriously damaged. 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 


Or New Hampshire’s three delegates, two were 
physicians. When (1) Dr. Matthew Thornton 
was only thirty-one he took part in the famous 
capture of Louisbourg by Pepperel and Warren, 
assuming, with success, the medical care of the 
New Hampshire division. (2) Dr. Josiah Bart- 
lett was an energetic man whose profession could 
not-keep him out of political life. During the 
sixty-six years of his life he did the work of a 
dozen men. (3) William Whipple began his life 
under unfavorable circumstances, for he was a 
sailor, and before he was twenty-one he was in 
charge of a vessel engaged in importing slaves. 
But this life was soon given up, and he rendered 
fine service in Congress, where his knowledge of 
naval affairs proved valuable on various com- 
mittees. 


CONNECTICUT 


Connecticut furnished four delegates. (1) Oli- 
ver Wolcott came of a famous Connecticut family 
and was destined for the medical profession. But 
he soon abandoned medicine for politics and mili- 
tary life, and quickly rose to distinction. (2) 
William Williams was a nephew of Colonel Eph- 
raim Williams, who founded Williamstown and 
Williams College. With this uncle, William Wil- 
liams, while still a young man, made a journey to 
Lake George, and the glimpse of military life 
under British officers that this afforded served to 
strengthen his wish for independence. 
Connecticut may well be proud of (3) Saniuel 
Huntington and (4) Roger Sherman, for the first 
was a farmer’s son, yet so eager was he for an 
education that he not only acquired ‘it, but he held 
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high offices. In 1780 this farmer’s son was Presi- 
dent of Congress and later Governor of Connecti- 
cut, while Roger Sherman spent the first twenty-two 
years of his life at the cobbler’s bench. But 
book was always close at hand, so that every 
spare moment might he put to good use. He not 
only filled many public offices; he was one of the 
five appointed to draw up the Declaration—a 
great honor, only to be bestowed on one of ripe 
judgment. John Adams said that “Roger Sher- 
man had a clear head and a steady heart, and was 
one of the soundest and strongest pillars of the 
Revolution.” 


NEW YORK 


New York sent four representatives. (1) Both 
Francis Lewis and (2) William Floyd were of 
Welsh descent, and both were made to suffer 
greatly for signing the Declaration, for their homes 
were plundered and destroyed by the British. (3) 
Lewis Morris, still another New York signer, 
was made to suffer also, for he was a rich man 
with a great estate. A British force was stationed 
near his home; nevertheless, he pluckily put his 
name to the document. In revenge, the British 
burned his home and more than a thousand acres 
of woodland. But the patriotism of Lewis Morris 
never wavered, and in time his three sons took up 
arms in behalf of their country. The name of 
Livingston has long been an honored one in the 
annals of New York City. In 1746 there were but 
few in the whole colony who had received a col- 
lege education, and of these (4) Philip Livingston 
was one. After graduating from Yale College he 
engaged in commerce and soon laid the founda- 
tion of an ample fortune. At the age of forty-six 
his health failed, but, being a member of Con- 
gress, he would not abandon the duties of his 
office. He died while in office, deeply lamented 
by the young nation he had served so faithfully. 


NEW JERSEY 


Or the five delegates sent to Philadelphia by New 
Jersey, two were farmers, (1) John Hart and (2) 
Abraham Clark. When the British invaded New 
Jersey, Hart’s home and farm were laid waste, 
and Hart himself, then a man of seventy-one, was 
hunted from place to place. Tradition says that 
at one time he was so sorely beset that he was 
obliged to hide in a dog-kennel. It is pleasant to 
know that he lived to repair the damage done by 
his enemies. Abraham Clark was one of those 
who were eager for independence, and he did all 
in his power to secure it for his country. (3) 
Francis Hopkinson was a fine student and a mem- 
ber of the first class that the University of Penn- 
sylvania ever graduated. No noisy fun for him, 
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for, as Dr. Benjamin Rush quaintly says of him, 
“his wit was mild and elegant and infused cheer- 
fulness and a species of delicate joy into the 
hearts of all who heard it.” (4) Richard Stock- 
ton was a man of wealth, position, and culture. 
He was born in the town of Princeton, New Jer- 
sey, and he conferred a great favor on the college 
there when he induced to come to this country (5) 
Dr. John Witherspoon, a learned Scottish divine. 
Dr. Witherspoon was the only clergyman to sign 
the Declaration. He was the sixth president of 
Princeton College, and devoted himself not only 
to the college, but to the country of his adoption, 
for it is said that he became an American and an 
ardent patriot as soon as he reached our shores. 


PENNSYLVANIA 


PENNSYLVANIA sent more delegates than any 
other colony—nine. (1) Benjamin Franklin was 
the oldest of all the signers. We may be sure 
that this truly great man was a prominent figure 
in that remarkable gathering. Almost as notable 
was (2) Robert Morris, the great financier of the 
Revolution. Though he was slow at first to favor 
independence, later he showed the truest patrio- 
tism, for his financial aid tided the young country 
over serious difficulties. “The Americans,” says 
one historian, “owe as much acknowledgment to 
the financial operations of Robert Morris as to 
the negotiations of Benjamin Franklin, or even 
to the arms of Washington.” (3) Dr. Benjamin 
Rush may well be honored, for he was a physi- 
cian of high standing; and in 1793, when Phila- 
delphia was visited by yellow fever, and more 
than 4500 fell victims in three months, Dr. Rush 
was one of three physicians who nobly re- 
mained at their posts. (4) James Wilson was a 
young Scotchman who came to this country when 
he was twenty-one. By the time he was only 
twenty-six he was the acknowledged head of the 
Philadelphia bar. The name of this signer has 
recently been brought into notice. He died while 
at Edenton, North Carolina, but in 1906 his re- 
mains were brought to Philadelphia, where they 
were interred in the graveyard of Christ’s 
Church. There were appropriate ceremonies in 
which many legal and patriotic societies took 
part, as well as representatives of the national 
government. (5) George Clymer was another 
delegate of sturdy patriotism, and so was (6) 
James Smith. The latter was a man of genial 
disposition, keen, sense of humor, and great 
benevolence. (7) George Taylor was an 
Irishman, and came to this country to avoid 
studying medicine. He worked in a foundry, and 
after some years he became its proprietor. (8) 
John Morton was a boy who had but three 
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months’ schooling, but this was followed by such 
wide reading and study, under the supervision of 
his stepfather, that in time he became one of the 
judges of the Supreme Court of Pennsylvania. 
(9) George Ross, still another of the Pennsyl- 
vania signers, must have been a model delegate, 
for his conduct in Congress was so highly ap- 
proved by his constituents that they voted him 
more than six hundred dollars with which to pur- 
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careers of (3) John Adams and his kinsman, (4) 
Samuel Adams, cannot be summed up in a few 
words. John Adams was a man of marvelous 
industry, serving in Congress on no less than 
ninety different committees. He was twice Vice- 
President before filling the Presidential chair for 
one term; and the closing years of his busy and 
useful life were brightened by watching the ca- 
reer of his son, John Quincy Adams, who, in 
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““SIGNING OF THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE.”’ PAINTED BY JOHN TRUMBULL 
John Hancock is seated at the table on which rests the Declaration. 


Near him, standing, are Jefferson, Adams, 


Franklin, Sherman, and Livingston 


chase a piece of silver. But Ross was as modest 
as he was loyal, and he refused the gift. 


MASSACHUSETTS 


THE five delegates from Massachusetts 
formed a famous group. (1) Elbridge Gerry 
was in public life many years. From the time 
when he first took his seat in the General Court 
of Massachusetts Bay, at the age of twenty-nine, 
till, as Vice-President of the United States, under 
Madison, he died, at the age of seventy, the story 
of his life is the story of devotion to country. 
(2) Robert Treat Paine was born, so the chroni- 
clers tell us, “of pious and respectable parents.” 
He entered Harvard at the age of fourteen, and 
on graduating he taught school for a time in or- 
der to earn enough money to study law, and in 
time he won distinction as an able lawyer. The 
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time, also became President—a wonderful record 
only equaled by the Harrisons of Virginia. John 
Adams was said to have “the clearest head and 
the firmest heart of any man in Congress.” Sam- 
uel Adams embarked for a time in commerce, but 
this proved as disastrous as his political life was 
brilliant. He made no secret of his wish for in- 
dependence, and this so irritated Governor Gage 
that he issued his celebrated proclamation in 
which he promised pardon to all who would lay 
down their arms, “excepting only from the benefit 
of such pardon Samuel Adams and John Han- 
cock.” He held many honorable offices in the 
young State of Massachusetts, and in time he 
succeeded John Hancock as Governor. He died 
in his eighty-second year, a very poor man. In 
fact, he has been called “the poor gentleman.” 
But now his country glories in his illustrious 
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THE PORTRAITS OF THE 56 SIGNERS OF THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 
(Arranged in alphabetical order. From the Emmet collection, New York City) 


1. John Adams. 2. Samuel Adams. 3. Josiah Bartlett. 4. Carter Braxton. 5. Charles Carroll. 6. Samuel 
Chase. 7. AbrahamClark. 8. George Clymer. 9. William Ellery. 10. William Floyd. 11. Benjamin 
Franklin. 12. Elbridge Gerry. 13. Button Gwinnett. 14. Lyman Hall. 15. John Hancock. 16, Benjamin 
Harrison. 17. John Hart. 18. Joseph Hewes. 19. Thomas Heyward, Jr. 20. William Hooper. ar. Ste- 
phen Hopkins. 22. Francis Hopkinson. 23. Samuel Huntington. 24. Thomas Jefferson. 25. Francis Light- 
foot Lee. 26. Richard Henry Lee. 27. Francis Lewis. 28. Philip Livingston. 29. Thomas Lynch, Jr. 
go. Thomas McKean. 31. Arthur Middleton. 32. Lewis Morris. 33. Robert Morris. 34. John Morton. 
35. Thomas Nelson. 36. William Paca. 37. Robert Treat Paine. 38. John Penn. 39. George Read. 
40. Cesar Rodney. 41. George Ross. 42. Benjamin Rush. 43. Edward Rutledge. 44. Roger Sherman. 
45. James Smith. 46. Richard Stockton. 47. Thomas Stone. 48. George Taylor. 49. Matthew Thornton. 
50. George Walton. 51. William Whipple. 52. William Williams. 53. James Wilson. 54. John Witherspoon, 
55. Oliver Wolcott. 56. George Wythe. 
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name and record. (5) John Hancock was a born 
leader, and at the age of thirty-nine he was elected 
President of the immortal Second Continental 
Congress. Though a rich man, he was a sincere 
patriot, for when it was proposed to bombard 
Boston, he gave a prompt and hearty assent, 
though it would have caused his financial ruin. 
He loyally declared that his private fortune should 
on no occasion oppose an obstacle to the liberties 
of his country. Of all the signatures on the 
Declaration, we recall Hancock’s first; for he 
said, when he wrote his name,—he wrote with 
unusual distinctness,—that “George III might 
read it without spectacles.” Hancock was Gov- 
ernor of Massachusetts for many years. 


VIRGINIA 


Tue Virginia signers all came of prominent fami- 
lies. (1) Carter Braxton was educated at Wil- 
liam and Mary College, and this was followed by 
a three years’ sojourn abroad. On his return he 
was drawn into local politics, and for many years 
he was a notable figure in the history of his col- 
ony. (2) Benjamin Harrison entered public life 
while he was still a young man. Great Britain 
recognized his influence and sought to con- 
ciliate him, but his patriotism was sturdy 
and he was not to be bought over. In time 
he became Governor of Virginia, and a popular 
one he proved. (3) Thomas Nelson, Jr., was one 
of the richest men in Virginia, in those far-away 
days. Like Carter Braxton, he was born to 
wealth, and his education was completed in Eng- 
land. One incident of his life shows us how true 
a patriot he was, for when he was in command of 
the State militia at Yorktown it was thought that 
a decided advantage might be gained by bombard- 
ing his home. He at once directed the gunners 
to attack it, saying, “Spare no particle of my 
property so long as it affords comfort or shelter 
to the enemies of my country.” In this he fol- 
lowed Hancock’s unselfish example. The name 
of Lee has been an honored one in Virginia for 
many years. (4) Francis Lightfoot Lee was a 
close personal friend of Washington, and though 
he cared little for public life, he did not shirk its 
duties. For seven years he was a member of the 
House of Burgesses, and for four years a mem- 
ber of the Continental Congress. In his own 
home he was always the charming host, the bright 
and witty companion, the self-forgetting friend. 
His more brilliant brother, (5) Richard Henry 
Lee, was so gifted an orator that he was called 
“the Cicero of America.” He was always eager 
for complete independence, and so it is not to be 
wondered at that it was this ardent patriot who 
was the first to propose that “these united colo- 
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nies are, and of right ought to be, free and inde- 
pendent States.” This was immediately seconded 
by that other ardent lover of liberty, John Adams. 
Jefferson, alludes to Lee as “eloquent, bold, and 
ever watchful at his post.” (6) Chancellor 
George Wythe was a famous figure in the early 
history of Virginia. He was born to wealth, he 
was finely educated, and in time he won high dis- 
tinction at the bar. But to-day he is recalled as 
the wise teacher of Thomas Jefferson. Both 
master and pupil signed the Great Document. 

In thinking of the Declaration, one name al- 
ways stands out like a great mountain peak, tow- 
ering above all others—the name of (7) Thomas 
Jefferson; for it was this gifted man who drew 
up the document, and he did it with such skill that 
hardly a word of it was changed. As Richard 
Henry Lee was the first to make a motion sug- 
gesting independence, it would have been the 
usual and courteous thing to make him chairman 
of the committee to draw up the document. But 
Lee was suddenly recalled to his Virginia home, 
and so it seemed only fair to assign the delicate 
task to some other delegate from the same colony. 
Jefferson was no orator, but he had already earned 
an enviable reputation as a writer of important 
state documents. So to him was assigned the 
delicate but momentous task. How well he per- 
formed we may know from the fact that his four 
associates could suggest only a very few changes. 

Many of the signers reached high offices in 
the young republic. Many became governors of 
the newe States, and two were elevated to the 
Presidency, Jefferson and John Adams. One truly 
remarkable fact may be recalled in connection 
with these two, namely, that both men died on 
the same day; and, what was still more remark- 
able, they died just fifty years to a day after the 
united colonies were declared independent, 
namely, on July 4, 1826. And when they passed 
away there was but one signer living, the venera- 
ble Charles Carroll of Carrollton, who survived 
Jefferson and Adams for six years, for he lived 
to be ninety-six years old.’ 

And who shall describe the actual signing of 
the Great Document! We can imagine these fine 
and courtly gentlemen going, one by one, to the 
broad table which may be seen to-day in Indepen- 
dence Hall. William Ellery, one of the Rhode 
Island delegates, afterward declared: “I placed 
myself beside the Secretary and eyed each closely 
as he affixed his name to the document. Un- 
daunted resolution was displayed in. every coun- 
tenance.” It was, indeed, the proudest moment 
in the lives of these fearless men who, believing 
in the righteousness of their cause, hazarded 
lives and fortunes in the great name of Liberty, 


IN THE early summer of 1755, a little army of 
British soldiers slowly made its way through the 


wilderness of southwestern Pennsylvania. They 
were picked men from two regiments, recently 
sent over from England, under command of 
Major-General Braddock, and they had come to 
drive the French from their stronghold at Fort 
Duquesne. 

The war between England and France, that 
was to last for seven years, had not actually 
been declared; but already a struggle had begun 
for possession of the vast region lying west of 
the Ohio. The French had built forts southward 
from the Great Lakes, had explored the Missis- 
sippi River, and claimed, by right of discovery, a 
region that extended eastward to Virginia. The 
settlers of that State, then belonging to the Eng- 
lish crown, had been pushing westward as farm- 
ers. ‘They soon came in conflict with the French, 
who sought to control the Ohio Valley, and who, 
with this object, had built Fort Duquesne, where 
the Allegheny and Monongahela rivers unite to 
form the Ohio. Immediately before Braddock’s 
arrival in Virginia, the Virginian provincial 
troops had themselves marched against the 
French; but the expedition had been a failure, 
and England, thoroughly alarmed, had herself 
come to the rescue. 

Braddock was confident of success. The 
French, to be sure, counted much on the aid of 
their Indian allies, with whose method of fight- 
ing he had had, of course, no experience. But 
he was a vain man, who looked upon the Indians 
as savages who could be no match for his veteran 
troops. As for the Virginia provincials, had they 
not recently suffered a defeat at the hands of the 
enemy? So when the Indian chiefs friendly to 
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Virginia came to offer their services, Braddock 
so offended them that they took their departure; 
and later, on the march, he spurned the offer of 
a company of rangers, versed in all the ways of 
Indian warfare, 


SERVES ON BRADDOCK’S STAFF 


But Braddock was fortunate in one respect. 
Close by, at Mount Vernon, was a young Vir- 
ginian who, though only twenty-three, had so 
distinguished himself by his bravery and good 
judgment that he had risen to the rank of colonel. 
For the present, however, with no pressing need 
for his services, he had retired to private life. 
Braddock needed another aide-de-camp, and, in 
a moment of condescension, offered him the post. 
It was a post without pay; it held no chance of 
promotion. But danger and duty were lures 
enough for the young Virginian. 

Thus it came about that General Braddock 
secured the services of George Washington, who, 
twenty years later, was chosen commander-in- 
chief in the war of the Colonies with Great 
Britain. 

Braddock began his march overladen with bag- 
gage and equipment. The army made so little 
progress that at last he took Washington’s advice 
to push forward with light artillery. Meanwhile 
the young aide-de-camp was stricken with a fever, 
and rejoined the command in a weakened con- 
dition. Now, to his dismay, he saw the soldiers 
advancing along a rough, narrow road through 
the forest, with no scouting parties thrown out to 
prevent a surprise attack. In vain he pleaded 
with the general to employ a few rangers and 
scouts in advance. Braddock only snubbed him. 
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Things had come to a pretty pass, he said, when 
a mere boy presumed to teach a British general 
how to fight. 


ATTACKED FROM AMBUSH 


Thus the army, within a few miles of the Fort, 
suddenly found itself in a hornets’ nest. From the 
rocks and woods came a hail of bullets fired by 
an unseen foe. Unaccustomed to such fighting, 
Braddock’s men stood shoulder to shoulder, as 
they had learned to do in Europe, and delivered 
volleys into the empty air. The woods resounded 
with the fierce yells of the Indians, who, screened 
by rocks and trees, were able to take a sure and 
deadly aim, till the road was strewn with the 
bodies of the British. 

The French, with their Indians, were actually 
inferior in number, and had lain in ambush only 
with the hope of delaying the English advance. 
Had Washington’s advice been taken, Fort Du- 
quesne would have fallen almost without resist- 
ance. But now it was a case of let him save him- 
self who could. 

All through the battle, Washington rode his 
horse where the fight was hottest. Braddock’s 
two English aids, Orme and Morris, had fallen 
early in the action, and there was none but the 
young Virginian to carry the general’s orders. 
Horse and rider made a clear target for the am- 
bushed Indians, who leveled their rifles at him 
again and again. That he was not even wounded 
seemed a miracle. Four bullets grazed his body, 
passing through his coat; two horses were shot 
under him. 


HIS RECKLESS COURAGE 


The artillery seemed to be the only hope. 
Could the guns be brought into play, grapeshot 
fired into the thickets might still dislodge the 
foe. Washington galloped down the line, only to 
find the regimental officer dead, and the gunners 
in confusion. Instantly he leaped from his horse, 
grasped a field-gun, and wheeled and pointed it 
with his own hand. 

But it was too late; the men could not be 
made to serve the guns. The retreat became a 
rout, in which baggage, cannon, stores, were all 
abandoned. Had not the savages paused in their 
eagerness for plunder, the command might have 
been wiped out. More than seven hundred sol- 
diers, and more than half the officers, were killed 
or wounded. 

Braddock 


himself, brave to the last, had 


mounted his sixth horse when a bullet pierced his 


lungs. Now, at last, as he lay dying, he praised 
the bravery of the Virginians, and acknowledged 
his mistake. Washington himself read the fu- 
neral service; then what was left of the shattered 
army pursued its retreat to Fort Cumberland. 

It was not the first time, nor the last, that 
Washington, face to face with death, was spared 
to serve his country as no other man could serve 
it. Not only did he live amid danger, but he 
possessed a courage that bordered on recklessness, 
and led him to expose himself in moments of 
great peril. So, as no one could fill his place in 
a nation that needed him sorely, some people 
came to believe that he bore a charmed life. 


WASHINGTON’S EARLY LIFE 


Washington’s early life was an excellent prep- 
aration for the duties he was called upon to 
fulfill. A strong and sturdy boy, who liked to 
run, leap, wrestle, and ride, he grew into a youth 
able to endure fatigue and hardships. With 
only an elementary education, he seems to have 
been thoroughly schooled in drawing up business 
papers and keeping accounts, and to have formed 
habits of order and exactness, of great use to 
him when he came to manage the affairs of a 
plantation. : 

His father, Augustine Washington, was a 
landed proprietor of good English ancestry, 
whose second wife, Mary Ball Washington, was 
the mother of George. When George was born, 
on February 22, 1732, the Washingtons were liv- 
ing on their estate at Pope’s Creek, near the 
Potomac; but soon afterward they made their 
home in Stafford County, on the east side of the 
Rappahannock, opposite Fredericksburg, and 
there the father died when the boy was eleven 
years old. About four years later, George went 
to live with his half-brother, Lawrence Wash- 
ington, who had built himself a house on his 
plantation at Mount Vernon, overlooking the 
Potomac. It was this historic estate that, after 
the death of Lawrence, became the property of 
George Washington. Thither he brought his 
wife, Martha Custis Washington, whom he mar- 
ried in 1759; and there he continued to live when 
he was not serving his country as soldier and 
President. . 

He had been a serious, thoughtful boy, with a 
strong sense of duty, and a determination to do 
well whatever he undertook. He was not a ready 
speaker, and in later years always showed 
embarrassment when called upon in public to 
acknowledge the honors which were constantly 
thrust upon him, and which his modesty led him 
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to believe were beyond his abilities and merit. 
But his habits of thought found expression when 
he came to take up his pen, and his many letters 
and addresses bear evidence of one who had 
something to say, and could say it with dignity 
and force. 


SURVEYOR AND SOLDIER 


In school he had shown a decided preference 
for geometry and surveying. When his studies 
were completed at sixteen, he showed such 
marked ability as a surveyor of lands that Lord 
Fairfax engaged him in that capacity to mark 
the boundaries of vast acres in the wilderness 
to the west. This task he discharged so well that 
he took up the work as his profession. For three 


cult journey, delivered his message, and returned 
with the tidings that the French refused to go. 

A Virginia force under Captain Trent then 
undertook to build a fort, but were driven away 
by the French, who completed it themselves, and 
named it Fort Duquesne. This looked like war 
in earnest; so Washington marched to Great 
Meadows, in the foothills of the Alleghenies, and 
sent out his scouts toward Fort Duquesne. 
Meanwhile the commander of the expedition died, 
and Washington, suddenly become a colonel, was 
forced to act on his own responsibility. 


FIRES THE FIRST SHOT 


Soon the scouts reported that the French were 
setting out from Fort Duquesne. Washington 
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WASHINGTON AT VALLEY FORGE 


years he spent much of his life in the mountains 
and forests, where he learned to be self-reliant, 
and became well acquainted with the country and 
the ways of the Indians. 

Virginia was now preparing to resist the fur- 
ther advance of the French in the Ohio Valley. 
The State was divided into military districts, each 
under an adjutant-general in command of the 
militia, and Washington, because of his experi- 
ence, found himself at nineteen a major in the 
provincial army. ‘Two years later he was sent 
by Governor Dinwiddie as a commissioner to 
visit the French commander at Lebceuf, and de- 
mand that he withdraw his forces from the 
region in dispute. Washington made the diffi- 


was not to be taken by surprise. At the head of 
a few men, he discovered a party of the enemy 
concealed in the woods; so, seizing a musket, he 
himself fired the first shot. This brief engage- 
ment, in which the French were routed, seemed 
of small importance; yet it marked the beginning 
of the Seven Years’ War. 

Washington had built a stockade which he 
named Fort Necessity; here his command was 
presently surrounded by a much larger force of 
French and Indians, who fired down upon the 
English from the rocks and tree-tops. With little 
powder and less food, it was impossible to hold 
out; so Washington, for the first and last time, 
surrendered to the enemy, but on honorable terms 
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that permitted him to withdraw without yielding 
up his equipment. Far from being criticized for 
this surrender, he and his officers were thanked 
by the State for their bravery. 

Then came the expedition of Braddock. Three 
years later, Washington was again at Fort Du- 
quesne, planting the British flag on its smoking 
ruins. Thenceforth it was Fort Pitt. 


LIFE AT MOUNT VERNON 


The war of the French and English in America 
soon came to a conclusion with the capture of 
Quebec. Now that he was no longer needed in 
the field, Washington gladly resigned his com- 
mission in the army, and settled down on his 
estates at Mount Vernon. This life of a planter 
was the life he enjoyed best of all. In Summer 
he rose at four o'clock, wrote letters, breakfasted 
at seven on tea and hoe-cakes, then mounted his 
horse, and busied himself till early afternoon, 
overseeing the work of the plantation. He dined 
at two, and was generally in bed by nine o'clock. 

As good a farmer as he had proved to be a 
soldier, this big plantation employed his best en- 
ergies. There were many accounts to keep, many 
details which required close attention and much 
labor. Washington did all this work himself, 
with exactness and care, and wrote many letters 
besides. At the same time, he kept “‘open house,” 
in the hospitable Virginia fashion, and Mount 
Vernon was thronged with distinguished visitors. 
He danced the minuet, rode with the hounds, 
hunted ducks and other game, and enjoyed the 
excellent fishing afforded by the waters of the 
Potomac, which swarmed with shad and bass. 

But he did not lead altogether the quiet life of 
a country gentleman. Hardly had he settled at 
Mount Vernon than he was elected a delegate to 
the Virginia House of Burgesses, and for fifteen 
years he continued to take part in its sessions. 


CHOSEN COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF 


Then came troubled times. In spite of opposi- 
tion by his own people, King George III of Eng- 
land was determined to tax without representa- 
tion, the American colonies, in order to make 
them share the expense of the war with France. 
The hateful and illegal Stamp Act was followed 
by other measures that provoked the Americans 
past endurance, and led to the outbreak of the 
Revolutionary War. Following the skirmishes 
at Lexington and Concord, the second Continen- 
tal Congress assembled at Philadelphia, and 
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George Washington, who attended it, was, to his 
great surprise, chosen commander-in-chief of the 
Continental Army. 

Washington had been prepared to draw his 
sword once more; two years before, he had said: 
“Tf need be, I will raise a thousand men, subsist 
them at my own expense, and march myself at 
their head for the relief of Boston.” But the 
war was in Massachusetts, and he, a Virginian, 
had not dreamed he would be asked to command 
the armies of the country. In accepting the ap- 
pointment he insisted that he would take no pay 
whatever. And “lest some unlucky event should 
happen,” he told them, “I beg it may be remem- 
bered by every gentleman in the room that I this 
day declare, with the utmost sincerity, I do not 
think myself equal to the command.” 

Washington reached Cambridge, on the out- 
skirts of Boston, soon after the Battle of Bunker 
Hill. The task that faced him was tremendous. 
His army was raw and undisciplined. It lacked 
the needful weapons of war. Worst of all was 
the small supply of powder. Within musket-shot 
of twenty British regiments in Boston, he was 
called upon, in these circumstances, to hold his 
ground for six months while disbanding one 
army, whose term of enlistment had expired, and 
recruiting another. Perhaps it is not strange 
that his generals disagreed with him when he 
favored an early assault on the city. 


BRITISH DRIVEN FROM BOSTON 


But Washington never delayed when his mind 
was once made up. Congress at last empowered 
him to proceed as he saw fit; so, as the British 
held Charlestown on the north, he planned to 
occupy Dorchester Heights, which commanded 
the city from the south. This he did, under 
cover of the night, on March 4, 1776; and less 
than two weeks later the British army under 
General Howe was compelled to leave Boston, 
board the fleet in the harbor, and sail away. 

It now became plain that the Colonies were 
engaged not merely in a war for their rights, 
but in a struggle to establish themselves as an 
independent nation. The Declaration of Inde- 
pendence was adopted on July 4, and Washington 
found his hand greatly strengthened. But the 
British now had thirty thousand men in the 
neighborhood of New York, while the American 
army opposing them was inferior in numbers 
and equipment. In the battle of ‘Long Island, on 
August 27, the Americans suffered a severe de- 
feat; only the skill of Washington saved them 
from utter destruction. For forty-eight hours he 
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was in the saddle, using all his energies and 
resources to transfer the broken army from the 
Long Island shore, across the swift waters of the 
East River, to New York. Despite many dangers 
and difficulties, this remarkable feat was safely 
accomplished. It was carried out in darkness and 
a driving rain, and the British did not discover 


Lee, also on the Hudson, and to retreat through 
New Jersey with the remnants of his ragged 
army. It was a masterly retreat. General Charles 
Lee, whom he had counted upon, proved treach- 
erous. New Jersey swarmed with the British, 


and Cornwallis was close upon his heels. So 
confident were the British officers, that they be- 
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WASHINGTON’S HOME 


INSET: 


what had been going on till they found the in- 
trenchments deserted. 

The British now crossed the water to Man- 
hattan, and a struggle followed, with varying 
success, for the possession of New York and the 
control of the Hudson River. Howe was de- 
feated at Harlem Heights, but held his own at 
White Plains, and captured Fort Washington be- 
cause the American general’s orders were dis- 
obeyed. 


VICTORIES IN NEW JERSEY 


Washington, who had feared for the safety of 
Philadelphia, was now obliged to abandon Fort 
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lieved the war was almost over. Even to Wash- 
ington the end seemed in sight; but it was in 
the hour of defeat that he best showed his great- 
ness and strength. 

On December 8 he crossed the Delaware into 
Pennsylvania. The British could not follow him 
for lack of boats, which the Americans had de- 
stroyed or hidden; but when the river froze they 
could march into Philadelphia. Washington did 
not wait for that. On Christmas night he re- 
crossed the Delaware with 2,400 men, marched 
nine miles in a thick snow-storm, and fell upon 
the Hessian garrison at Trenton, taking a thou- 
sand prisoners. A week later, when Cornwallis 
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marched from Princeton to crush him, Washing- 
ton outgeneraled him, and broke the British 
rear. 


A MILITARY GENIUS 


He had proved himself a military genius. For 
his feat at Trenton, Congress gave him the 
powers of a dictator. Frederick the Great pro- 
nounced his victories on the Delaware “the most 
brilliant achievements recorded in military an- 
nals.” Yet there were dark days ahead, and the 
darkest of these was Valley Forge. 

It was there, in 1778, that Washington went 
into winter quarters; it was there that the patriot 
army starved and froze, staining the snow with 
bloody footprints. Then came the news that 
France had agreed to help us. 

As late as 1780, things were going badly for 
the Colonies. Then it was once more Washing- 
ton to the rescue. In the Summer of 1781, Corn- 
wallis, campaigning in the South, commanded an 
army at Yorktown. The French fleet sailed to 
the coast of Virginia, and Washington swiftly 
moved from the Hudson to Chesapeake Bay. In 
the Capitol at Washington is a famous painting 
by ‘Trumbull. It depicts the surrender of Lord 
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Sincgé the month of July we have had no assist- 
ance from the quartermaster-general, and to want 
of assistance from this department the commis- 
sary-general charges great part of his deficiency. 
To this I am to add, that, notwithstanding it is a 
standing order, and often repeated, that the 
troops shall always have two days’ provisions by 
them, that they might be.ready at any sudden 
call; yet an opportunity has scarcely ever offered, 
of taking advantage of the enemy, that has not 
been either totally obstructed, or greatly impeded 
on this account. And this, the great and crying 
evil, is not all. The soap, vinegar, and other 
articles allowed by Congress, we see none of, 
nor have we seen them, I believe, since the battle 
of Brandywine. The first, indeed, we have now 
little occasion for; few men having more than 
one shirt, many only the moiety of one, and some 
none at all. 

In addition to which, as a proof of the little 
benefit received from a clothier-general, and 
as a further proof of the inability of an army 
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Cornwallis to General George Washington, com- 
mander-in-chief. The war was virtually over. 


FATHER OF HIS COUNTRY 


Washington resigned from his command in 
December, 1783, and went to spend Christmas at 
Mount Vernon. The army was so proud of him, 
and so disgusted with its shabby treatment by the 
Government, that it offered to make him king. 
This offer he sternly rebuked. But when he was 
sought out in his retirement at Mount Vernon, 
he consented to be President; and, with James 
Madison and Alexander Hamilton, he was fore- 
most in rescuing the Colonies from chaos, and 
uniting them securely under our republican form 
of government. It is to him, more than to any 
other man, that the nation owes its very exist- 
ence. 

When the news of his death reached England. 
the British fleet lowered its flags half-mast; 
France, under Bonaparte as First Consul, draped 
its banners with crépe. The American Congress 
wore mourning through its session, to honor the 
memory of him declared by one of his generals 
to be “first in war, first in peace, and first in the 
hearts of his countrymen.” 


VALLEY FORGE 


GEORGE WASHINGTON 


under the circumstances of this, to perform the 
common duties of soldiers (besides a number of 
men confined to hospitals for want of shoes, and 
others in farmers’ houses on the same account), 
we have, by a field return this day made, no less 
than two thousand eight hundred and ninety-eight 
men now in camp unfit for duty, because they 
are barefoot and otherwise naked. 

By the same return it appears that our whole 
strength in Continental troops, including the 
eastern brigades, which have joined us since the 
surrender of General Burgoyne, exclusive of the 
Maryland troops sent to Wilmington, amounts to 
no more than eight thousand two hundred in 
camp fit for duty; notwithstanding which, and 
that since the 4th instant, our numbers fit for 
duty, from the hardships and exposures they 
have undergone,, particularly on account of 
blankets (numbers having been obliged, and still 
are, to sit up all night by fires, instead of taking 
comfortable rest in a natural and common way), 
have decreased near two thousand men, 
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WASHINGTON TAKING THE OATH OF OFFICE AS FIRST PRESIDENT OF THE UNTT? 


City of New York, April 6, 1789 
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We find, gentlemen, without knowing whether 
the army was really going into winter-quarters or 
not (for I am sure no resolution of mine would 
warrant the remonstrance), reprobating the 
measure as much as if they thought the soldiers 
were made of stocks or stones, and equally in- 
sensible of frost and snow; and moreover, as if 
they conceived it easily practicable for an in- 
ferior army, under the disadvantages 1 have 
described ours to be, which are by no means 
exaggerated, to confine a superior one, in all 
respects well appointed and provided for a 
winter’s campaign, within the city of Philadel- 
phia, and to cover from depredation and waste 
the States of Pennsylvania and Jersey. But 
what makes this matter still more extraordinary 
in my eye is that these very gentlemen—who 
were well apprised of the nakedness of the 
troops from ocular demonstration, who thought 
their own soldiers worse clad than others, and 
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who advised me near a month ago to postpone 
the execution of a plan I was about to adopt 
in consequence of a resolve of Congress for seiz- 
ing clothes, under strong assurances that an 
ample supply would be collected in ten days 
agreeably to a decree of the State (not one ar- 
ticle of which, by the by, is yet come to hand) 
—should think a winter’s campaign, and the cov- 
ering of these States from the invasion of an 
enemy, so easy and practicable a business. I can 
assure those gentlemen, that it is a much easier 
and less distressing thing to draw remonstrances 
in a comfortable room by a good fireside, than 
to occupy a cold bleak hill, and sleep under 
frost and snow, without clothes or blankets. 
However, although they seem to have little feel- 
ing for the naked and distressed soldiers, I feel 
superabundantly for them, and from my soul I 
pity those miseries which it is neither in my 
power to relieve nor prevent. 


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN * 


BY ELBRIDGE S. BROOKS 


Two hundred years ago nobody knew how to 
catch the lightning, and everybody stood in great 
dread of it. Now we know how to catch it and 
carry it away from our houses, and we also know 
how to make it run along wires and carry mes- 
sages from one friend to another so fast that, 
if you were a thousand miles away, your friend, 
if he were at the end of the wire, would be re- 
ceiving the message while you were at the other 
end sending it. 

We have also learned how to make it carry the 
human voice for thousands of miles, so that if 
you were in New York you might step up to a 
little box, called the telephone, and talk into it, 
and your mother, father, or friend could hear 
your words plainly in Chicago, nearly a thousand 
miles away. It would pass so quickly that you 
and they could talk back and forth almost as easy 
and quickly as if you were in the same room. 
We also make this wonderful force pull our 
street-cars through our great cities, thus setting 
free the horses that used to have to do it. We 
also make it light our streets and houses, and 
we call it electricity. 

Is this not a very strange and a very wonder- 
ful power? And would you not like to hear the 
story of the great man who first caught from the 
skies this vivid, flashing lightning, and found out 


that he could harness it, almost as easily as we can 
harness a horse, and make the very thing which 
people had always dreaded as a terrible destroyer, 
the best friend and servant of man? Did you 
say you would like to hear his story? I will tell 
it to you. His name was Benjamin Franklin. 
A very long time ago, perhaps about four 
hundred years, there lived in Northamptonshire. 
England, a poor blacksmith whose name was 
Franklin. In that country at that time, the old- 
est son always followed the same trade or work 
which his father followed. So the oldest son in 
the Franklin family always became a blacksmith, 
and he always got the property which belonged to 
his father when the father died. The other chil- 
dren had to get out and shift for themselves. 
The youngest son in one of the large Franklin 
families was named Josiah. He could not be a 
blacksmith, as his older brother took up that 
business and inherited his father’s shop. So 
Josiah went out and gave himself to a man who 
made soap and tallow candles, and agreed to serve 
him, without any pay except his board and 
clothes, until he was twenty-one years of age. 
All this he did that he might learn the trade 
Obma soap:boiler, and candle-maker. When he 
was twenty-one his employer gave him, as was 
the custom, a new suit of clothes, a few dollars 


*From “True Stories of Great Americans,” by Elbridge S. Brooks; used by permission of John C. Winston Co., pub- 


lishers, Philadelphia, 


MEN WHO MADE THE UNITED STATES 205 


for his personal use, and a letter saying that he 
had learned his trade well. With that letter to 
show, young Josiah was able to go and hire him- 
self to work where he could get pay for his 
labor. The hired man nearly always lived in 
his employer’s family, and received his board 
and a few dollars per month. 

After a little while, Josiah was married and 
continued to live in England and work at his 
trade until his wages were hardly sufficient to 
support himself, his wife, and three children on 
the coarsest kind of food. He did, however, 
save up, in his earlier years, a little money, and 
the stories of the New Worla—America—kept 
coming to his ears. He heard that there were 
few candlemakers and soap-boilers in America, 
and that a young man who understood his trade 
would have a much better chance here than in 
England; so in the year 1682 he took his wife 
and three children, and such clothing, bedding, 
and household things as they could bring, on 
board a big sailing vessel and came to America. 
He landed in Boston, and soon set himself up 
as a soap and candle maker. He found it much 
easier to support his family here than in the old 
country, and he became very much in love with 
his new home. 

In the year 1706, twenty-four years after Jo- 
siah Franklin and his wife and three children 
came to America, a little baby boy was born. 
Like his father, he proved to be the last child 
in the family, and his father named him Benja- 
min. You remember Jacob’s youngest son was 
named Benjamin. But Ben Franklin had six- 
teen brothers and sisters older than himself. 

Benjamin was a good boy, and his father loved 
him very much. ‘The little fellow learned to 
read when he was very young, but he was sent 
to school only for two years, and then he was 
taken away, when he was only ten years of age, 
to work in his father’s candle-shop. His busi- 
ness was to cut wicks for the candles, fill the 
moulds with the melted tallow, tend the shop and 
run the errands. But “Ben,” as he was called, 
did not like this business. He would very much 
rather look in picture books and read the easy 
stories. He always loved to go down to the 
water’s edge, and he often did an errand very 
quickly, running all the way to save some time, 
that he might jump in a boat or go swimming 
with the boys. 

Ben did not get over his desire to go to sea. 
He did not dare to ask permission, but he was 
always talking about what the sailors said, and 
using words which showed he had learned the 
different sails and much about ships. So his 


- odd moments wrote some verses himself. 


father grew afraid that his son would run away 
and go to sea as one of his other sons had al- 
ready done. One day after Ben had been in the 
tallow-candle shop for two years—and was now 
ten years old—his father began to talk with him 
about other trades. He took him frequently to 
walk and they would stop to look at different 
kinds of workmen, such as bricklayers, carpen- 
ters, iron-workers, and many others. He hoped 
the boy would like some of these better than the 
life of a sailor, but Benjamin did not care for 
any of them. 


CHOOSING A VOCATION 


By this time he had, however, grown very 
fond of reading. He pored over his father’s 
dull books and sold little things of his own to 
buy more. Often he would trade his old books 
at the second-hand book-stores for others he had 
not read. So Mr. Franklin, seeing he was so 
fond of reading books, thought it was best to 
make a printer of him. His oldest son, James 
Franklin, already had a printing office and press. 
Benjamin said he would like this trade, so he 
was apprenticed to his brother to learn it. 

When we say Ben was “apprenticed” we mean 
he was given to his brother to have as his own 
until he should be twenty-one years old. He was 
to work for his brother without any pay, except 
his board and clothing. As Benjamin was then 
about eleven years old, he would have to serve 
his brother for ten years to learn his trade. Ben- 
jamin liked this trade very much. He got to see 
many new books and could always borrow all he 
wanted, and used to sit up sometimes all night to 
read a book so he could return it, unsoiled, to 
the store in the morning. 

The boy took a great fancy to poetry, and at 
When 
he had quite a lot, he showed it to his brother 
James. Certainly it was, as Franklin afterward 
called it, “wretched stuff,” but James printed it 
and sent Ben around Boston to peddle it. He 
was doing this with much pride when his father 
laughed at him and made fun of his poetry, and 
told him he would always be a beggar if he wrote 
verses for a living. He stopped short his writ- 
ing and peddling poetry. But he was bound to 
write, for he loved to do it, and I will tell you 
how he played a nice trick off on his brother: 

James Franklin published a little newspaper. 
It was Ben’s duty after the paper was printed 
to carry loads of them around and deliver them 
to the subscribers. The boy read this paper, and 
he thought he could write as well as many whose 
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articles were published in it. But he would not 
dare to ask his brother James to let him write, 
nor would he let anyone know what he wrote. 
His father would be sure to make fun, as he did 
of his poetry, if he saw it. So he wrote almost 
every week and slipped his pieces under the of- 
fice door after it was closed. James printed 
them, and his father read them, but they did 
not dream that Ben wrote them. 


BUYING BOOKS 


Now I will tell you of a way he saved money 
to buy books. Remember he got no wages for 
his work, but he always had money. A boy is 
not of much account if he does not have money. 
When you see a boy always going around with- 
out a cent, it is a pretty good sign he will never 
save anything. Benjamin had got the notion that 
it was wrong to eat meat. Now his brother paid 
his board, you know. So the boy told his brother 
that if he would give him half what his board 
cost he would board himself. As that would 
save James something, he agreed. Benjamin quit 
eating meat and lived on bread and other cheap 
foods. ‘Thus he saved money to buy books, and 
by eating only a bit of bread and a tart for din- 
ner he had half an hour every day to devote to 
reading, while the others were eating heavy din- 
ners; and this is the way he educated himself. 
Would you think it strange if 1 told you that 
Benjamin did not like his brother James? It is 
a fact, he did not. ‘They often quarreled, for 
James did not treat his little brother right and 
sometimes gave him beatings. I will tell you 
how he got free from him. 

One day James printed something in his paper 
which made the Governor of the Colony mad. 
They arrested him and put him in jail for a 
whole month. Benjamin published the paper 
while his brother was in prison, and he said 
some very ugly things about the government, but 
was careful not to say anything for which they 
could get him in prison. This pleased James very 
much. But when they let him out of prison they 
forbade his publishing the paper any longer. Now 
what was James to do? He was a shrewd busi- 
ness man, so he said to Benjamin that he would 
set him free and run the paper in his name. So 
they destroyed the papers that bound the boy in 
law. Ben, however, said he would remain with 
his brother until he was twenty-one years old. 
This agreement was made, and so it started, but 
soon James tried to impose on Ben as he had 
done before; but as Ben was no longer bound 
to him, he left him. Ben afterward said that 
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he did not do fairly in this, and he was sorry for 
it, though it was, perhaps, nothing more than 
James deserved. 

Benjamin now tried to hire himself to other 
printers; but none of them would take him be- 
cause he had broken his contract with his brother. 
Besides, they had all agreed together that when 
one of their apprentices left, none of the others 
should hire him. 

What was he to do? He was only seventeen 
years old, but he was not to be discouraged. 
Gathering a few of his books, he went aboard 
a sloop setting sail for New York. In that city 
he tried for days, but could get no work. Some 
one told him to try Philadelphia. It was a tedi- 
ous and dangerous journey as it must be made 
by water. There were no railroads then. He 
took a sail-boat to Amboy, New Jersey. A storm 
came up and the boat was driven ashore, and the 
poor frightened boy lay all night in the lIttle 
hold of the boat with the waves dashing over it, 
and the water, leaking through, soaked him to 
the skin. It took him thirty-two hours to get 
to Amboy, and all that time he had neither a 
drink of water nor a bite to eat. 

Having very little money he set out on foot 
and walked to Burlington. Here he was met by 
trouble he had not looked for. His ragged 
clothes, wet and soiled, made hit look like what 
we now call a tramp; but there were no tramps 
in those days. They thought he was a runaway, 
and came very near putting him in jail, and he 
says he was then sorry he had not remained in 
Boston with his brother James. 


IN PHILADELPHIA 


But it was now too late to go back, so he 
found a man with a row-boat at Burlington who 
was going to Philadelphia, and Franklin agreed 
to go with him and help him row the boat to 
pay his passage. They arrived at Philadelphia 
in the night, but as there were then no street 
lamps in the city, they passed by without know- 
ing it. At length they went ashore and made a 
fire to dry themselves, and waited untjl morning 
and rowed to the city. 

Poor Benjamin Franklin, all soiled, tired and 
very hungry, started up the street to find some- 
thing to eat. He had no trunk or valise for his 
extra clothing, so he stuffed his extra stockings 
and shirt in his pockets. He soon found a baker 
shop and asked for biscuits as he used to buy in 
Boston. The baker did not know what they were. 
They did not make biscuits in Philadelphia. Se 
Franklin asked him to ‘give him threepenny worth 


MEN WHO MADE THE UNITED STATES 


of bread of any kind, as he was very hungry. 
The baker gave him three loaves, and putting 
one under each arm, he chewed vigorously on the 
other as he walked along. 

And as he passed along a pretty girl named 
Doborah Read looked out of the door, and he 
saw her laughing “fit to kill,’ and making all 
manner of fun of him. His pride was stung, 
but he was too hungry and helpless to do any- 
thing then. Many years afterward, he married 
this very girl, and she was very fortunate and 
proud to get him. 

Franklin soon found a place to work with a 
printer named Keimer, and he very quickly 
showed that he was quite different from other 
workmen and boys about the place. He knew 
all about printing, so he was a valuable work- 
man, and he had read and knew so much in 
books that those who knew him liked to hear 
him talk, and they used to refer to him to settle 
disputes on all sorts of questions. Instead of 
spending his evenings at the tavern drinking or 
gossiping, as other young men did, he went to 
his room and read good books or went in the 
company of those of whom he could learn some- 
thing. Such young men as these always attract 
the attention of others. 

One day Mr. Keimer, the printer, looked out 
and saw two finely dressed gentlemen coming 
to his place. He went out to meet them and 
found it was no other than Sir William Keith, 


the governor of Pennsylvania, and one of his - 


friends. They had on silver knee-buckles and 
powdered wigs and ruffled shirts and gay-colored 
coats and silk stockings. Such fine people had 
never visited his shop before, and Keimer was 
much pleased, thinking what an honor it was to 
him, and, perhaps, he thought they might give 
him a big bill of printing to do. How great must 
have been his disappointment when the governor 
asked to see a young man by the name of Ben- 
jamin Franklin. 

Franklin came out with his sleeves rolled up 
and wearing leather breeches—such as nearly all 
workmen wore in those days. He was quite 
surprised that the governor should visit him, but 
was not ashamed to be an honest workman, and 
without ceremony he walked away between the 
two fine gentlemen to the tavern. Now what do 
you suppose the fine governor wanted with this 
common young printer in ais leather breeches? 
He told him that he wanted him to start a print- 
ing office of his own, as none of the other men 
of the city were first-class workmen Franklin 
was very proud of the governor’s good opinion, 
but told him that he could not think of starting 
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for himself as he was too poor to buy a press 
and types of his own, and he did not think his 
father would help him. The governor wrote a 
letter to Franklin’s father urging him to help 
his son, and sent Franklin to Boston, dressed up 
nicely, wearing a watch, and with money in his 
pocket, to carry the letter. His parents were 
delighted to see him looking so large and strong 
and so much improved in every way. But when 
he showed the governor’s letter, asking his 
father’s aid in buying a press, he was told by the 
old gentleman that he was too young to go into 
business for himself. 

Franklin returned to Philadelphia with a heavy 
heart and reported to the governor what had 
happened. The governor seemed very much dis- 
appointed, and told Franklin that, if he would go 
to England to buy the presses and types, he would 
start him in business for himself. Benjamin 
agreed to do this, and at the appointed time 
called on the governor to get the letters of intro-: 
duction and credit which the governor said he 
would give him so he could buy whatever he 
wanted. They were not ready, but the governor 
told him he would send them to the ship with 
other mail and he would get them before landing 
in England. 

So Franklin went aboard the vessel and for 
many days had a delightful sail across the At- 
lantic Ocean. Just before they came to land, 
the mail-bags were opened, but what was his 
amazement to find that there was no letter from 
the governor for him. They searched carefully 
all through the letters sent by the governor to 
make sure, but there was not a word for or about 
Franklin or the printing press and types he was 
to buy. 

Here he was, a poor young man with no money 
and no friends, several thousand miles from 
home. It would take about six weeks to write 
to the governor and hear from him. He thought 
it over and wondered if the governor had forgot- 
ten it or just treated him meanly. A man on 
the ship told him that the governor did many 
strange things, that he had no credit abroad, and 
could not have bought a printing press for him- 
self, and that was the reason he had sent no 
etter of credit. Then Franklin made one of his 
wise sayings, “Fine clothes do not make a fine 
geatleman,” which we still often hear repeated. 


IN LONDON 


But Franklin had learned to depend on him- 
self and knew his printer’s trade well, and he 
at once got a position to set type in London, 
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where he learned many things that he did not 
know before. One was to engrave pictures and 
handsome letters on metal. Another was to make 
printer’s ink, and yet another how to cast type 
or letters. This was all very useful to him in 
after years. 

We have told you that Franklin would eat no 
meat. He also refused to drink wine or any 
intoxicating drink. Now, all of the English print- 
ers and laborers drank a great deal of beer, and 
when lunch-time came, and Franklin sat down 
with his cup of milk or water, they laughed at 
him, and told him that water would make him 
weak, and he would be of no account if he did 
not drink beer or whisky, or something, and eat 
meat to make him strong. 

Franklin told them that was a mistake, and, to 
prove it, he lifted heavy weights and showed 
himself stronger than any man in the shop. One 
holiday in the Summer they went out for a swim 
in the River Thames, and Franklin could swim 
farther and faster than any of them. They also 
thought as he had come from the “wild new 
world,” he did not know much, but after they 
had talked to him a bit they found out he had 
read more books than any of them, and instead 
of going out at nights he spent his time reading. 
There was a man near by who kept a second- 
hand book store, and Franklin used to pay him 
so much a week to let him take out books and 
read them. 

By and by he found he had saved enough 
money to return to America, so he came back 
and got a position as a clerk in a store, but his 
employer died and he went back to work at the 
printer’s trade. He hired himself to his old 
master, Keimer, and proved himself very useful 
in engraving plates to print a new paper money 
which was then being used in the Colony. 


IN BUSINESS FOR HIMSELF 


After a while Franklin bought a press and 
started a printing house of his own. He had to 
go greatly in debt for it, but by very hard work 
he believed he could pay the debt. He used to 
get up in the mornings when other men were 
asleep and go to work, and he was in his office 
at night after others were in bed. If he had not 
been a very strong and robust man, this would 
have made him sick. Perhaps he stood it better 
because he lived on nothing but milk and bread, 
and drank no intoxicating drinks. He did every- 
thing about his printing office. He made a wise 
saying: “If you want a thing done well, do it 
yourself.” So when he wanted paper, he took a 


wheelbarrow and went over to the paper house, 
bought what he wanted, and wheeled it home 
himself. 

He soon started a little newspaper, and he had 
read so much that he was able to write for him- 
self almost everything he printed in it. He also 
set a large portion of the type; and for a long 
time worked his printing press with his own 
hands, for there were no steam presses in those 
days. People saw how industrious he was, and, 
as he was the best printer in Philadelphia, he 
soon had more work than he could do, working 
early and late. 


A PARTNER 


Now, I will tell you an interesting thing that 
happened. You remember I told you about the 
girl who laughed at him, when he, with his pock- 
ets stuffed full of socks and shirt, walked up the 
streets several years before, eating a loaf of 
bread and carrying two others under his arms. 
Well, when Franklin was away in England, this 
pretty young lady, whom he always liked very 
much, got married, and when he came home he 
was sorry to hear it, for he had always hoped 
that he might become able to take a wife him- 
self, and, if he should, she was the one he meant 
to ask to marry him. Some time after Franklin 
came home, the husband of his old-time sweet- 
heart died. 

Franklin waited until she took off her mourn- 
ing, and he had gotten himself well started in 
his own shop, then he went over and told her 
what he had always intended to do, and said if 
she was willing to marry him now, he believed he 
could make a good living for the two in his own 
business, but, of course, they would have to live 
poor at first. He also told her that he was think- 
ing of starting a little book store in front of his 
printing office, and if she would marry him, she 
could be his clerk in the book store. 

She readily consented, for she had always liked 
Franklin. So they were married and the young 
couple set to work to pay off the debts for the 
printing office. They had no servant and they 
lived on very plain food. Franklin still ate for 
his breakfast only plain bread and milk out of a 
plain earthen dish, with a pewter spoon. His 
wife attended the store, sold books and station- 
ery, and, long before they expected to be so, they 
were out of debt and beginning to grow rich. 

If you had gone into a house in those days 
you would have found very few books, but in 
every home you would have found something 
which people read very little nowadays, namely, 
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an almanac. It told the people about the weather, 
the days of the month and the weeks, put in a 
lot of recipes for cooking and all sorts of house- 
hold remedies. In addition to this, it had wise 
sayings and choice bits of reading. So you see 
the almanac was a calendar, a cookbook, a doctor 
book and a reading book. Franklin concluded 
to print an almanac. He called it “Poor Rich- 
ard’s Almanac,” and it is noted to-day for its 
wise sayings. Franklin signed the wise sayings, 
“Richard Saunders,” and that is why it is called 
“Poor Richard’s Almanac”; but everybody knew 
Benjamin Franklin wrote it. 

By this time Franklin was one of the most 
learned men in the Colony, for, although he had 
never been to school since he was ten years old, 
he had, by studying at odd times, learned to speak 
and write several languages. One of the great 
needs of the people, he said, was an opportunity 
to read good books. There were very few books 
in the country and they were mostly in the li- 
braries of rich people in their homes. So Frank- 
lin started a public library in Philadelphia. It 
was the first one started in this country, and he 
encouraged all the working people to spend their 
evenings and holidays at the library reading. 

About this time there was a great deal of talk 
about a strange influence called electricity, and 
wise men of Europe wrote much about it. Frank- 
lin read everything they wrote. Nobody knew 
what it was. Some of the wise men from the Old 
World came over to Philadelphia and lectured, 
and Franklin told them he believed that electricity 
was nothing more than the same power which 
caused the lightning and the thunder in the skies. 
They laughed at him, of course, so he determined 
to try and find out if it was not the same. How 
do you suppose he did it? I will tell you. 

Franklin noticed that the electricity in the bat- 
teries of machines which these men used, if ap- 
plied to a hemp string, would make the short 
ends of the hemp stand up straight like the hair 
on a cat’s tail when the cat is mad or excited. 
He also noticed, when he touched the battery, he 
felt a shock from the electricity. “Now,” he 
said, “if the lightning from the clouds is elec- 
tricity, it will also make the ends of the hemp 
string stand up, and if I could only get it to 
come to me, through a piece of metal, I would 
feel the shock as I did from the electric battery.” 


ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTS 


The serious question was how he could get the 
hemp string up to the clouds. After a while he 
remembered that when he was a boy, he had often 


made a kite fly up as high as the clouds. So he 
took a silk handkerchief, made himself a kite 
and tied a long hemp string to it and put a steel 
point at the end of the kite, for he had found out 
that steel would attract electricity. On the other 
end of the hemp string, down close to his hand, 
he tied a metal key, and then from the key he 
tied a silk string which he held in his hand. 
They had found that electricity would not go 
through a silk string, and he reasoned that, if 
there was electricity in the clouds, it would be 
caught on the metal point of the kite and pass 
down the hemp string to the metal key, but would 
not pass down the silk string to his hand, as silk 
does not conduct electricity. 

He was afraid if he should fly his kite in the 
daytime a great crowd would gather around him, 
and, if his experiment should not prove success- 
ful, they would laugh at him; so one night when 
there was a wind and a thunderstorm, he went 
out all alone and sent his kite up. When it was 
way up among the clouds, and the thunder was 
pealing and the lightning was flashing, he saw 
the hemp on his string stand up on ends. Then 
he reached his finger to the key and received a 
shock just as he felt it in an electric battery. 
He had proved that lightning is due to electricity, 
and he had found how to catch it. 

The learned men of the Old World were as- 
tonished that a man who had never been to school 
since he was ten years of age had beaten them 
all so far in this mysterious and strange discov- 
ery. They said he was a philosopher, and called 
him “Doctor Franklin.” Many people, however, 
only laughed at the story. Some of Franklin’s 
friends said to him: “Now that you have discov- 
ered it, of what use is it?’ Franklin answered 
simply: “Of what use is a child? It may become 
aman.” He meant to teach them that a discov- 
ery of any truth is a very important matter, 
and that all knowledge may be turned to good 
use. 

Franklin then set to work and invented the 
lightning rod, which is, as we have said, a steel 
point placed on a house to catch the lightning 
and run it down a metal rod into the ground, just 
as the steel point on Franklin’s kite caught the 
electricity from the clouds and ran it down the 
hemp string. 

Franklin was now a great man, and the Amer- 
icans were very proud of him. So they sent him 
on a journey to London in the interest of the 
people. Dr. Franklin was now reminded of a 
proverb of Solomon which his father used to 
repeat when he was a boy: “Seest thou a man 
diligent in his business? He shall stand before 
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kings.” He was now going to stand before the 
“Privy Council” of the King of England; and 
what do you suppose he was going for? I will 
tell you. 

When Pennsylvania was settled, William Penn 
was made the governor, and a large amount of 
land was given him by the king for his father’s 
faithful services. When William Penn died, his 
sons inherited this large amount of land, and 
they claimed that they should not pay any taxes 
on it and refused to do so. The people thought 
they ought to pay like others, and so did Frank- 
lin, hence he was sent to London to plead the 
cause of the people against the sons of William 
Penn. ‘The result was the king made them pay 
taxes like everybody else, and Franklin came 
home more honored than ever. He had stood 
before the king and gained a great cause for the 
people. Seven years after this the English peo- 
ple undertook a very great injustice to the Amer- 
ican Colonies. Always before this, when the 
king wanted money from the colonists, he had 
asked for it by his Privy Council and they had 
sent: it freely. During the French and Indian 
War against England, the colonists had given so 
freely that the king said they had sent too much, 
and he made England pay back two hundred 
thousand dollars a year for several years. Now, 
in 1763 there was a man by the name of George 
Grenville made prime minister of England, and 
he was Lord of the Treasury. Without asking 
the king he decided to tax the Colonies in Amer- 
ica, and to do it he had stamps made which he 
said should be put on all legal documents of what- 
ever kind, and the people who used them would 
have to pay for these stamps. 

The people said they would give money when 
the king wanted it and asked for it, as they had 
always done; but as they had no representative 
in Parliament to plead for them, and as Parlia- 
ment never had taxed them, they would not now 
submit to being taxed in this way. 

So the colonists from all over the country sent 
Dr. Franklin to England again, and he showed 
them how unjust it would be to make his country 
buy these stamps. He told them that the people 
of America would give money when the king 
asked for it: He showed them how liberal they 
had always been in giving more than was re- 
quired. He told them the stamps on the papers 
would look like compulsion, and, while they could 
persuade the American people to do anything, 
they were too liberty-loving to be forced to do 
an unjust thing. 

3ut Mr. Grenville also persuaded Parliament 
to pass the law putting a special tax on tea and 
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other articles as well as requiring stamps on legal 
papers. That-meant the people of America had 
to pay England for the privilege of buying goods. 
This madé the Americans very angry and they 
would not buy the goods. But a few people did 
buy them, and that made the true patriots very 
angry. So one day when a ship loaded with tea 
came into Boston Harbor, with the hated tax im- 
posed on it, some people went aboard and threw 
it into the sea. 

A few months later, the mean Mr. Grenville 
was removed from the office of prime minister, 
and, through Dr. Franklin’s influence, Parliament, 
repealed the unjust taxes. 

But, in spite of Dr. Franklin’s efforts and pop- 
ularity, other unjust laws were made and kept 
in force, and the quarrel already started grew 
worse and worse. The people saw England had 
no love for them, and was only holding them to 
help support the English king and rich people. 
This made them hate the mother country. Pat- 
rick Henry, the fiery orator, had made a great 
speech in Virginia, and urged the colonists to 
go to war rather than submit. ‘This speech had 
been printed and gone all over the country, and 
fired the people against their oppressors. Mean- 
time, England sent warships to America to fright- 
en the people into submission. So Dr. Franklin, 
after ten years’ hard work to keep peace, left 
England in April, 1775. When he landed, on 
May 6th, he found that the battle of Lexington 
had been fought, and the war was really begun. 

As soon as he reached Philadelphia, he again 
tried to do what he could to bring about peace, 
for he feared our small nation of about three 
millions of people—not so many in all the coun- 
try as there are now in the city of Greater New 
York—would be almost destroyed if they tried to 
fight against the great kingdom of England with 
her many trained soldiers and great warships. 

But finding that England would not do right, 
he determined, with Patrick Henry, Thomas Jef- 
ferson, John Adams, and other great men, that 
it was better to die as a free man than to live 
in such slavery as England wanted to put upon 
us. He was elected a delegate to the Continen- 
tal Congress, where the greatest men came from 
all the Colonies; and he helped make, and signed 
the Declaration of Independence. ; 

He next went to work to get up soldiers—but 
he was a statesman instead of a soldier, and 
General Washington asked him to go to Canada 
and see if the Colonies there would not join us 
in our war, and make England set them free also, 
Franklin went and tried hard to induce them, 
but finally had to give it up and come home. He 
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was made postmaster-general of the United Col- 
onies. 

When the war had been going on two years, 
everybody saw we must have help, or we should 
be beaten, our country would be ruined, and all 
our great men would be hung or shot as traitors 
to the English Government. France had been 
secretly helping us for some time. 

The colonists, knowing that Dr. Franklin could 
speak French, having learned it by studying at 
odd times while a young man, and also that he 
was the wisest and most popular man in the coun- 
try, decided to send him to the Court of France, 
to beg them to help us. 


ALSTHE, COURT VOR BRANCE 


Thus Franklin again stood before a king. He 
was now a venerable man, seventy years of age, 
but full of vigor and full of life and one of the 
shrewdest men who ever went abroad for his 
country. The people of Paris—the gayest city 
and the proudest Court in the world—were 
charmed with his wise sayings, his simple ways 
and his quaint manners, for he pretended to be 
only a poor colonist, although he was famous all 
over Europe for his wise statesmanship, his 
learning in books, his discoveries and inventions. 

Franklin soon won over the French people to 
the American side. They wanted to help us very 
much. But then the government did not want to 
do anything for fear of England. 

But after about a year of sleepless nights and 
thoughtful days, Franklin won the government 
over too. It was a glorious day for him, when 
the treaty was made and sixteen big warships 
and four thousand French soldiers sailed out 
from France to help us fight. 

Besides this, Franklin could now buy more ves- 
sels, and as you will read in the life of Paul Jones 
in this book, he fitted him out with ships after 
the loss of his own vessel. Do you not remem- 
ber the fearful fight between the “Bonhomme 
Richard” and the “Serapis”? The ‘“Bonhomme 
Richard” was Paul Jones’ ship, and it was got- 
ten for him in France With Franklin’s aid. “Bon 
Homme Richard” is French, and it means “Good 
mar Richard.” It was so named in honor of 
Franklin’s “Poor Richard’s Almanac,’ which 
Jones read and found full of good advice. It is 
believed that this treaty with France and the 
aid the French people gave us are what saved 
our country from defeat. If so, is not Franklin 
almost, or quite, as great as George Washington? 

Dr. Franklin remained in France during the 
whole of the war and kept her sending us help, 
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and when General Cornwallis surrendered to 
General Washington, he helped to make the treaty 
of peace with England, signing them both—for 
there was first a treaty and afterward a final 
one—in Paris. He then made a treaty with Prus- 
sia which was of great benefit to our country. 

After all these great deeds and many smaller 
ones, which it would fill a book to tell, he pre- 
pared to leave France, where he had been for 
more than ten years. He was over eighty years 
of age and beginning to suffer with gout. So 
the Queen of France had him carried to the sea 
in her private easy chair, hung with silk curtains 
and lined with fine cushions and borne by two 
mules, one walking in front and the other behind. 
When Doctor Franklin reached home, everybody, 
from the highest to the lowest, joined in his 
praises, and all those near enough went to see 
him. He was, next to Washington, the most hon- 
ored man in the country. But would you not 
think they would let the dear old man rest the bal- 
ance of his life? Certainly, if he so desired, but 
they thought he ought to be the president of 
Pennsylvania for them, anyhow for a while, and 
he served them in that office three years. 

Then all the free Colonies sent their great men 
together to name the new country and make a 
Constitution for it. Franklin was among them, 
and he told them that God had given the victory, 
and they must open the meeting every day with 
prayer, “because,” he said, “if a sparrow cannot 
fall to the ground without His notice, an empire 
cannot rise up without His aid.” So they did as 
he advised. The new country was named the 
“United States of America,’ and its Constitu- 
tion, declaring all men to be born free and equal, 
was made and adopted. George Washington was 
made President in 1789, and Franklin said it was 
the proudest day of his life when he saw him in 
office and this great country free, united, and 
under its own ruler. He had now but a short 
time to live, and though eighty-three years of age, 
he said he thought he ought to advise our people 
to free the negro slaves. Our Constitution said 
all men were born free and equal, and if that 
were true we should not keep our fellow-man in 
slavery. So he became president of a society 
which undertook to persuade Congress to free 
the negroes, and signed a long letter called a 
memorial, begging Congress to buy the slaves 
from their owners, and set all the black people 
free. 

On April 17, 1790, Benjamin Franklin died in 
Philadelphia, at the ripe old age of eighty-four 
years and three months. All the nation went into 
mourning for the good and great man, 


LAFAYETTE, FRIEND OF AMERICA 


BY JOSEPH LEWIS FRENCH 


A part of the great debt we owed to France for 
the timely help that saved American freedom 
in our war of the Revolution was repaid in the 
Great War. But the debt we owe to the great 
Marquis de Lafayette can never be repaid. La- 
fayette, a young nobleman of wealth, seemed to 
be inspired to help us—a sort of heaven-sent 
messenger—not only by his own personal serv- 
ices, but by the great influence he exercised upon 
his countrymen. 

There is a life-size statue of the young La- 
fayette as he looked at the time in Union Square, 
in the heart of New York City, and on its base 
are these words: “When I heard the cry of 
American freedom my heart was stirred.’ It 
seemed as if this descendant of an ancient nobil- 
ity had not only a great heart but a great vision; 
as if he could see the marvelous future of the 
American people, and the realization of the dem- 
ocratic ideals they stood for. France was not 
long after to attempt the same sort of struggle 
against a tyrannous government; and here 
again, as we shall see, Lafayette played his part. 
He was a born leader of mankind, and one of the 
great figures of his time. His greatest monu- 
ment, however, is in the undying reverence and 
love of the American nation so long as it shall 
endure. 

He was born in a rugged old castle in the 
mountains of Auvergne, in the south of France, 
which is now over six hundred years old, and 
has always borne his family name—a fitting 
birthplace for a hero. His family records can 
be traced back one thousand years. It was a race 
of warriors for countless generations in direct 
line, numbering great generals and marshals of 
France—the glory of the realm. It was a La- 
fayette who turned the tide of battle against 
the ever-aggressive English in 1421, and forced 
them finally to resign all hope of the complete 
conquest of France. 

The story of the lives of these Lafayettes reads 
like great legends and romances. They stretch 
in a direct line of notable warriors clear back 
to the Crusades. On his mother’s side, also, he 
came of distinguished military stock. But his 
people were noted for more than this. For cen- 
turies the family of the Lafayettes “had been 
renowned throughout the region of their Au- 
vergne estates for lofty character and a kindly 


attitude toward their humble peasant neighbors.” 
They were true gentlefolk as well as great fight- 
ers. Was it any wonder that such an ancestry 
produced such a man as Lafayette? 

He was born on September 6, 1757, and his 
eyes opened on a home stricken with sorrow, his 
father having been killed at the battle of Min- 
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FROM A PAINTING BY ALONZO CHAPPEL 


den only a few months before, at the age of 
twenty-five. He was at first delicate, but even 
as a boy he began to show signs of that great 
strength of natural constitution which sustained 
him through the severest trials all his long life. 
He was brought up at home by a loving group 
of women, his mother, grandmother and two 
aunts, whose memory he kept tenderly to the day 
of his death. As a boy of eleven he was sent 
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to school in Paris. He had wealth, and he bore 
a great name. Any career was open to him, but 
he chose to be a soldier. It seemed inevitable. 


HIS WIFE A DEVOTED PARTNER 


About that time he was married to a daughter 
of one of the wealthiest and most influential 
families of the ancient nobility. Born aristocrat 
though his wife was, she became his devoted 
partner in all the ideals he afterward developed. 
His marriage to her when he was scarcely seven- 
teen was a ceremony of princely splendor. We 
shall see how Lafayette threw all these things 
aside and devoted his life and his great wealth 
to the cause of the people. A relative, even at 
this early period, testifies that he had “a spirit 
the most active, a character the most firm, a soul 
the most burning with passionate fervor.” The 
nobility were living in a dream at the time, and 
Lafayette saw this, and knew what the end would 
be. He, almost alone of the old régime, rose out 
of their ashes. But France, dying as she was, 
was to play a great part in helping us, and the 
first inspiring genius of the whole situation was 
the young Lafayette. 

Immediately on his presentation at court he 
became a favorite of Queen Marie Antoinette 
and was at once admitted into the inner circle. 
Here he won lifelong friends among the young 
nobles, some of whom came with him to America 
and were his supporters afterward in the French 
Revolution. But the court was not for him. 
History presents no greater anomaly than this 
young grand seigneur who was at heart a born 
republican. “He saw only a world in chains, 
waiting for some hero to come along and strike 
off the fetters.” He seems even in his youth 
to have been a great man among a horde of pyg- 
mies—a Gulliver among Lilliputians—a phoenix 
arising from the ashes of a decayed and dying 
race. He lived to become, as Mirabeau called 
him, “the hero of two worlds.” 

It was in the Summer of 1775, when he was 
barely eighteen years old, that at a dinner given 
by the Duke of Gloucester, the brother of the 
King of England, who was then visiting in France, 
he first heard from the Duke’s own lips the story 
of the struggle for American independence. Be- 
fore he left the dinner-table he had determined 
to offer his sword to the American people. His 
family and all his connections violently opposed 
him, and yet many of them felt the thrill of his 
strange purpose. But his proud family would 
not hear of his going except with a high commis- 
sion, and he so impressed the American envoy 
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in Paris that the promise of a commission as 
major-general, although he was then barely nine- 
teen, was given him. 

With this pledge he started for America, add- 
ing the express stipulation that he should serve 
without pay or allowance, and be allowed to 
return to France should the king recall him. He 
started in an hour when the fortunes of the col- 
onies were at their blackest; when news had just 
come of defeats at the very beginning which 
seemed to make the colonial cause utterly hope- 
less. Even the American envoy sought to stop 
him. “But,” says one of his biographers, “one 
of the points wherein this young Lafayette ap- 
proached nearest to greatness was in the way he 
could face some black disaster, and with an ab- 
solutely quenchless spirit, and the most adroit 
cleverness, turn it into an advantage.” His reply 


‘to the American envoy was: “It is especially in 


the hour of danger that I wish to share your for- 
tunes.” 

A last attempt to keep him at home was made 
by his people, who sent him on a visit to Eng- 
land with his cousin the Prince de Poix. Here 
he was entertained for three weeks like a prince. 
It was felt that after this he could not go. But 
he never even wavered. To his young and beau- 
tiful wife had come their first-born child, and 
she, also, who afterward came over to his side, 
made him a strong appeal to remain. But he 
recalled his own father’s death and his own noble 
birth. Noblesse oblige. 


SAILS FOR AMERICA 


He got away from Paris finally, disguised as 
a carrier, and reached the ship which he had 
bought and which was waiting in an obscure har- 
bor. He was followed by a royal mandate call- 
ing upon the American Congress to forbid him 
ali employment; but it did not reach American 
shores till after he had landed and received his 
commission. He was attached to the staff of Gen- 
eral Washington without a command. 

But the opportunity soon came for him to show 
the stuff he was made of. At the battle of the 
Brandywine he insisted on going to the front as 
soon as the situation became critical. When he 
reached the retreating army he threw himself 
from his horse, and starting forward in the very 
face of the enemy called on the Americans who 
were withering under the fire of the well-trained 
British soldiers to follow him. But the odds were 
too great. And he was forced to retire, wounded, 
when within twenty yards of the British line. 
For this display of gallantry he was thanked by 
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Congress and adopted as a brother by the whole 
American Army. 

Many years afterward when as an old man he 
came back to America on a visit he said: “The 
honor to have mingled my blood with that of 
many another American soldier on the heights 
of Brandywine has been to me a source of pride 
and delight.” Washington, who had already 
learned to love him, asked that he be treated as 
his own son till his wound was healed. About 
this time Lafayette wrote to his wife these words 
about Washington. “Our General is a man 
formed in truth for this revolution, which could 
not have been accomplished without him. I see 
him more intimately than any other man, and I 
see that he is worthy of the adoration of his 
country. . . . His name will be revered in every 
age by all true lovers of humanity.” 

When he recovered he was given a command 
under General Greene, who was just starting to 
oppose Lord Cornwallis, in New Jersey. He 
here displayed such true military genius that 
Washington, who had been watching him care- 
fully all the time, wrote to Congress: “It is my 
opinion that the command of military troops in 
that state cannot be in better hands than the 
Marquis’s. He possesses uncommon military tal- 
ents, is of a quick and sound judgment; perse- 
vering and enterprising without rashness; and, 
besides these, he is of a conciliating temper and 
perfectly sober, which are qualities that rarely 
combine in the same person. He will gain as 
much experience in the course of three or four 
years as some men will in ten or a dozen.” At 
this time Lafayette, writing to his father-in-law 
in France, said: “I read, I study, I examine, I 
listen, I reflect; and the result of all is the en- 
deavor at forming an opinion into which I in- 
fuse as much common-sense as possible. I will 
not talk much, for fear of saying foolish things, 
for I am not disposed to abuse the confidence 
which the Americans have kindly placed in me.’ 
Such words as these every boy should write in 
his own heart and live by. 

The strength of his devotion to our cause was 
yet to be severely tried: first in the fearful win- 
ter at Valley Forge, and afterward in the wilder- 
ness among the savages, in northern New York, 
on the expedition into Canada. But he stayed 
through it all, enduring hardship with a light- 
heartedness that made him the idol of the Amer- 
ican army. 

Seeing that he was marked for destiny, the 
party opposed to Washington tried to win him 
over with promises of great things. But he re- 
mained firm. He wrote to Washington: “I am 
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now fixed to your fate, and I shall follow it and 
sustain it by my sword, as by all means in my 
power.” Lafayette was Washington’s best friend 
and strong stay when the Congress seemed to 
have temporarily Jost faith in him. 


COMMANDS CANADIAN EXPEDITION 


He was given command of the expedition into 
Canada, with the hope of getting the French set- 
tlers to join our cause, but finding no supplies at 
Albany, he was forced to turn back. On this 
enterprise he first encountered several of the 
great chiefs of the Five Nations, who became his 
friends and joined forces with him. He returned 
in the spring to Valley Forge, to find that a 
treaty of alliance with France had been signed. 
This caused a great wave of rejoicing, as it 
seemed to everybody to assure our final success. 

Lafayette gained new laurels at the battle of 
Monmouth, and in other engagements which fol- 
lowed. He was not only a personal model of 
courage, but absolutely tireless. Once he made a 
journey to Boston of over seventy miles on an 
important mission in six hours and a half—‘“a 
feat paralleled only by Sheridan’s famous ride 
to Winchester.” His unsparing devotion of more 
than two years finally prostrated him with a dan- 
gerous fever. He slowly recovered, and was 
given a ship by Congress, the “Alliance,” on 
which to return home for a furlough. On the 
way over he quelled a mutiny, organized on 
board for his capture. He returned to France 
to find himself the hero of the hour. 

Here he worked for the American cause as 
hard as ever, and some ten months after set- 
ting foot on home shores sailed again for Amer- 
ica. He reached Boston, April 28, 1780, and was 
welcomed with tumultuous rejoicings. He bore 
the announcement that the French Government 
would send six ships, six thousand men, and 
three million livres in money to help us, all of 
which had been obtained directly by his efforts, 
aided by the great genius of Franklin. From 


then on he played a foremost part as a comman- 


der in prosecuting the war to an end. On May 
18, 1781, he was given independent command of 
the entire army in Virginia. Here he held off 
Cornwallis’ men till the French fleet arrived in 
Chesapeake Bay with reenforcements, on the 
30th of August. On the 30th of October, Corn- 
wallis capitulated, and the American nation was 
saved, Returning home, Lafayette made a tour 
of Germany and Austria to gain military know]- 
edge. He was still only in his twenty-fifth year. 
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He was entertained by Frederick the Great and 
other princes. 

He had already won greater laurels than any 
commander of youthful years in the whole an- 
nals of modern European warfare. But though 
he had achieved enough to crown a lifetime, his 
work was but begun. He returned to America 
for a brief visit, chiefly to greet Washington at 
Mt. Vernon in 1784, and was received by the 
nation with tumultuous welcome. But hencefor- 
ward the scene began to darken. The gathering 
clouds of the French Revolution finally burst in 
1784. 

Lafayette was one of the first thinkers to in- 
terest himself in the great problem. In the stir- 
ring events of the French Revolution he bore 
an active part. He demanded and was the first 
to sign the demand that the king convoke the 
States-General, which at once made him a leader. 
His liberal tendencies caused him to be deprived 
by the king of his active command in 1788. The 
following year he entered the States-General and 
played a prominent part in that stormy scene. 
On July 11, 1789, he presented a Declaration 
modeled on Jefferson’s famous one. Four days 
later he was chosen by acclamation Colonel-Gen- 
eral of the new National Guard of Paris. It was 
he who proposed the tricolor, in the uniforms. 
His life was in constant danger among a frenzied 
populace, whom as administrator he sought to 
calm into some semblance of reason or order. 
He rescued the queen twice from the hands of 
the populace, and saved many victims of less rank 
from the scaffold. He risked his own life con- 
stantly. At one time, utterly disgusted with the 
situation, he resigned his commission, but he was 
implored to resume it. 


FOUGHT FOR LIBERTY IN FRANCE 


There was no other such man in Paris. As 
a member of the Assembly he fought for religious 
tolerance, popular representation, the abolition of 
slavery, the freedom of the press, the suppression 
of titles of nobility and of privileged orders. The 
supreme command of the National Guard was 
offered him in 1790, but he refused it. When 
Louis XVI fled to Varennes he issued orders to 
stop him. Twice he suppressed uprisings of the 
populace in 1791, leading his own troops in the 
streets. He was made Lieutenant-General in 
that year and later proposed by a strong party 
for mayor of Paris. Of one of the three armies 
formed in the western boundary border of 
France, in 1791, to attack Austria, Lafayette 
was given the command. 


BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME FAMOUS 


Each day, however, the lives of the king and 
queen were more in danger, and Lafayette, in 
whom blood was after all thicker than water, 
began to oppose the Jacobin party. It was dis- 
covered that he even intended to use his army 
to restore a limited monarchy. He was declared 
a traitor by the Assembly on August I9, 1792. 
He took refuge in the neutral territory of Liége, 
when as one of the prime movers in the Revo- 
lution he was seized by the King of Prussia, who 
turned him over to the Emperor of Austria. He 
was finally imprisoned in the fortress of Oh- 
metz, in Austria, and told that he should escape 
only with death. The King of Prussia and the 
Emperor of Austria had both willed it. 

He remained here nearly five years, during 
which every attempt at release or rescue failed 
utterly. Meanwhile his great estates in France 
were confiscated. His wife was also arrested 
and confined in prison for ten months. Her 
mother, her grandmother, and her sister perished 
on the scaffold. On her release from prison his 
devoted wife and two daughters by strategy 
succeeded in reaching Ohmetz and shared the 
hero’s captivity to the end. He was finally set 
free by the only earthly power which could save 
him—that of Napoleon Bonaparte. He desired 
to win to his cause so remarkable a man. His 
sufferings in prison had been incredible. Even 
his clothes were in tatters when he came forth. 
With his family he sought a refuge in Holland, 
and events did not so shape themselves for sev- 
eral years that he could again appear in Paris. 

More than a quarter of a century after his 
release from Ohmetz he again visited America, 
reaching New York on August 16, 1824. He 
came simply as a private citizen, little dreaming 
of the reception that awaited him. The whole 
country rose up to do him honor. He was obliged 
by an overwhelming public sentiment to make a 
tour of the entire country. It was a great na- 
tional event which will never be forgotten. 

Returning to France, he passed his remaining 
years on an estate of eight hundred acres called 
La Grange, which had been saved by his wife 
out of the wreck of their combined fortunes. 
Here he lived in great happiness with his two 
daughters and their families. His house in Paris 
was the rendezvous of strangers and lovers of 
liberty from all parts of the world. 

He died on May 20, 1834, and was mourned 
in many lands, but in none so sincerely as in the 
United States. America is crowded with monu- 
ments to Lafayette. Countless cities, counties, 
townships, boulevards, arches, mountains, vil- 
lages, and hamlets bear his name. 


PAUL JONES, NAVAL HERO 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


OrF the east coast of England, in the light of a 
September moon, two battleships fought lashed 
together in a duel to the death. For an hour 
the fight had raged, and the decks were slippery 
with the blood of the dead and dying sailors. 
Sails hung in shreds, masts were splintered. Sea- 
men, stripped to the waist, blackened with pow- 
der, red with gore, looked more like demons than 
men. One of the ships was so injured below the 
water-line that she seemed about to sink; though 
the pumps were working furiously, she could not 
float much longer. 

Above the din of battle was heard a call—the 
voice of the commander, who deemed himself a 
victor. “Do you surrender?” he cried. 

Back from the sinking ship came the answer 
of its captain, clear, and defiant, and strengthen- 
ing the heart of every man on board: 

“T have only just begun to fight!” 

These words are graven deep on the tablets 
of history, and never will be forgotten. For the 
battle was one of the most famous ever fought 
on sea, and the captain who had only just begun 
to fight was Paul Jones. 

Paul Jones had won other victories over the 
British, but his triumph in this battle was the 
most brilliant victory of all. In spite of his 
proved ability and courage, in spite of the fact 
that he was foremost in creating an American 
navy when the War of the Revolution found the 
colonies all unprepared, it was only by persever- 
ance that he got his high command. The enemy 
at sea was not his only foe. There were worse 
enemies on land. He had to fight stupidity and 
slander, jealousy, hatred and disloyalty. Yet 
these, too, he overcame, though there were times 
when the odds seemed too great for one man. 
The courage with which he conquered all ob- 
stacles especially shines forth in this desperate 
sea-fight against a superior foe. 


PAUL JONES GETS HIS SHIP 


France was then, as now, our friend, and in 
1779 Paul Jones succeeded in getting the French 
King to give him a larger ship than any he had 
yet had. Its name was the “Duras,” but he 
changed it to the ““Bonhomme Richard,” in honor 
of Benjamin Franklin, our minister to France, 
who had written “Poor Richard’s. Almanac.” 


His success in obtaining this favor was due in 
great measure to his own personal qualities, and 
was not achieved till he had overcome much op- 
position. But he was not only a sailor. Though 
of humble origin, and though from a boy he had 
known the rough life of the merchant ships, he 
had spent some time in Virginia, where he read 
books and learned the ways of polite society. 
Pleasing in appearance, and with much charm of 
manner, he possessed the further advantage of 
speaking French fluently, and of knowing how 
to express himself with all the ease of a pol- 
ished gentleman. So eloquently did he plead his 
cause that he made a strong impression on the 
Duchesse de Chartres, a great lady of the French 
court. Not only did she make her influence felt, 
but provided him with a large sum of money with 
which to refit his ship. Already she had done 
him much service, and Jones had said to her, with 
a low bow: 

“Madame, I hope some day to lay an English 
frigate at your feet.” 


THE “BONHOMME RICHARD” 


Now we find him busy with the “Bonhomme 
Richard.” She was an old vessel, long in the 
East India service, and needed much repairing. 
She sailed well before the wind, but when beat- 
ing up against it, “steered hard and unsteady.” 
She could not change her course quickly, or 
“point up” well; and this was a great disadvan- 
tage. As Jones himself remarked: “To tack as 
occasion may require is frequently of supreme 
importance in battle, and, all other things being 
equal, has decided the fate of many ship-to-ship 
combats at sea.” 

However, he made the best of it, as he made 
the best of other disadvantages. His guns were 
poor, and some of them proved worthless. In 
his crew were seventy brave Americans, but the 
others were a motley lot. He was accompanied 
by four other ships. Two of these deserted him, 
and Captain Landais, who commanded the “Alli- 
ance,” turned out to be a traitor. 

Never did a commodore set forth in the face 
of such discouragement. But Paul Jones did 
not flinch. On he sailed till he sighted a fleet 
of merchant ships—forty vessels laden with pine, 
convoyed by the English frigates “Serapis” and 
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“Countess of Scarborough.” ‘Then as the “Sera- 
pis” drew near to give battle to the “Bonhomme 
Richard,’ Captain Landais in the “Alliance” 
sailed away, and lay at a safe distance, awaiting 
events. 


THE BATTLE BEGINS 


It was dusk. Captain Pearson, commanding 
the English ship, could not make out the exact 
nature of ‘his enemy. At last, coming within 
hail, he €alled, “What ship is that?” 

Paul Jones pretended not to hear. He wished 
to get the “Richard” in a more favorable posi- 
tion. 

“What ship is that?” came the challenge for 
a second time. “Answer, or I shall fire into 
you.” 

The battle was on. Both vessels let go their 
broadsides at the same instant. ‘Two of the old 
cannon on the “Richard” exploded, killing every- 
one near by, and making a great hole in the hull. 
A little later, fourteen of her guns were dis- 
mounted, and little of the starboard broadside 
was left. Of 140 officers and men stationed in 
the main gun-deck battery, more than half were 
killed or wounded. 

It was clear to Dick Dale, lieutenant of the 
“Richard,” that at this rate the vessel was 
doomed. Many of the foe’s eighteen-pound shot 
had pierced the hull “between wind and water”; 
there was four feet of water in the hold, and it 
was growing deeper. Yet in spite of all this, 
the guns were worked with a will, and not one 
of the men left showed any sign of weakening. 

Down to the gun-deck came Commodore Paul 


Jones. “Dick,” said he, “his metal is much too 
heavy for us. We are being hammered to 
pieces. We must close with him. Give the men 


their small arms, and stand prepared to board.” 


THE SHIPS LASHED TOGETHER 


Fach captain was handling his ship to try to 
gain an advantage. Jones wished to get the 
“Richard” across the enemy’s bow; but this was 
difficult to bring about, as some of the braces 
had been shot away. At last, however, the bow- 
sprit of the “Serapis” came over the “Richard’s” 
poop by the mizzen-mast, and Dale leaped for- 
ward and made both ships fast. 

The plight of the “Richard” was now a serious 
one. Her battery of twelve-pounders had been 
silenced and abandoned. One of the three can- 
nons left was trained against the mainmast of the 
‘Serapis’; the fire of the other two was so di- 
rected as to silence the enemy’s musketry, and 
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clear the decks. This was done. But flames were 
breaking out everywhere in the hold, and the 
pumps could not keep pace with the rising water. 

With her batteries out of business, all now 
depended on the muskets and hand grenades. 
The sailors in the tops fired volley upon volley, 
and the French marines fought bravely. The 
lower deck of the “Serapis’” was covered, but 
the seamen in her upper tier were in part ex- 
posed. 


THE COMMODORE TO THE RESCUE 


At this moment the commander of the marines 
was hit in the knee, and put out of action. In- 
stantly the Commodore sprang like a tiger to the 
quarter-deck, and took command of the men, 
some of whom were trembling with fear. His 
voice and example gave them fresh strength and 
courage; even those among the wounded who 
heard him leaned forward to join the fight. 
Above the rattle of the muskets his voice could 
be heard, cheering them on in their own lan- 
guage. Finally, he grasped a musket with his 
own hands; and there he stood on the quarter- 
deck rail—a marine and a Commodore at once— 
while half a dozen men busied themselves load- 
ing guns to hand to him. 

This was the climax of the battle. Suddenly 
two hundred prisoners confined below swarmed 
up through the hatch. One of them, scrambling 
through a port-hole, gained a refuge on the 
“Sérapis,” with the news that tae “Richard” was 
sinking. Then came the hail from the ‘‘Sera- 
pis”: “Have you hauled down your flag?” “No!” 
thundered Paul Jones. “I have only just begun 
to fight.” 

But the battle was not quite won. The “Alli- 
ance,” which had been skulking in the distance, 
now appeared, and, to the amazement of all, 
poured a broadside into the “Richard’s’’ stern. 
Again and again she fired, killing several brave 
men on the “Richard.” 


VICTORY FOR PAUL JONES 


Yet this black treachery was of no avail. Sail- 
ors on the “Richard” climbed into the yards of 
the “Serapis” and dropped hand grenades. There 
was a loud explosion. One of the grenades had 
fallen on a pile of cartridges, and something like 
a panic followed. Soon the sailors of Paul Jones 
were swarming through the “Serapis.” There 
was brief but bloody fighting, hand to hand. Then 
Captain Pearson struck his colors. ‘The battle 
was won, 
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But the “Richard’’ was a wreck, and slowly 
sinking. It became necessary to transfer her 
men, and such things as could be saved, to the 
conquered vessel. The next day she went down, 
still flying her flag—a flag which the young ladies 
of Portsmouth had made with their own hands. 
It was the first flag of the Colonies, with thir- 
teen stripes and thirteen stars. The stars for it 
had been cut from the wedding dress of Helen 
Seavey, two years before; the stripes from the 
silk gowns of her friends. Jones had said that 
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PAUL JONES 


FROM A PAINTING BY ALONZO CHAPPEL 


he and that flag would float or sink together. 
But now the “Richard” was become a coffin for 
those who had died in this great battle. It seemed 
fitting that the flag should still fly above them as 
they sank to their grave in the ocean. And so it 
remained, fluttering at the masthead, as the 
waters closed over the ship. 

This battle made the name of Paul Jones im- 
mortal. But he had won great distinction earlier 
in the war. Fully to appreciate his wonderful 
career, we must remember his humble begin- 
nings. Son of a Scotch gardener, he was born, 
in 1747, in Kirkbean, Scotland. His real name 
was John Paul; later, in America, he assumed 


the name of Jones, in honor ot a benefactor who 
took a great. fancy to him, and left him his 
estate at his death. 


A SAILOR AT TWELVE YEARS 


* The sea washed the shores of his boyhood 
home in Scotland, and the sea beckoned him to 
a life of adventure when he was but twelve years 
old. Adventure he found in plenty, and some of 
it not much to his liking. He was mate for a 
time on a slave-ship, but this wretched trade 
filled his soul with disgust, and he sought service 
elsewhere. On one of his early voyages, both 
the captain and the first mate died at sea; but 
Paul had studied navigation, and so he sailed the 
vessel safvly Lome. On another voyage a mutiny 
took place, and John Paul, as captain, was obliged 
to kill the leader in self-defense. In 1773 he went 
to live on his American estate; and it seems as 
if he might have passed the rest of his life there 
in ease and plenty. 

But idleness was foreign to the spirit of Paul 
Jones. In activity he found his greatest happi- 
ness. After the battle of Lexington, he urged 
upon our Government the need of providing a 
navy. ‘he Continental Congress heeded his ad- 
vice, and so valuable were his services at this 
critical time that the real beginnings of our navy 
are credited to him. 

Made a captain, in command of the “Provi- 
dence” and the ‘‘Albert,” he became a terror to 
British shipping all the way from Bermuda to 
Nova Scotia. Unjustly deprived, for a time, of 
the rank to which his exploits had entitled him, 
he was, in 1777, given command of the “Ranger,” 
and charged with carrying to France the news 
of Burgoyne’s surrender. Jones crowded on all 
sail, and made a sensational and successful voy- 
age. 

In the Spring of 1778, with his ship, the “Ran- 
ger,” he raided the British coast and surprised 
the garrison of Whitehaven. On this voyage he 
won fame by his capture of the English ship 
“Drake,” a more powerful man-of-war than his 
own. Then came his great victory over the 
“Serapis.” This made him a hero in the eyes of 
the French, and honors were showered upon him. 
King Louis XVI created him a Chevalier of 
France, and gave him a handsome sword; as the 
guest of Queen Marie Antoinette, he sat in her 
box at the opera. * 


SERVES IN THE RUSSIAN NAVY 


For his services in the war, the American Con- 
gress awarded Jones a gold medal, yet when the 
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conflict was over he had enjoyed no higher rank 
than Captain—his title of Commodore meaning 
nothing more than his command of a squadron 
in the fight with the “Serapis.” The Empress of 
Russia, however, made him a rear admiral, and 
he took part in the war against the Turks. Soon 
after, he returned to Paris, so broken in health 
that he died in 1792, while still in the prime of 
life. 

For some years his buriaf-place was unknown; 
but in 1905 it was discovered in the Protestant 


part of the old St. Louis cemetery. Then his 
body was taken from its tomb, and, escorted by 
the warships of the navy for which he had done 
so much, was brought home to its last resting- 
place in Annapolis. 

Paul Jones is one of the most picturesque fig- 
ures in American history, and many romances 
have been woven around his name. ‘Though pur- 
sued by envy and slander, he lived to confound 
his enemies. His fame is now secure as one of 
the greatest sea-captains that ever trod a deck. 


THOMAS JEFFERSON, WRITER OF THE 
DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


On Marcu 4, 1801, a man on horseback roae, all 
alone, along the street leading to the Capitol in 
Washington. He was an uncommonly tall man 
—more than six feet two, with a well-made, up- 
right figure, and a complexion that suggested a 
life lived much out-of-doors. He had red hair, 
light blue eyes, large hands and feet. He looked 
the athlete that he was, and it was easy to see 
from his firm seat in the saddle and the skill 
with which he managed his horse that he had 
been accustomed to riding from his earliest days. 

Except for his striking appearance, he might 
have passed for an ordinary citizen, out for a 
pleasure ride. His dress was of plain cloth, his 
riding equipment modest. Both in his attire and 
in his bearing he suggested one who believed in 
extreme simplicity. 

But though he made his way in this easy man- 
ner, it was plain to be seen that he must be a 
person of some importance. People on the ave- 
nue paused to look at him. Some removed their 
hats, and many cheered as he rode by. 

He seemed to have some relation to a celebra- 
tion that was in progress. There was, to be sure, 
no public display of the kind so familiar in Wash- 
ington on many a March 4th. No bands blared 
along the avenue, no cannon were fired, no sol- 
diers marched in parade. It was the people 
themselves who paraded. Bells rang, bonfires 
were kindled, banquets spread, speeches made. 
Orators read the Declaration of Independence, 
and many of the newspapers printed it in full. 
Not only in Washington, but throughout the 
United States, it seemed like the Fourth of July. 


In Philadelphia, we are told, the bell of Christ 
Church rang all day long. 

A new political party had come into power, 
representing in its ideas and its ideals a true re- 
publican form of government proclaimed to be 
“the world’s best hope.” 


HITCHES HIS “HORSE TOSSA FENCE 


Meanwhile the horseman reached his destina- 
tion. Arriving at a point outside the Capitol, 
he dismounted, hitched his horse to a fence, and 
made his way into the Senate Chamber. It was 
Thomas Jefferson, third President of the United 
States; and he had come to deliver his inaugural 
address. 

President Washington’s first inauguration had 
taken place in New York, his second in Phila- 
delphia, where his successor, John Adams, was 
also inaugurated. But the city of Washington 
was now the seat of government, and some of 
its citizens marveled that a man should become 
the country’s ruler with so little ceremony. The 
republic was still young, and many of its lead- 
ers had not yet outgrown the ways of Europe. 
What we now call the White House was then 
referred to as “the palace,” and there were those 
who wished to give its occupant some high- 
sounding title. It was the fashion for the Presi- 
dent to open Congress somewhat in the manner 
of the King of England opening his Parliament. 
Social affairs at the White House had come to 
resemble the receptions of crowned heads. At 
least one great member of the Cabinet was an 
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aristocrat who, with little faith in the people, 
would contentedly have seen the rise of a privi- 
leged class. ‘Thomas Jefferson changed all this. 


HEAOBJECTS*1LO- DISPLAY 


It had been the custom at the White House to 
hold a weekly “levee”—a reception resembling 
in its nature the assemblies at a royal court. 
The new President abolished this, and kept “open 
house,” instead, on New Year’s Day and the 
Fourth of July, when everyone was free to visit 
him. At other times, of course, he could be 
seen by anyone who had business of importance; 
but he gave his attention, first of all, to the 
affairs of the people as a whole, and would not 
permit his time to be wasted by useless cere- 
monies. 

People would not believe this at first, and when 
the day for the usual levee arrived, a fashionable 
throng filled the reception rooms of the White 
House. ‘To their great surprise, they were told 
that the President had gone for a horseback ride; 
but even then they did not go away. When he 
did return, he hit upon a plan to discourage them. 
Instead of changing his clothes, he appeared 
among them in his riding boots, spurred and 
mud-splashed, and, with great good humor and 
courtesy, pretended to believe that their presence 
at this time was an accident. They had the good 
sense to see the point, without resenting it; and 
after that there were no more levees. 

Official etiquette was greatly simplified, and 
simple rules were made, governing the inter- 
course of public officials and foreign ministers. 
On one occasion the Governor of Virginia asked 
him what forms should be followed in the corre- 
spondence between Federal and State officials. 
He answered that, as in Washington’s time, such 
letters should be written with no more ceremony 
than good breeding alone suggested. “lf it be 
possible,’ he said, “to be certainly conscious of 
anything, I am conscious of feeling no difference 
between writing to the highest and lowest being 
on earth.” 

It had been the custom to celebrate the Presi- 
dent’s birthday by a ball. But Jefferson, though 
a graceful dancer himself when at home in Vir- 
ginia, was so opposed to such a celebration that 
he refused to let the date of his birth be known. 
He declined to receive presents while in office, 
objected to all forms of display in his honor, 
and in many other ways let it be known that he 
was a plain American citizen, elected to serve 
the people to the best of his capacity. 
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HIS PASSION FOR DEMOCRACY 


In all this there was not the shadow of pre- 
tense or affectation. Some men in public life 
who talk much of their love for “the plain peo- 
ple” do so because it seems an easy way to popu- 
larity. But Jefferson was honest and _ sincere. 
His belief in human freedom, and in equal op- 
portunity for all, was with him a passion, and 
all his life he devoted his mind and strength to 
further the great cause of democracy. 

We who live to-day take these things as a mat- 
ter of course. But liberty and equality were new 
ideas in the time of Washington and Jefferson, 
and some of us forget that they were not achieved 
till after a long and bitter struggle, both on the 
battle-field and in the strife of political parties. 
Up to Jefferson’s time, the party called the Fed- 
eralists was in power; and in 1798 Congress had 
passed the Alien and Sedition Acts, which en- 
dangered trial by jury, and freedom of speech 
and the press. Jefferson fought these laws. His 
ideas, indeed, were so progressive that his oppo- 
nents believed his election to the presidency 
would ruin the country, and perhaps brine about 
a revolution. But the people as a whole thought 
otherwise, and not only chose him for their Pres- 
ident, but elected him to a second term as well. 

Many years later, in 1854, the Republican party 
of the present day was founded on the doctrine 
that slavery should be prohibited; yet Jefferson, 
in 1784, had already announced that doctrine, and 
as long ago as 1769 had caused his State of Vir- 
ginia to pass a law forbidding the further impor- 
tation of slaves. Curiously enough, “Republican” 
was the name by which his own party was called 
when it defeated the Federalists; but in course of 
time its followers came to be known as Demo- 
crats, and so in our own day the Democratic 
party calls Jefferson its founder. 


DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 


Jefferson brought about many reforms in our 
system of government. He was foremost in 
promoting the cause of popular education; in the 
closing years of his life he founded the University 
of Virginia—“broad, and liberal, and modern.” 
Ignorance, he held, was the worst foe of 
democracy, and he had “sworn eternal hostility 
against every form of tyranny over the mind of 
man,” 

It was he who.wrote that immortal document, 
the Declaration of Independence. In its second 
paragraph we see a summary of the ideas for 
which he fought: “We hold these truths to be 
self-evident, that all men-are created equal, that 


MEN WHO MADE THE UNITED STATES 225 


they are endowed by their Creator with certain 
inalienable rights, that among these are life, 
liberty and the pursuit of happiness. That to 
secure. these rights, governments are instituted 
among men, deriving their just powers from the 
consent of the governed.” 

Successor to Benjamin Franklin as our Minis- 
ter to France, he associated as an equal with her 
philosophers, statesmen, scientists and writers. 
He was able to gratify his taste for music, litera- 
ture and art, and to make his opportunities the 
means for arousing an interest in these things 
in the United States, where people had as yet 
lacked the time for them. He sent books to our 
colleges, and architectural designs to Richmond, 
for the Virginia Capitol. At his request, Houdon, 
the sculptor, visited the United States to make 
the famous bust of Washington. Also, he sent 
seed to the American farmers. 


NO RESPECT FOR KINGS 


But most of all he was interested in the peas- 
ants of France, where new ideas of liberty were 
taking root, and Revolution was at hand. “Use 
your eyes,” he said to Lafayette. “Visit the peo- 
ple in their hovels, as I have done. Look into 
their kettles, eat their bread. Loll on their beds, 
pretending to rest, but really to find out if the 
beds are soft.” 

To Washington he wrote: “There is not a 
crowned head in Europe whose talents or merits 
would entitle him to be elected a vestryman in 
America.” And to Madison: “This is a govern- 
ment of wolves over sheep.” 

Jefferson himself, though impoverished in later 
life, was born under a lucky star. He enjoyed 
all the advantages of a good social position, a 
large estate. He had no hardships to overcome, 
no struggle to acquire an education. He lived 
in an atmosphere of ease and refinement, his 
associations were those of the Virginia gentry. 
Yet more than any man of his time he sought to 
establish democracy, and to better the condition 
of the humble. 

Few Americans have excelled in so many ways. 
Born in 1743, in Albemarle County, Virginia, he 
not only became an able lawyer at an early age, 
but acquired remarkable skill and knowledge as 
a farmer. With a taste for architecture, he 
planned a beautiful colonial house at Monticello, 
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where he entertained lavishly in the years of his 
retirement. He played so well on the violin that 
music was not the least of his accomplishments. 
He was a strong swimmer, a dead shot, a daring 
horseman. Science and philosophy were his rec- 
reations, and he could read several languages, 
ancient and modern, with ease. 

Jefferson first won fame by writing, at thirty- 
one, the paper setting forth the colonies’ griev- 
ances against Great Britain. Then he was elected 
to the Continental Congress, but soon retired to 
Monticello, where he busied himself in framing 
new laws for Virginia, which in some respects 
still followed certain outworn customs inherited 
from England. After serving as Governor of his 
State, he was elected to Congress; and here, once 
more, he worked for the abolition of slavery. 
Had one more vote been cast for his bill, slavery 
would have been forbidden in the new States 
arising in the West. 


PURCHASE OF LOUISIANA 


Jefferson not only believed that our republican 
form of government would endure, but was con- 
fident that the country would expand westward 
to the shores of the Pacific. ‘Thus, as President, 
he had the courage and wisdom to purchase 
Louisiana from the French. Louisiana in those 
days included all the region between the Missis- 
sippi River and the Rocky Mountains, from 
Texas to the southern boundary of British 
America. For a payment of only $15,000,000 the 
area of the United States was more than doubled. 
It was feared that England might seize this terri- 
tory, in a threatened war with Napoleon; so the 
United States not only made a good bargain with 
France, but at the same time prevented Great 
Britain from encroaching on our country. 

Jefferson’s second election to the presidency 
was almost unanimous; his friends, Madison and 
Monroe, who succeeded to the office, served, in 
all, for sixteen years. They constantly consulted 
him on affairs of State; and thus in his retire- 
ment at Monticello he continued to wield a great 
influence on the destiny of the nation. 

There at last he died, at the age of eighty- 
three. It was the Fourth of July—just after mid- 
night had ushered in the day. Fifty years before, 
the Declaration of Independence had been signed. 
Now he was glad to go. 


HOW WE BOUGHT LOUISIANA 


BY HELEN LOCKWOOD COFFIN 


Ir is a hard matter to tell just how much power 
a little thing has, because little things have the 
habit of growing. That was the trouble that 
France and England and Spain and all the other 
big nations had with America at first. The thir- 
teen colonies occupied so small and unimportant 
a strip of land that few people thought they 
would ever amount to much. How could such 
insignificance ever bother old England, for in- 
stance, big and powerful as she was? To Eng- 
Jand’s great loss she soon learned her error in 
underestimating the importance or strength of 
her colonies. 

France watched the giant and the pygmy fight- 
ing together, and learned several lessons while 
she was watching. For one thing, she found out 
that the little American colonies were going to 
grow, and so she said to herself: “I will be a 
sort of back-stop to them. These Americans are 
going to be foolish over this bit of success, and 
think that just because they have won the Revo- 
lution they can do anything they wish to do. 
They ’ll think they can spread out all over this 
country and grow to be as big as England her- 
self; and of course anybody can see that that is 
impossible. I ’ll just put up a net along the Mis- 
sissippi River, and prevent them crossing over it. 
That will be the only way to keep them within 
bounds.” 

And so France held the Mississippi, and from 
there back to the Rocky Mountains, and when- 
ever the United States citizen desired to go west 
of the Mississippi, France said: “No, dear child. 
Stay within your own yard and play, like a good 
little boy,” or something to that effect. 

Now the United States citizen did n’t like this 
at all; he had pushed his way with much trouble 
and expense and hard work through bands of In- 
dians and through forests and over rivers and 
mountains, into Wisconsin and Illinois, and he 
wished to go farther. And, besides, he wanted to 
have the right to sail up and down the Missis- 
sippi, and so save himself the trouble of walking 
over the land and cutting out his own roads as he 
went. So when France said, “No, dear,” and 
told him to “be a good little boy and not tease,” 
the United States citizen very naturally rebelled. 

Thomas Jefferson was President of the United 
States at that time, and he was a man who hated 
war of any description. He certainly did not 
wish to fight with his own countrymen, and he 
as certainly did not wish to fight with any other 


nation, so he searched around for some sort of a 
compromise. He thought that if America could 
own even one port on this useful river and had 
the right of Mississippi navigation, the matter 
would be settled with satisfaction to all parties. 
So he sent James Monroe over to Paris to join our 
minister, Robert R. Livingston, and see if the 
two of them together could not persuade France 
to sell them the island of New Orleans, on which 
was the city of the same name. 

Now Napoleon was the ruler of France, and 
he was dreaming dreams and seeing visions in 
which France was the most important power in 
America, because she owned this wonderful Mis- 
sissippi River and all this “Louisiana” which 
stretched back from the river to the Rockies. He 
already held forts along the river, and he was 
planning to strengthen these and build some new 
ones. But you know what happens to the plans 
of mice and men sometimes. Napoleon was de- 
pending upon his army to help him out on these 
plans, but his armies in Santo Domingo were 
swept away by war and sickness, so that on the 
day he had set for them to move up into Louisi- 
ana not a man was able to go. At the same time 
Napoleon had on hand another scheme against 
England, which was even more important than 
his plans for America, and which demanded men 
and money. Besides this, he was shrewd enough 
to know that he could not hold this far-away: 
territory for any long time against England, 
which had so many more ships than France. He 
suddenly changed his mind about his American 
possessions, and nearly sent Monroe and Living- 
ston into a state of collapse by offering to sell 
them not only New Orleans but also the whole 
province of Louisiana. 

There was no time to write to President Jeffer- 
son and ask his advice, and this was before the 
days of the cable; so Monroe and Livingston 
took the matter into their own hands, and signed 
the contract which transferred the Louisiana ter- 
ritory to the United States for $15,000,000. 

Jefferson and Monroe and Livingston builded 
better than they knew; and to-day that old 
Louisiana territory is, in natural resources, the 
wealthiest part of the whole country. With- 
out that territory, in our possession we should 
have none of the following great States: Arkan- 
sas, Colorado, the Dakotas, Iowa, Kansas, Louisi- 
ana, Minnesota, Missouri, Montana, Nebraska, 
Oklahoma, and Wyoming. 
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PERRY AND LAWRENCE 


BY JOSEPH LEWIS FRENCH 


Tur heroic deeds of a nation’s infancy, espe- 
cially when commemorated by some terse sen- 
tence like Commodore Perry’s immortal message 
at the Battle of Lake Erie, “We have met the 
enemy and they are ours;” or Captain James 
Lawrence’s equally immortal, “Don’t give up the 
ship,” are the precious heritage of that nation 
for all time. 

All America was thrilled from border to border 
as Perry’s message flew from community to 
community, and his words seem as fresh and 
vital to-day as when they were first spoken. 
Lawrence’s dying mandate has become the watch- 
word of the American Navy. It was a period of 
doubt and struggle on the part of the young 
nation. Our strength had hardly begun to form; 
we were in no sense sure of ourselves, except in 
our mighty spirit, when war broke out again with 
England. America has been, from the day of 
Paul Jones, always a force, and at times even a 
kind of dashing leadership at sea, which gave 
us several commanders during the War of 1812 
whose memory is imperishable. 

Oliver Hazard Perry was born in Rhode Island 
on August 21, 1785, of American stock reaching 
well back into the early colonial period. His 
father was a captain in the navy. Perry as a 
boy was remarkable for qualities of steadiness 
and integrity; in other words, he developed gen- 
uine character at a very early age. When he was 
fourteen years old he was seized with that 
passion for the sea which so many boys of ad- 
venturous spirit got at that time, and which came 
very naturally to him, born on the sea-coast and 
of a sea-faring family. He was fortunate in 
being able to join his father’s ship as a mid- 
shipman. 

On board the frigate “General Greene” the 
lad soon saw some real service, but no fighting. 
He was transferred to the frigate “John Adams,” 
which in 1802 joined Commodore Morris’ squad- 
ron at Gibraltar. The work of the squadron was 
to prevent the ships of the Barbary coast from 
preying upon American commerce.  Perry’s 
cruise was uneventful, but he was here thrown 
into companionship with Isaac Hull, afterward 
the celebrated Commodore, who taught him so 
much about actually navigating a vessel that he 
was given an appointment as lieutenant the day 
he was seventeen years old. It is still of record 
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that he is the youngest man in the American 
Navy to hold that rank. 

He returned home in the Autumn of 1803. The 
following Summer it was known that actual hos- 
tilities would be begun against the Barbary 
powers, and Perry rested not until he had secured 
a commission. 

Thirsting for action, Perry considered himself 
fortunate in being transferred to the “Nautilus,” 
a schooner of fourteen guns which was fitted for 
chasing pirates. Here;he at once saw active 
duty, and in his first engagement off Derne re- 
ceived high commendation. 

The events which led to the War of 1812 were 
already transpiring, and Perry soon had a chance 
to show his mettle in upholding the honor of our 
flag. His first exploit was the recapture of an 
American vessel which had been stolen by the 
English captain in command of her, which he 
took from under the guns of two British cruisers 


lying nearby. On his way back he was challenged 
by a big British ship-of-war with a demand to 
come on board. This he flatly refused, and pre- 
pared instead for action, which was not pressed 
by the Britishers, however. He lost his first 
vessel, the “Revenge,” by shipwreck off Rhode 
Island in January, 18rr. 

At the beginning of the War of 1812 he had 
charge of a small squadron of gunboats at New- 
port, but here again there was no chance for 
active duty, and he pleaded to go to the Great 
Lakes, where the British were preparing to in- 
vade the United States from the north. He 
arrived at Lake Erie in the Spring of 1813. The 
fleet with which the British were to be fought 
It was built in 
the wilderness on the shores of the lake. Perry 
took hold with great skill, energy, and vigilance 
in the work of construction. The American 
forces had by this time got command of the 
Niagara River. They were opposed by a small 
British squadron, guarding the mouth of the 
river, which was thought to be impassable. 
Perry, however, got through, only to find the 
British vessels gone. 

Perry’s fleet was now on the broad waters of 
Lake Erie and ready for action. He went at once 
in search of the enemy, with whom he caught 
up at Put-in-Bay on the morning of the toth of 
September. His squadron and that of Captain 
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Barkley, the British commander, were about 
equal in strength. By noon the action had become 
general. Perry and Barkley fought each other, 
each in his own flagship, but Perry in the 
Lawrence having drawn ahead of his column 
found himself subject not only to the fire of the 
flagship, but to two other British vessels. A 
dreadful slaughter transpired on the Lawrence; 
her guns were silenced; she became unmanage- 
able. Still Perry continued to fight. It is re- 
corded that he himself fired the last gun on the 
Lawrence. Her consort, the “Niagara,” coming 
along with the wind, Perry boarded her. He 
took command with great energy, and soon began 
to rake both the “Detroit” and her consort, the 
“Queen Charlotte,” with telling effect. They 
surrendered after a heroic fight. Meanwhile, the 
smaller vessels of the American squadron over- 
powered those of the British. 

Perry wrote a dispatch to Congress contain- 
ing the laconic words: “We have met the enemy 
and they are ours.” ‘This was the first great 
victory of the wai, and it thrilled the whole 
American people. Perry was awarded a gold 
medal by Congress, and promoted to the rank of 
Post-Captain. He had been called Commodore, 
however, by courtesy, and by that title was gen- 
erally known to the whole of the American 
people. The battle of Lake Erie made him a 
national hero—a laurel which will never be taken 
from his tomb. 

Peace was declared little more than a year 
after, and Perry had no further opportunity of 
distinguishing himself. He was marked for pre- 
ferment, however, and in March, 1819, was given 
the command of a squadron for the protection of 
American trade in South America, with the full 
rank of Commodore. 

After a long voyage he reached the mouth of 
the Orinoco River, where, although yellow fever 
was raging, he ascended the river in a small 
schooner. Fever broke out on the vessel, and it 
was decided to get back to the sea at once. Perry 
exposed himself unduly on the return trip, and 
was taken down with the fever. He seems to 
have realized that his end was near, and sent 
messages to his wife and little children at home. 
He wished to live only until at least he could 
reach his flagship at the mouth of the river. 
When the schooner finally came up to the “John 
Adams” he was already in the agonies of death 
on the floor of his cabin, and it was impossible 
to transfer him. He was buried at Trinidad 
with full military honors, and several years after- 
ward a ship-of-war was sent by the Government 
to bring his remains home. He was buried at 
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Newport, near the spot where he first saw the 
sea. His memory is secure as that of one of our 
first great naval heroes. 
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Like Perry, James Lawrence met his death in 
the full flower of early manhood with many days 
and deeds before him. The record of his short 
life is fuller of action than the other’s, as oppor- 
tunity was more often in his grasp. It is notable 


OLIVER H. PERRY 


FROM A PAINTING BY ALONZO CHAPPEL 


that in his last great action on board the “Chesa- 
peake” with the British frigate “Shannon,” his 
colors were hauled down only by the enemy. His 
ship was never formally surrendered, being 
simply taken possession of by her captors. 
Captain James Lawrence was of a fine old 
New Jersey family, and he was born in Burling- 
ton in 1781. He was singled out by his parents 
from his boyhood for a career at the bar, but 
when only twelve years old he upset the plans by 
declaring a passionate wish to enter the Ameri- 
can Navy. He was a docile and obedient boy, 
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and agreed to study law for a time, and indeed 
applied himself seriously for a couple of years. 
By the time he was eighteen years old, however, 
his resolution, which had been only sleeping, 
asserted itself so strongly that his father finally 
obtained for him a midshipman’s warrant in the 
Navy. 

He was grown already into a fine handsome 
young man of commanding figure, and the man- 
ners of a gentleman. His chief personal traits 
were a quick temper but a generous and kind 
heart. He was notable from the very first in 
that day of severe discipline for his considera- 
tion of his men. It is recorded of him that when 
he was obliged to punish his sailors his eyes 
would fill with tears. Such traits gained him an 
early and unbounded popularity with our infant 
navy. 

His first service was in the “Ganges,” a small 
24-gun frigate which patrolled the scas for the 
protection of American commerce from French 
privateers during our early troubles with France. 

In 1802 he went to the Mediterranean in the 
smart schooner “Enterprise” in the operations 
against the Barbary pirates. Here he won high 
praise for bravery as a volunteer. The following 
Spring the flagship “New York,” the frigate 
“Adams,” and the “Enterprise” began the block- 
ade of Tripoli, in the effort finally to put down 
the Barbary depredations. He was second in 
command of the first attacking-party, which 
fought hand-to-hand with the Tripolitans, but 
was forced to retire with a slight loss. The 
action, however, was the entering wedge in the 
suppression of the power of the Barbary States. 
They had never been attacked on land before. 
Lawrence received high commendation for his 
personal conduct in this engagement. A few 
weeks later the “Enterprise” started after the 
Barbary ships, determined to kunt them down 
wherever found. 

On a June morning he had succeeded in pen- 
ning up in a narrow bay a ‘Tripolitan frigate, 
supported by gunboats, which was trying to get 
to sea from Tripoli. The “Enterprise” held the 
enemy, but was too weak to attack, and signaled 
for help, to which the “Adams” responded 
promptly. The plucky little “Enterprise” held 
her station with as much daring as if she was a 
44-gun frigate instead of a 12-gun schooner. The 
“Adams”’ coming up, the battle raged violently 
on both sides for three-quarters of an hour, when 
the corsair struck her colors. 

Lieut. Lawrence’s next service was an ex- 
tremely fortunate one under Stephen Decatur, 
who had been ordered to the command of the 
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“Enterprise.” The great aim of that intrepid 
commander was the destruction of the flagship 
“Philadelphia,” which in November, 1803, had 
been stranded, captured by the enemy, and run 
into the harbor of Tripoli, with Capt. Bainbridge 
and his crew aboard. This was a daring enter- 
prise, and in his young first lieutenant, Decatur 
found a spirit akin to his own. 

In the month of December, 1803, the “Enter- 
prise” captured the ketch “Meshouda,” which, 
renamed the “Intrepid,” was to take part in what 
Lord Nelson afterward called “the most bold and 
daring act of the age.” This little vessel was 
tossed about on the African coast for six days 
before, on an evening in the following February, 
she finally stole in and made fast to the “Phila- 
delphia.” Iawrence was in command of the boat 
that put out from the ketch and fastened a hawser 
to the frigate. At the command “Board!” given 
by Decatur, Lawrence was among the first to 
leap on the quarter-deck, which was soon cleared; 
then he dashed below with ten men and set fire 
to the berth-deck and all the forward storerooms. 
Lawrence was in the ship less than twenty-five 
minutes with his men before this heroic purpose 
was accomplished. 

The treaty of peace with ‘Tripoli was signed in 
May, 1805, when Lawrence returned home. 

Lieut. Lawrence was aboard the new frigate 
“Chesapeake’’ when in June, 1807, she dropped 
down to Hampton Roads for her voyage to the 
Mediterranean. Within a few hours, through a 
mistake of judgment of her commander, Com- 
modore Barron, she was engaged in action with 
a large British frigate, the “Leopard,” which was 
known to be in those waters, and which stopped 
her with a demand to search the ship for three 
alleged deserters. The “Constitution,” a much 
inferior fighter, was taken wholly by surprise 
and was forced to lower her ensign in less than 
half an hour. This action was one of the im- 
mediate causes which led to the War of 1812. 

He was first assigned to duty along with the 
“Essex” under Capt. Porter to cruise with Capt. 
Bainbridge of the “Constitution.” But on leay- 
ing Boston Harbor in October, 1812, after a 
cruise of a few weeks they separated. Capt. 
Lawrence cruised about that Winter taking sev- 
eral prizes, and on the 24th of February sighted 
the large man-of-war brig, the “Peacock,” which 
he captured in exactly fifteen minutes. The 
vessel went down\in spite of every effort of the 
officers and men of the “Hornet” to save her. 
The “Peacock” was well-handled, and commanded 
by a brave and skillful officer, who lost his life 
in the short engagement. Lawrence won the 
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action through a skill in maneuvering which was 
little short of marvelous. 

Lawrence treated his prisoners with gener- 
osity, and his crew took up a subscription to 
provide each of them with two shirts, a blue- 
jacket and trousers. When the “Hornet” arrived 
in New York a few weeks later the paroled 
officers of the “Peacock” addressed Capt. 
Lawrence a letter of thanks in which they said: 
“We cannot better express our feelings than by 
saying that we ceased to consider ourselves 
prisoners.” 

For this remarkable victory the City of New 
York gave Lawrence the freedom of the city 
and a handsome piece of plate. The officers and 
crew of the “Hornet” were treated like heroes 
and entertained for several days. 

Lawrence had hopes of getting the command of 
the “Constitution,” in which he had already 
served as first lieutenant, but he was ordered to 
take charge of the “Chesapeake,” then fitting at 
Boston. The “Chesapeake” was the “Jonah” of 
the American navy, and Lawrence felt dismayed, 
and begged to remain in the “Hornet.” But he 
could not honorably refuse the call of duty, and 
in May, 1813, he took command of the ill-fated 
vessel. He found the ship very poor in both 
crew and officers, the latter being largely foreign- 
ers. He had a few good men from the “Consti- 
tution,’ and the marine guard was made up 
wholly of Americans. It was known that the 
“Shannon,” a fine 38-gun frigate, lay in wait for 
the “Chesapeake” outside the harbor of Boston. 
Her commander, Capt. Broke, wrote Capt. 
Lawrence a letter proposing a meeting any time 
within two months, any waters he might desig- 
nate, but this letter never reached Lawrence. 

On the Ist of June, 1813, the “Shannon” stood 
in toward President’s Roads, looking for her 
answer. Capt. Lawrence took this as a challenge, 
and started for the enemy. He hoisted his flag 
with the inscription: “Free trade and sailors’ 
rights.” He then addressed his men, but could 
stir no enthusiasm. He met the “Shannon” under 
a good breeze at a point about 30 miles beyond 
Boston Light. When the ships were not more 
than 50 yards apart, the “Shannon” fired a 
broadside, which was at once returned by the 
“Chesapeake.” In smooth water and at close 
range the effect on both ships was terrific. The 
sails of the “Chesapeake” were so shot to pieces 


within six minutes that she became unmanage- 
able. Capt. Lawrence was shot in the leg, but 
still held the deck in command. Some of the 
British frigate’s spars and sails were shot away, 
and she drifted against the “Chesapeake.” Capt. 
Broke then ordered the ships lashed together. 
While Capt. Lawrence, wounded, was attempting 
to rally his men, he fell, shot through the body. 
On being carried below he uttered as a parting 
injunction the immortal words: “Don’t give up 
the ship!” 

The “Shannon” had not escaped scathless. On 
her deck lay Capt. Broke, raving with delirium 
from his wounds, and in rational moments utter- 
ing words of admiration for his gallant antag- 
onist. He finally recovered, but the ship lost 
several officers, and 75 men killed and wounded. 
Lawrence lingered for four days in extreme 
anguish, during which he never spoke, except to 
make known his few wants. It was a gallant and 
yet tragically mournful death, for a young hero 
—he was barely thirty-two years old. 

On June 6 the two ships entered Halifax 
harbor, and on the 8th Lawrence was given a 
great funeral by the enemy. The British garri- 
son and fleet turned out in full force. The coffin, 
wrapped in the “Chesapeake’s” flag with the dead 
officer’s sword upon it, was brought ashore in an 
Admiral’s barge amid the solemn booming of 
minute-guns. It was followed by a large pro- 
cession of war-boats, and received at King’s 
Wharf by six of the oldest British captains act- 
ing as pallbearers. The procession to the church- 
yard of St. Paul’s was very long, and included 
not only the entire military-naval forces, but a 
large proportion of the best people of Halifax. 
As was afterward remarked: “The funeral was 
like that of a great and distinguished Admiral.” 

In the following August the remains of Capt. 
Lawrence were transferred to New York. Here 
another great ceremony was held. Among the 
six pallbearers were Hull, Stewart, and Bain- 
bridge—all distinguished American commanders 
who had served with Lawrence in his youth. The 
remains of Capt. Lawrence rest in ‘Trinity 
churchyard, New York City. 

There is no prouder chapter in the history of 
all mankind than the record of our early naval 
commanders, one and all. Of such stuff as Capt. 
Lawrence were the early heroes of the American 
nation made. 


DANIEL BOONE, INDIAN FIGHTER AND PIONEER 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


T'Hroucn the trackless forest of Kentucky, in the 
days when that fruitful land was still a wilder- 
ness, a little band of frontiersmen were pressing 
forward. Each man carried a long rifle, with a 
‘powder horn slung at his side, and a little sack 
of bullets; in the belt of each was a keen knife, 
ready for instant use. 

From time to time came the cry of a panther; 
now and again a startled deer bounded across 
their path. But to these things they paid no 
attention. Hunters though they were, they were 
out for other game. 

Only a few hours before, a dreadful thing had 
happened. On the river running past the little 
settlement of Boonesborough, three young girls 
had gone paddling in a canoe. Venturing too far 
from the shore, the swift current had carried 
their tiny craft to the opposite bank. Then as 
they struggled to return, five Shawnee Indian 
warriors, hiding in the bushes, leaped into the 
stream, seized the screaming girls, and bore them 
away. 

Hearing their cries, men in Boonesborough 
went quickly to the rescue; and though the girls 
had disappeared, the trampled bushes and the 
prints of Indian moccasins told a plain story to 
practiced eyes. 

In those days, living always in fear of prowling 
savages, the settlers were prepared for quick 
action. Some of these, under Colonel Calloway, 
grasped their rifles, leaped into the saddle, and 
galloped off in the direction of the Shawnee 
village—hoping to cut off the Indians in their 
flight. Another party of rescuers started out on 
foot under the leadership of Daniel Boone. 


BOONE TO THE RESCUE 


Men were always eager to follow Daniel Boone. 
No one knew so well the ways of Indians. No 
one had such skill in finding a trail, or such en- 
durance in following it till his object was 
achieved. Quick to think, and quick to act, he 
had often saved his own life and the lives of 
others by his skill and intelligence. Feared and 
respected by the Indians, he had come to be the 
acknowledged leader in his own community. 

So we see him in command of the little party 
of frontiersmen making their way through the 
forest, in pursuit of a cunning enemy. ‘The 


fleeing Indians left few traces. On the ground 
covered with leaves they could tread so lightly 
in their soft moccasins that only a trained eye 
could detect the slightest sign. How was it 
possible to overtake them? Luckily, the captured 
girls were quick of wit. They did not faint or 
lose their presence of mind. From time to time 
they managed to break a twig, or to press a foot 
down kard on some soft spot in the ground. 

Daniel Boone, in the lead of his men, found 
their trail where they had crossed the mud of a 
little stream. Then, in the leaf-strewn forest, 
he lost it again. But on and on he pressed, hop- 
ing to pick it up. Suddenly he paused, and 
pointed to the broken branch of a sapling. 

“Look!” he said, “They have passed this way.” 

“But could not a feeding deer have broken that 
branch?” asked a young man in the party. “See! 
The leaves are stripped from it.” 

“No,” answered Boone, looking closely at the 
bark. ‘This was not done by an animal’s tooth. 
It was broken by one of the girls, as a sign to 
guide us. The Indians have tried to put us off 
the track by stripping the leaves and injuring 
the bark, but they were in too much of a hurry 
to make a good job of it. Come on! ‘These 
leaves are still fresh. They cannot be far away.” 

Knowing the lay of the land, he could now 
guess the route the Indians would follow. The 
pursuers quickened their pace, Boone in the lead 
moving with such long strides that his comrades 
could scarcely keep up with him. At last, in an 
open place on the slope of a hill, they caught 
sight of the Indians. One of them walked in 
advance; as he reached the crest of the hill Boone 
raised his rifle and fired, and the warrior fell dead 
in his tracks. Before the Shawnees could re- 
cover from their surprise, a second savage fell 
mortally wounded. ‘The others fled into the 
woods, leaving the three girls unharmed. 


A CHILD OF THE WILDERNESS 


The life of Daniel Boone was filled with such 
adventures. His place in American history is 
with those pioneers who made their way into the 
West when the country was wild and unsettled, 
and who by their courage and example made it 
possible for others to dwell there in peace and 
security. They were strong men—strong in body 
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and strong in character; men who endured great 
hardships as a matter of course, and who risked 
their lives constantly without complaint. 

Daniel Boone’s training for the life he was to 
lead began in early boyhood, in the forests of 
Pennsylvania, where he was born in 1735. There 
was no schoolhouse and no school teacher, so he 
had to be content with the little he could learn 
from his mother. He was taught to read, and to 
write after a fashion. But a gun and gunpowder 
were always more familiar to him than pen and 
ink, and spelling was a task he never quite man- 
aged to master. 

Yet though he learned little from books, he 
learned much from life itself. A child of the 
wilderness, he began at an early age to acquaint 
himself with the things that make a successful 
hunter and trapper. When only a little fellow he 
could use his hands so skillfully that he made a 
spear with which he killed small game. Hunters 
in those days did not kill animals for “sport,” as 
men do now. They killed them because they 
really needed meat for the table, and skins and 
furs with which to clothe themselves. A deer 
would keep a family in food for a long time; from 
its skin the hunter made garments that clad him 
from top to toe. 


THE BOY BECOMES A DEER HUNTER 


At twelve years of age Daniel was already a 
deer hunter, and in a fair way to support himself 
by the sale of venison and skins. To become such 
a hunter it was necessary, in the first place,.to 
learn the life of the woods, and how to care for 
oneself, no matter what happened, in the depths 
of the vast forest. Many kinds of knowledge are 
necessary to one who spends his days in this 
fashion, and the boy became familiar with all 
things out of doors. He knew the various trees 
by their leaves and bark, the birds by their plu- 
mage and song. The habits of the wild animals, 
the tracks they made, their feeding and resting- 
places, all became known to hith. Observing 
always the weather, he could tell*when a storm 
was coming. Killing his own meat, he could 
prepare and cook it, too; supper done, he asked 
nothing better than to turn in for the night on a 
bed of balsam pine. Thus in learning to become 
a hunter he had cultivated habits of close obser- 
vation, and had come to be self-reliant. There 
were Indians, too, in the forest, and the boy 
grew familiar with their ways. 

This acquaintance with Indian ways soon 
served him well. His father had gone to live in 
the Yadkin River country of North Carolina. 


Indians swarmed in these regions, and when the 
whites became more numerous the redskins re- 
sented their coming. As Daniel grew to man- 
hood, he began to take part in the fighting that 
now frequently occurred. ‘To protect themselves 
from raids, the settlers had erected forts called 
blockhouses, made of logs gnd protected by walls, 
with loopholes through which to fire at the enemy. 
Scouts would give warning of a threatened out- 
break, and the farmers and their families, taking 
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refuge in the forts, would aid in the repulse of 
the savages. 


BOONE GOES TO KENTUCKY 


Farming was far from being a peaceful occu- 
pation. At any moment the plowman might be 
called upon to drop his plow handles, grasp his 
gun, and rush to the defense of his family. Boone 
himself had tried his hand at farming; but so 
often was he called upon to take up arms that 
fighting rather than farming became his chief 
work. 

It seems, however, that he rather sought ex- 
citement. Living daily, as he had, in the face ot 
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danger, he could not enjoy a quiet life without 
adventure. He longed for new lands to explore 
—for new difficulties to overcome in some region 
that still awaited the white man. A son of the 
wilderness, his was the spirit and heart of the 
pioneer. 

So westward he went, seeking the pleasant 
lands of Kentucky, where the soil was rich and 
deep, and the virgin forests abounded in many 
kinds of game. With him went forty men, with 
their herds and household goods, their wives and 
children. Suddenly the Indians descended upon 
them. Boone and his companions beat them off, 
but six of his party were slain and the cattle 
were scattered. This disheartened the emigrants. 
Boone saw them safely to a settlement already 
established, then plunged once more into the 
wilderness in search of adventure. This he soon 
found, of a kind to test his powgrs of body and 
soul. But meanwhile he was called upon to found 
a settlement south of the Kentucky River. When 
the town and fort were built, they called it 
Boonesborough. 

This was in 1775, when Boone was forty years 
of age. He had brought his wife and children 
across the mountains, and it seemed to him that 
the time had arrived when he might settle down 
again and pursue the ways of peace. 


CAPTURED BY. THE INDIANS 


But once more the Indians came upon the 
scene. They had long planned an attack upon 


Boonesborough; yet fearing Boone, who com- 
manded the fort, they bided their time. One day 
Boone left the settlement with thirty men, in 
search of salt. Leaving his companions in camp 
at the salt springs, he set out with his rifle to get 
a supply of meat. Then, as he made his way 
back, leading a pack-horse, he was suddenly sur- 
rounded by a band of Shawnees. 

The Indians took him prisoner to their camp, 
where Black Fish, a famous chief, greeted him 
in a friendly manner. Black Fish really admired 
Boone for his skill and courage, and wished to 
spare his life. With the tribe were already four 
whites who had turned renegades and married 
Indian wives. Perhaps, thought Black Fish, this 
great White Brave could be persuaded to follow 
their example. 

Boone was obliged to make the best of it. As 
he could not escape, he pretended to enjoy life 
with the Indians, who treated him well and let 
him do pretty much as he pleased. So well did 
Daniel play his part that Black Fish adopted him 
as his son. They shaved the white man’s head, 
leaving only hair enough for a long scalp lock 
like their own. They painted his face, adorned 
him with beads and feathers, and otherwise en- 
deavored to make him feel perfectly at home. 
Finally, in their playful Indian way, they made 
him “run the gauntlet.” And when he took the 
rough sport good-naturedly, and managed at 
the same time to overturn some of his tormen- 
tors by using his head like a billy-goat, they 
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seemed more pleased than ever with this adopted 
son. 


HE ESCAPES AND SAVES THE 
SETTLEMENT 


Boone, of course, was only waiting his oppor- 
tunity to escape. The Indians did not guard him 
closely, sometimes even permitting him to hunt. 
Boonesborough was 150 miles away. How could 
a man without food or rifle hope to travel that 
trackless waste? If he was not captured, he 
would starve. 

But the Indians did not know Boone. One day 
he overheard them planning an attack on Boones- 
borough. That was quite enough. Watching his 
chance, he plunged into a thicket, and was gone. 

Four days latér the ghost of a man staggered 
into Boonesborough. It was Daniel Boone, given 


up as dead. It was Daniel Boone come back, ir 
time to save the fort. The Indians had attacked, 
and all but overpowered the few defenders. They 
would attack again in superior numbers—five to 
one. But Daniel Boone had come back. 

The Indians did indeed return—five Indians to 
one white. But Boone was there, so the odds 
did not matter; the Shawnees were driven off 
and finally dispersed. 

Later in life Daniel Boone pushed West once 
more. When he died it was in Missouri—a 
hunter and trapper still at the age of 85. 
Kentucky and Missouri both cherish his name, 
but his figure is a national one. So his statue 
stands to-day in the rotunda of the Capitol at 
Washington—the figure of a hunter beset by two 
savages at once, and conquering both. It is a 
true incident, and one in keeping with the life 
of the great pioneer. 


THE WIFE WHO TAUGHT HER HUSBAND TO BE 
PRESIDENT * 


James Mapison might never have been President 
if he hadn’t married his wife. And she had not 
Mrs. Washington’s strong character, ner Mrs. 
Adams’ fine mind. She was just beautiful, sweet 
and kind-hearted. Indeed, she was a sort of fairy 
queen, the loveliest person that can be put into 
a story. 

About the time the Revolution was getting 
ready to begin, Dorothea Payne was born on a 
plantation in Virginia. Her father and mother 
were sober Quakers, but the merry baby wasn’t 
a Quaker at all. Her dark blue eyes, curly 
brown hair, pretty dimples and bubbling laugh 
were as Irish as shamrocks. So everyone felt 
obliged to call her ‘“Dolly.” 

By and by the family went to Philadelphia to 
live, lost their money, and Dolly’s husband, Mr. 
Todd, died leaving her a widow with a little boy, 
at twenty-one. Such troubles! She and her 
mother were so poor they had to take boarders 
into their lovely quiet home. But they were 
ladies, and were often seen at Lady Washington’s 
levees, where the beautiful widow Todd was 
much admired. 


HOW “DOLLY” MET MR. MADISON 


One morning Mr. James Madison, Senator 
from Virginia, saw her on the street. A wealthy 
bachelor, twice her age, very stiff and shy, “the 


great little Madison” had never been known to 
notice ladies. But, just like a story book, he 
lost his heart. Mrs. Washington heard about it. 
and sent for the heroine of the pretty romance. 

“Dolly, I hear you are to make a great match, 
and marry Mr. Madison.” 

“Tf—if you please, ma’am.” Demure Dolly 
dropped her prettiest curtsy. 

“You sweet minx, the President and I are very 
much pleased. You must make people know Mr. 
Madison better—make him popular.” 

And so they were married, and lived happily for 
—oh, quite forty years. Dolly blossomed out like 
a queen rose, in the prettiest finery ever seen in 
America. Rich, petted, gay, she was not spoiled. 
She won all hearts by her gentle sweetness. She 
never forgot a face or a name, an interest or a 
trouble of other people. The poor were fed from 
her table. Shabby girls were dressed for parties 
from her wardrobe. And she loved to sit on a 
nursery floor and “play dolls” with little girls. 
Where she was everyone was at his best and 
happiest, and people flocked around her like bees 
around a honey pot. The heart of her elderly 
scholar of a husband was full of love and pride 
in her, and she drew him inte social life, and 
won many friends for him by her kindness and 
tact. She didn’t know so much as he did about 
books, but, oh, her wise little head and warm 
little heart knew all about people! 


*From “Pictured Knowledge,” published by the Compton-Johnson Company, Chicago; used by permission of the pub» 
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In 1801 Mr. Jefferson was elected President. 
His wife was dead, and his daughters married 
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and busy with their young families. People said 
he had two reasons for wanting Mr. Madison to 
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be his Secretary of State. One was, of course, 
that he considered him a fit man for the place. 
The other, it is said, was so that he could ask 
Mrs. Madison to be hostess when there was a 
state dinner or ball at the White House. Then 
Mr. Madison followed Mr. Jefferson in office. 
So “Dolly” Madison was first lady of the land 
for sixteen years, for the two terms Jefferson 
served and for the two terms Madison served. 
History says that she made those brilliant years 
“the golden age of American society.” 

Some of them were stormy years, too. She 
was mistress of the White House in 1814, when 
the British captured and burned the capital. Like 
the boy on the burning deck, Dolly stood at her 
post until her absent husband sent word for her 
to fly. Under cannon fire she saved papers, 
silver, and the Stuart portrait of Washington. 


A SWEET MEMORY OF THE 
WHITE HOUSE 


She lived to be very old, and became poor, but 
Congress provided for her, and when she ap- 
peared at a White House reception she was the 
belle of the evening at seventy. 

There is a portrait of her in the President’s 
mansion. Painted in the low-necked, short- 
sleeved gown of Napoleon’s day, she looks much 
like the beautiful Empress Josephine. Her dark 
blue eyes smile down on the scenes where she 
reigned, and somehow she seems still to be 
there. 


ANDREW JACKSON, SOLDIER AND SEVENTH 
PRESIDENT 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


“HERE, you young scoundrel! What are you 
doing there? Whittling a stick, eh? Ill give 
you something to occupy your hands.” 

The speaker was a Captain of British dra- 
goons; the scene, a log hut in the hills of North 
Carolina, in the closing days of the American 
Revolution. In the year before, things had 
looked black indeed for the colonies in the long, 
bitter struggle for independence. The British 
General, Lord Cornwallis, had defeated the colo- 
nial army under General Gates near Camden. In 
the Southern States further British activities 


followed. Here in the Carolinas the homes of 
the settlers were marked with blood and ruin. 
The boy thus roughly addressed by the Captain 
of dragoons was a redheaded youngster of four- 
teen years. He was big for his age, with the hard 
muscles and tanned skin of one who had known 
hard toil from his early childhood. In the eyes 
of the dragoon he,was just a country lout—fit 
only to do the dirty work around the camp. A 
prisoner of war, to be sure—for the boy had not 
yielded without a fight; and prisoners of war are 
not without certain rights. Yet his captor could 
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only see him as the offspring of a peasant rabble 
who had dared to rebel against the majesty of 
King George. Scum of the earth, and traitors 
all, to whom it would be a weakness to show 
gentleness and mercy. 


THE BOY DEHIES HIS CAPTOR 


There were gallant officers in the British 
army—gallant officers and gentlemen who did 
not share this view. And there were people in 


England—many, many people—who did not ap- _ 


prove of the war against the colonies, and who 
thought that their king had blundered. And as 
time passed, England came to see that this war 
had been stupid and unjust; that King George 
had never done a more foolish thing than to goad 
the Americans into taking up arms. 

The boy, of course, could not know this. What 
he did know was that soldiers in red coats had 
come to conquer his country, and that the iron 
heel of an oppressor bore hard upon the land. 
He had seen his home destroyed; he had seen 
his mother and two brothers fall victims to the 
invaders. And when his own puny strength had 
proved no match for grown men, he had found 
himself a despised captive. He, a free-born 
American, with the fighting blood of Scotch and 
Irish ancestors in his veins. How could he en- 
dure the insults and humiliation heaped upon 
him? 

“Come!” said his captor. “Get to work! Clean 
these boots, and see that you make a good job 
OLiit.” 

He flung his long riding boots at the boy, who 
had slowly risen and advanced a step, but made 
no motion to pick them up. 

“Be quick, I say,” repeated the dragoon. “What 
are you standing and staring at? Take off every 
bit of that red clay, and give them a good rub- 
bing.” 

For a moment the boy stood looking at him, 


with clenched hands and flashing eyes. Then he 
spoke: 
“Clean your boots!” he cried. “Do you take 


me for a slave? What right have you to ask 
me to be your servant? Do you think our own 
officers would treat a British prisoner like this? 
Clean them yourself!” 


“SOMETHING TO REMEMBER” 


Rage and astonishment overcame the Captain, 
and made him forget all he owed to his own 
dignity. Never before had anyone dared to 
disobey him. Now he found himself openly de- 
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fied by a freckled-face youngsters in language that 
called for instant punishment. He would make 
an example of him. 

“You impudent young hound!” he shouted. 
“T'll teach you something to remember as long 
as you live.” 

With that he drew his sword, and began beat- 
ing the boy with the flat of the blade. But such 
was his excitement and wrath that he could not 
wholly control his weapon. The sword turned in 
his hand, and its edge, striking the captive on 
the wrist, cut through the flesh to the bone. 

The sight of the blood brought the dragoon to 
his senses. Brute though he was, his education 
and associations as an officer had left some im- 
press on his character. Suddenly he realized 
that he was doing a cowardly thing, and that in 
striking an unarmed prisoner he was disgracing 
his own uniform. 

“T didn’t mean to hurt you,’ he said roughly. 
“Learn to obey orders, and no harm will come to 
you. It was really your own fault.” 

Then, knowing he had done a foolish and a 
cruel thing, he strode away without another word. 

But Andrew Jackson, future President of the 
United States, did not clean that British officer’s 
boots. 


{?? 


A THREAT THAT BECAME A 
PROPHECY 


“T’ll teach you something to remember as long 
as you live.” 

When the British dragoon officer uttered this 
threat, following it up with a brutal assault on 
his boy prisoner, he little realized the true mean- 
ing of his words. Andrew Jackson, to be sure, 
never forgot them. The injury done him was 
burned into his brain. In all the years to come 
he did indeed remember; but the memory was 
of a nature far different from the impression his 
assailant had sought to make. The Captain had 
meant so to punish him that always he would 
know better than to defy the soldiers of the king; 
he would teach him to fear and respect a Red- 
coat all the days of his life. Yet already the 
power of that king was weakening; and many 
years later, when British troops again invaded 
these shores, young Andrew, become a General, 
was to lead his men to victory against them. 

- Had that British dragoon Captain been able 
to peer into the future, he would have stood 
aghast. This poor country boy whom he so 
despised was to win his way, step by step, till 
he came to rule the nation that was then strug- 
gling for its life. Andrew was an orphan. He 
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was ignorant and penniless. He had no friends. 
In a country made desolate by war he was thrown 
upon his own resources. But he had health, 
strength, ambition. His mind was quick and 
vigorous. Above all, he had the strength of 
character and the spirit that made him persevere. 


HIS RISE FROM POVERTY TO FAME 


Somehow he overcame all obstacles in his path. 
Without schooling, he yet managed not only to 
make a living, but to educate himself in the law. 
He had crossed the mountains into Tennessee, 
where he worked at farming and at selling 
merchandise in a country store. But he had set 
out to be a lawyer, and a lawyer he became when 
but twenty years of age. Seven years from that 
day when he hurled defiance at the Captain of 
dragoons, Andrew Jackson became public prose- 
cutor of the region we now call Tennessee. At 
thirty they elected him a Senator, then made him 
a Judge of the Supreme Court of his State. 
Whatever honor he sought, that honor was now 
accorded him. 

When the war of 1812, with Great Britain, 
broke out, the thoughts of Andrew Jackson 
turned to fighting. Soon he was made a Major- 
General, first in the State militia and then in the 
Regular Army of the United States. When the 
Creek Indians took the war-path, General Jack- 
son was sent to subdue them, and this he did 
with such a dash and vigor that the Indians never 
again gave much trouble to the Government. 

Then came his crowning triumph at New 
Orleans—the final battle of the war of 1812. 


HIS VICTORY OVER THE BRITISH 


Louisiana in those days was a remote part of 
the United States. To people living in New 
England it seemed as far away as Alaska does 
now. All the neighboring region had belonged 
first to France, and then to Spain. Then it be- 
came the property of France again, and in 1803 
France sold it to us. It was not till 1812 that the 
State was admitted into the Union. 

It was this part of our country that the British 
selected for attack. On the sea the war had gone 
against them. But they had taken Washington, 
which they burned and pillaged, and now New 
Orleans seemed an easy prize. The city, built 
on flat land, with no defenses, was apparently 
at the mercy of a strong enemy bringing troops 
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by sea through the Gulf of Mexico. It was a_ 
critical situation, and the President knew that 
only some leader of great skill and courage, in 
whom the people had confidence, could be relied 
upon to save the day. He chose Andrew Jackson. 

Jackson lost no time. He acted with force and 
decision—making his own plans and permitting 
no one to interfere with them. When a city is 
besieged its defenders, though few in number, 
are able, behind the walls of a fort, to keep a 
superior foe at bay. But there was no fort. So 
General Jackson set about making breastworks. 
The great industry of Louisiana was cotton, and 
bales of cotton seemed just the thing with which 
to build defenses. Soon his men were working 
like beavers. Bale was piled upon bale, and 
when at last the British advanced to the attack 
they found the Americans prepared to give them 
a hot reception. 


AMERICANS OUTNUMBERED 


Even so, the odds were against the defenders. 
They faced an army of fifteen thousand men— 
seasoned soldiers who had fought in the cam- 
paigns against Napoleon. Opposing them, be- 
hind cotton bales and sugar hogsheads, was a 
nondescript army of barely six thousand. Every 
man who could bear arms was called upon to 
repel the invader. There were volunteer militia, 
hunters and frontiersmen, raw recruits who had 
never been under fire, sailors and farmers, along 
with some regular soldiers—the whole forming 
as strange a body of men as ever assembled to do 
battle. As for weapons, there were rifles, to be 
sure, in the hands of practiced marksmen. But 
some had only horse-pistols, others blunderbusses, 
or guns of an old pattern. 

On came the British in perfect order. But 
they were met by a withering fire which broke 
their ranks and scattered them in confusion. Soon 
they rallied, encouraged by their officers, and 
again advanced to the attack, only to <etreat 
once more. At each assault the Americans held 
their fire until the enemy were close upon them; 
at each repulse the British rallied and re-formed. 
There came a final, desperate charge—beaten 
back by a hail of bullets. This time the Red- 
coats did not rally, but turned and fled. General 
Jackson had saved New Orleans. 

It was a brilliant victory. Never had the 
British suffered such a defeat. Their com- 
mander, Sir Edward Pakenham, was slain by an 
American sharpshooter. In all they lost 2,600 
killed and wounded, while the Americans counted 
but eight men dead and thirteen wounded. ‘This 
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battle had been fought and won in something less 
than half an hour. 


JACKSON ELECTED PRESIDENT 


Andrew Jackson had already gained great 
military fame when he shattered the power of 
the Creek Indians, a year before, in the battle 
of Tallapoosa. The victory at New Orleans made 
him a popular hero, and this popularity was 
strengthened by his rise, through his own ex- 
ertions, from an humble beginning. In the presi- 
dential election of 1824 he all but succeeded in 
defeating John Quincy Adams of Massachusetts ; 
four years later, when Adams was again a can- 
didate, Jackson was elected by a vote of more 
than two to one. In 1832 he received 219 elec- 
toral votes, and was again elected President, this 
time over Henry Clay, candidate of the National 
Repuolicans, for whom but 49 votes were cast. 

Jackson was one of the most energetic and 
picturesque figures in American history. He was 
quick to make up his mind, and when a decision 
was reached he overcame all opposition. “Old 
Hickory,” as he came to be known to his affec- 
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tionate admirers, was more than once called upon 
as President to display the vigor and force of his 
iron character. In this brief sketch of his career, 
one such instance will suffice: 

South Carolina did not like a tariff law framed 
by the National Congress, and threatened to 
secede from the Union if the law was enforced. 
President Jackson’s answer to this was a proc- 
lamation commanding that State to obey the will 
of the Federal Government; and to enforce that 
command he sent a naval force under Farragut 
to Charleston harbor. Then Calhoun and his 
followers in South Carolina came to their senses. 
The ‘“Nullifiers,” as these hotheads were called, 
gave way to better counsels, and this great danger 
to the Union was averted. 

Jackson named his own successor to the Presi- 
dential chair. Up to the very last his fiery charac- 
ter flamed out in word and action. “What would 
I have done to Calhoun and his friends?” he 
exclaimed, as he lay at the point of death. “What 
would I have done to them had they defied the 
Federal Government? I would have hung them, 
sir—hung them high as Haman!” 

And nobody for a moment doubted him, 


OF LEWIS*ANDe CLARK 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


On a high plain, in the region of the Rocky 
Mountains, a herd of buffalo was grazing. 

Where the buffalo roamed, there also roamed 
the Indian. Its meat he cut into thin strips, and 
dried in the sun. From its skin he made tents 
and clothing; from its sinews, bow-strings and 
thread; from its horns, drinking cups and spoons. 
Without the buffalo, the Indian would have 
perished. 

Sometimes he made a sport of hunting the 
shaggy beast. Mounting his half-wild mustang, 
he would ride among the herd at break-neck 
speed, singling out his prey, and urging his horse 
alongside while he discharged his arrows. Or, 
again, he would set the dry grass on fire, head off 
the terrified herd as it sought to escape, and thus 
make his hunting much easier. 

But the herd on this high plain in the Rockies 
fell victims in a stranger way. 

Some distance off, in the direction the buffalo 
were headed, the plain ended abruptly in a steep 
cliff, with a river far below. Between this cliff 
and the herd, a solitary buffalo presently made 
its appearance. At least, it seemed to be a buf- 


falo; and it looked so much like one, that the 
stupid herd was none the wiser. Actually, this 
creature was a Blackfoot Indian, who walked on 
all fours, with a buffalo skin covering his body, 
and buffalo horns rising from his head. 


LURED TO THEIR DEATH 


Then a band of Indians, without disguise, sud- 
denly rode up in the rear of the herd, and began 
to yell. At this, the buffalo, badly frightened, 
galloped off toward the cliff. Faster and faster 
they galloped, toward the figure of the false 
Indian, who was now on the very edge of the 
precipice, to which he had lured the unsuspecting 
creatures. Then he vanished. 

He had hidden himself safely in a ledge of the 
rocks; as he crouched there he could see the 
buffalo plunging down to their death. Many had 
galloped too far arid too fast, and could not stop 
in time to save themselves. 

When the Indians had taken their pick of the 
fattest animals, they left the rest in the river, 
and went their way. The strange sight was wit- 
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nessed by a party of explorers—the first white 
men to penetrate this savage country. It was 
the Lewis and Clark expedition, sent out by 
President Jefferson to explore our new territory, 
Louisiana, and to find a way to the Pacific. 

It was a romantic and a daring journey, filled 
with the perils of the unknown. If you look at 
a map of the United States made in 1803, you 
will see that its western boundary was the Mis- 
sissippi River. Between this and the Rocky 
Mountains, from Texas on the south to the 
British possessions on the north, lay the vast 
region called Louisiana. Late in the seventeenth 
century, the French had not only pushed their 
way to the Ohio Valley, but had explored the 
Mississippi to its mouth, and established the city 
of New Orleans. Here they might have founded 
a new empire. But their war with England in 
America ended with the loss of Quebec in 1759, 
by which the British acquired Canada; and, four 
years later, France gave Louisiana to Spain. 
Then, in 1801, Spain returned it to France; and 
Napoleon planned to colonize it, but sold it to 
the United States instead. 

It was President Jefferson who made the pur- 
chase, and his critics thought he had driven a 
poor bargain. Yet thirteen of our States have 
arisen from this territory, for which only $15,- 
000,000 was paid, and the West of to-day owes 
much of its greatness to his wisdom and fore- 
sight. 


A LAND UNKNOWN 


Beyond Louisiana, from the Rockies to the 
Pacific, lay a wilderness all unexplored. No one 
knew where the Missouri River rose. To reach 
the Pacific overland was a dream as yet un- 
realized. When Jefferson was minister to 
France, he encouraged John Ledyard, an Ameri- 
can, in an attempt to enter the United States by 
way of the Pacific coast. This attempt failed; 
but in 1792 Captain Gray of Boston sailed around 
the Horn, and discovered the Columbia River in 
Oregon. As this was a large river, it now 
seemed possible that if explorers could make their 
way to the head of the Missouri, they might find 
the source of the Columbia, and thus travel by 
water to the Pacific Ocean. 

It was, besides, desirable to explore our new 
possessions, to learn what riches they contained, 
and what were the Indian tribes. So the Presi- 
dent persuaded Congress to provide the funds, 
and the expedition was soon organized. 

Captain Meriwether Lewis and Captain Will- 
jam Clark, both Virginians, were chosen as the 
leaders of this adventurous party. Lewis, whose 
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knowledge of science was increased by special 
studies made in preparation for the journey, had 
been a farmer and a soldier, and was private sec- 
retary to President Jefferson. Clark, who had 
also served in the army, was familiar with Indian 
ways, and was well qualified as military com- 
mander of the expedition. 

There were only thirty men in the party. About 
half of these were soldiers who had volunteered; 
nine were backwoodsmen from Kentucky, who 
had grown up with rifles in their hands; two 
were Frenchmen, skilled in canoeing, known as 
voyageurs. The others included an experienced 
hunter, an interpreter who could speak several 
Indian languages, and a negro servant. 


TO REACH THE “PACIFIC 


All these men were taking their lives in their 
hands. They were about to penetrate a wild 
rough country, abounding in grizzly bears, and 
inhabited by tribes of wandering Indians who 
might easily dispute the progress of this little 
band. But if they could reach the Pacific, and 
blaze the way for the ox-teams of American 
settlers, they would find reward enough. 

It took a long time to make ready. The boat 
supplied by the government was fifty-five feet 
long, with cabins fore and aft, a large square 
sail, and twenty-two oars. In this craft they 
floated down the Ohio, in the Summer of 1803; 
then rowed up the Mississippi till they reached 
St. Louis. Pitching their camp at a point some 
miles above that trading post, they spent the 
Winter laying in supplies, which included many 
ornaments and cloths of bright colors as presents 
with which to pacify the Indians. Then, in May, 
1804, when the river was free from ice, they 
bent to the oars, and urged their boat against the 
swift and treacherous current of the Missouri. 
Rapids, sandbars and drifting trees made their 
progress slow; fifteen miles was an average day’s 
journey. 

One of the duties of Captain Lewis was to 
collect the strange legends and traditions related 
by the Indians, who had curious notions concern- 
ing their origin and early history. The Osages 
believed that the first Indian of their tribe was 
a snail, carried away by a flood, then warmed by 
the heat of the sun until he became a man. When 
a beaver questioned his right to hunt on the river 
banks, he settled the dispute by marrying the 
beaver’s daughter; so, for a long time to come, 
the beaver was spared by Osage hunters, lest in 
slaying him they should take the life of a kins- 
man. According to the Mandans, their home 
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was once beneath the earth’s surface, in a kind 
of huge cave from which they made their escape 
by clambering up the roots of a grapevine. 


IN WINTER QUARTERS 


In July, the explorers passed the mouth of the 
Platte River, and made friends with the Indians 
of that region. Here, on a high bluff, a council 
was held, attended by the chiefs of the tribe, to 
whom Lewis explained the peaceful nature of the 
expedition. To-day this region is known to us as 
Iowa, and the city that grew up near the site of 
the meeting is called Council Bluffs. 

For nearly six months the explorers had toiled 
their way up-stream, and had traveled about 1600 
miles—a trip now made by railroad in less than 
48 hours. Then, in October, the river began to 
freeze. It was time to make camp for the 
winter; so they settled down near what is now 
Bismarck, Dakota, and were frozen in for some 
five months. Their hunters were expert shots, 
and their huts kept out the cold, but it was 
rather tedious waiting. However, they had many 
visitors—Indians who happened by, and white 
men connected with the Hudson’s Bay Company. 

These they plied with questions concerning 
the country beyond; but their visitors knew little 
about it, excepting from vague reports brought 
them by trappers and Indians. How would they 
find their way through the tangle of mountains 
and rivers? When the stream they were follow- 
ing branched to the right and left, which branch 
should they take? Finally, how could they make 
themselves understood by the strange Indians 
speaking languages unknown to their inter- 
preters? 


AN INDIAN HEROINE 


The answer came unexpectedly, in the person 
of an Indian woman, who was to prove their 
best guide and counselor. Sacajawea, “the Bird- 
woman,” she was called in her native tongue. 
Born in the Rocky Mountains, she had been taken 
prisoner by a hostile tribe; then, carried eastward, 
she became the wife of Chaboneau, a local in- 
terpreter who had recently joined the party. 

The story of the Bird-woman is a touching one. 
Burdened with a young child she could not leave 
behind, she showed herself the equal, in courage 
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and endurance, of any man in the party. Some 
instinct, born of her savage blood, told her which 
path to take when the explorers stood perplexed. 
When meat was scarce she knew, as no man 
knew, just what could be done with bones. To 
a sick man who had done her a kindness she 
offered her last bit of bread. She was, in short, 
a heroine—somehow forgot when the time came 
for rewards. “Statues of her,” predicted one 
admirer, ‘““must yet be reared by grateful dwellers 
in lands she laid open for their happy homes. 
Western poets will liken her to Ariadne and 
Beatrice.” 

Setting out once more, in April, the explorers 
were now but half way up the Missouri. For 
four months, in this lonely land, they did not 
meet a single human being. When game was 
sighted, their rifles brought it down; but game 
there was none for many a weary day. 


ON. THE. GREATS DIVIDE 


In three weeks of perilous traveling, the party 
reached the Yellowstone; a month later they 
were cheered with a sight of the Rocky Moun- 
tains. From far away had come a noise as of 
distant thunder. It was the thunder of the Great 
Falls, where the river tumbled headlong in a 
cloud of inist: a thrilling sight that almost repaid 
them for a month’s delay in getting around this 
obstacle. 

Soon afterward, the great Missouri River had 
dwindled to a tiny trickle that a man could easily 
bestride. Five days more of climbing, and they 
were on the summit of the Great Divide, whence 
the springs that make the rivers flowed east to the 
Atlantic, and west to the Pacific Ocean. In a 
year and three months they had come three thou- 
sand miles, and had some narrow escapes. 

In August, almost starved, they met some 
Indians. One of their chiefs approached, and 
the Bird-woman fell on his neck. It was her 
brother! Beside streams too swift for canoes, 
they toiled along—sometimes eating horses, 
sometimes dining on dogs; for there was no game 
at all. In October, they hollowed out logs with 
fire, set them afloat and embarked in them. They 
had found a branch of the Columbia; late in 
November the sound of breaking surf came to 


their ears. Now, at last, they had reached the 
Pacific Ocean, 
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MARCUS WHITMAN’S RIDE 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


“Hurrau for Oregon! The Yankees are too 
late! Hurrah for Oregon—the country is ours!” 


‘Thus exclaiming, an excited young English- , 


man rose from his seat at the dinner table, and 
tossed his hat in the air. 

The other guests of the Hudson’s Bay Com- 
pany, assembled in the dining room at Fort Walla 
Walla, caught his excitement. They, too, rose 
from their seats, and gathered in little groups to 
discuss the news. 

To the British trading company and its sup- 
porters it was pleasing news indeed—news which 
seemed to indicate that the rich country called 
Oregon would soon become a colony of Great 
Britain. From Fort Colville, far up the Colum- 
bia, a messenger had arrived with the tidings that 
one hundred and forty colonists, British and 
Canadian, were hastening to settle on the farm- 
ing lands of this disputed region. It meant; that 
British subjects would outnumber the few Ameri- 
cans, and thus establish a claim to possession by 
the Crown. 

But there was one guest present who took no 
part in the demonstration. 
heard the news with a smile, seemed to accept 
the situation, and took his departure quietly. This 
was Marcus Whitman, an American missionary, 
who had come all the way from Boston, a few 
years before, and established a mission at Waii- 
latpui, among the Nez Percés Indians. 

The first thing that Whitman did, on leaving 
the Fort, was to seek his friend, Amos Lovejoy, 
and acquaint him with what had happened. 

“Lovejoy,” he said, “you have recently come 
from the East, and you know as well as I do 
what this means. If something is not done, and 
done quickly, Oregon will be forever lost to the 
United States.” 


SHORT-SIGHTED STATESMEN 


“But what can be done?” asked Lovejoy. ‘This 
is October. Before Congress adjourns in March, 
it will probably ratify the treaty settling the boun- 
dary line, and giving all this wonderful country 
to Great Britain, in exchange for the right to fish 
off the coast of Newfoundland. ‘Think of that, 
Whitman! Was there ever anything so ridicu- 
lous? Is there not one statesman in Washington 
who can see beyond his nose?” 


Inwardly excited, he ° 


Apparently there was not. Even the great 
Daniel Webster—now, in 1842, our Secretary of 
State—had said on the floor of the Senate: “What 
do we want with this vast, worthless area, this 
region of savages and wild beasts, of shifting: 
sands, of cactus and prairie-dogs? To what use 
could we ever hope to put these great deserts, 
or these endless mountain ranges, impenetrable, 
and covered to their base with eternal snow? 
What can we ever hope to do with the western 
coast—rock-bound, cheerless, and uninviting? I 
will never vote one cent from the public treasury 
to place it one inch nearer to Boston.” 

Yet this “vast, worthless area” is one of the 
richest and most fertile in the United States. It 
stretched from the Rocky Mountains to the Pa- 
cific, from Spanish California to Russian Alaska ; 
it included what came to be British Columbia, as 
well as our own States of Oregon, Washington, 
Idaho, with parts of Montana and Wyoming. 

The British Hudson’s Bay Company well knew 
its worth. For its furs alone its value was past 
all calculation. The American John Jacob Astor 


had once been a rival in the field, with a trading 
station on the Columbia River; but in the war of 


1812 his enterprise was absorbed by the Cana- 
dians, and thereafter the English traders held full 
sway. PR 

It was then a countty of Indians and trappers. 
Farming was discouraged by the British mo- 
nopolists of furs; only,'a handful of American 
settlers had managed to straggle across the moun- 
tains, abandoning their wagons as they went, in 
their struggle with the térrors of the wilderness. 


AN AMAZING HONEYMOON 


What commerce and the pioneer farmer had 
failed to do was achieved by the zeal of the mis- 
sionary. The Nez Percés of Oregon had shown 
an interest in the Christian religion; and Marcus 
Whitman, then a farmer in New York, responded 
to the call. With the authority of the American 
Board of Missions, he set out on one of the most 
remarkable trips ever made across the continent. 
He was the first man to cross the Rocky Moun- 
tains in a wagon; and with him went his young 
bride, sharing all the perils and hardships of 
this extraordinary journey. 

Several times the wagon was all, but wrecked. 
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It was overturned in a river, slid over a cliff, 
bounded and coasted down mountains. At Fort 
Hall, in Idaho, the Hudson’s Bay Company’s rep- 
resentative used every argument short of force 
to induce the plucky missionary to abandon it, 
and rely on horses alone. But Whitman would 
not be bullied, and refused to be discouraged by 
difficulties. He knew that if he stuck to his 
wagon, and took it across the mountains, he 
would be setting an example for settlers to fol- 
low. So, encouraged by his plucky wife, he per- 
sisted in his course; and, at last, what was left 
of his vehicle arrived in triumph and on two 
wheels in the promised land of Oregon. 


A DARING IDEA 


Whitman, it will be seen, was not a man to 
balk at dangers, or to hesitate in the face of what 
others called impossible. When he heard the 
news that the British colonists were coming, he 
was seized with a daring idea. Even now it might 
be too late. But some one must go to Washing- 
ton at once; must see President Tyler, and tell 
him the true state of affairs. So when Lovejoy 
asked him, “What can be done?” he had thought 
out his plan and was ready with the answer. 

“Tt’s simple enough,” he said. “I crossed the 
continent with a wagon. I can do it again on 
horseback. There is no other way.” 

There was, to be sure, no other way; yet this 
one way seemed madness. Lewis and Clark, the 
explorers, had spent eighteen months in traveling 
from St. Louis to the Pacific. Their party num- 
bered thirty men; throughout the winter season, 
they did not travel at all. Yet Whitman pro- 
posed to mount a horse, carry his provisions on 
pack mules, and make a journey of four thou- 
sand miles in a matter of five months. The 
rivers would be frozen, the mountain passes 
blocked with snow; he must somehow find his 
way through a savage wilderness, pressing on 
with such haste that there would be no time for 
hunting. It seemed beyond the strength of any 
human being. But Whitman’s mind was made 
up, and Lovejoy agreed to go with him. 

It is greatly to the honor of his wife that she 
did not try to discourage him. He was going on 
a desperate errand from which he might not re- 
turn—an errand offering none of the prizes 
which urge men to risk their lives. He was not 
in the service of his country; no one had ordered 
or asked him to do this thing. But she saw with 
his eyes the task he had set himself. “Go, and 
God be with you!” she said. 

Even then, someone tried to stop him. “You 
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are breaking the rules of the Mission Board,” 
it was urged. “How can you leave your post 
without permission from Boston?” 

Whitman turned on the objector. “You really 
mean that?” he exclaimed. “Very well, then. 
Let the Board dismiss me, if it takes that view 
of it. But when I became a missionary, I did not 
cease to be an American citizen. If anything 
I can do will save Oregon to the nation, I am 
willing to take the consequences.” 


OFF TO SAVE OREGON 


It was October 3d when Whitman and Lovejoy 
set out, after warning their friends to keep it a 
secret from the Hudson’s Bay Company. They 
took with them only their horses, three pack- 
mules, and a half-breed Indian guide. Riding in 
a southeasterly direction for eleven days, they 
came to Fort Hall, the southernmost station of 
the Canadian fur traders. Here, once more, 
Whitman met Captain Grant, whose arguments 
and half-veiled threats had discouraged so many 
American pioneers in their westward march 
across the mountains. Again he was ready with 
advice. “What! Cross the Rockies when the 
snow was twenty feet deep in the passes? Im- 
possible! Only a crazy man would attempt it.” 
Besides, the Blackfeet had gone on the warpath; 
if the snow did not turn the Americans back, 
the Indians surely would. 

Whitman listened patiently till the Captain 
paused for breath. “This news about the In- 
dians is a great help to us,” he said. “You have 
probably saved our lives.” 

The Captain looked relieved; he had gained 
his point. 

“That being the case,” continued Whitman, 
with a twinkle in his eye, “we will bear to the 
south, instead, and shape our course in the gen- 
eral direction of the Great Salt Lake.” 

Then the Captain gave it up as hopeless, and 
the Americans resumed their journey. The plan 
was to strike for the Santa Fé trail, a famous 
route across the continent, which they could fol- 
low all the way to St. Louis, on the Mississippi. 
They would stop at Fort Uintah and Fort Un- 
compahgre, and find a guide who could take them 
on to Taos, in New Mexico. 


SOME THRILLING ADVENTURES 


Now the blasts of winter smote them. It was 
bitter cold, and the snow fell fast and thick. 
Attempting to cross a mountain pass, the storm 
drove them back. Sheltered in a ravine for ten 
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days, they again pressed forward, only to be 
halted again by a second storm. Their guide 
lost his bearings, and would go no farther; their 
trail from the ravine was covered with drifts. 
It seemed that they must perish. In this desper- 
ate situation, Whitman knelt down in the snow, 
and prayed for help. Then a pack-mule, turned 
loose by the guide, began floundering through 
the drifts in the direction from which they had 
come. Following him, they soon reached camp. 

Whitman was obliged to go back for another 
guide, leaving Lovejoy with the mules in the ra- 
vine. He returned in seven days; once more 
they pushed ahead, till they reached the banks 
of the Grand River. Ice lay along the shores; 
in mid-stream the current ran strong and deep. 

“We can never cross,” said the guide. “But 
we must cross,” said Whitman. 

Into the icy stream plunged horse and rider. 
Reaching the ice beyond, Whitman broke it with 
a pole he had cut for the purpose; then urged 
his horse ashore, where he soon had a fire blaz- 
ing. Encouraged by his example, the others fol- 
lowed. 

Their roundabout route to the south had added 
a thousand miles to the journey. Pretty soon 
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their food gave out; so they ate a dog and a 
mule. Reaching a branch of the Arkansas, the 
only wood for a fire was on the opposite bank; 
and though the river was frozen from shore to 
shore, the ice was too thin to bear a standing 
man’s weight. But Whitman threw himself flat 
on the ice, and, pushing his axe ahead, crept 
across in safety. No obstacle could stop this 
man, 


HIS ERRAND NOT IN VAIN 


Later, he rode on alone, to overtake a party 
bound from Bent’s Fort for the Mississippi, and 
was lost in a mountainous country swarming 
with wolves. But at last he rode into St. Louis, 
where he learned he was not too late. Thence 
he traveled by stage coach, and on March 3 ar- 
rived in Washington, where he pleaded his cause 
so eloquently that the President was convinced. 
“Only give me time,’ said Whitman, “to lead a 
thousand settlers to Oregon.” 

This he did in the summer of the same year. 
Others followed; the claim of the United States 
was established, and in 1846 Great Britain signed ~ 
the treaty which left Oregon in our possession. 
Whitman, the missioiary, had not ridden in vain. 


THE WESTERN~PIONEER 


BY LEVERETT S. LYON 


Towarp the close of a Spring day in the early 
seventies a “prairie schooner,’ canvas-covered 
and dusty, made its way slowly over the prairie 
of what is now a western State. 

The wagon was drawn by a pair of tired but 
powerful horses. Led behind, trailed a jaded 
mustang. On the wagon seat was a large- 
framed, bronzed-faced man. He was thin, gaunt, 
and stoop-shouldered, but his deep chest and 
great hands indicated strength and endurance. 
His eyes were clear, his face bearded, and his 
brows drawn into the scowling squint that comes 
from living in the glaring sunlight. 

For many days this man had been driving west- 
ward over the prairies. He was seeking a new 
home. He had left a wife and four small chil- 
dren in the settlements 200 miles behind and 
had gone into the open unsettled country to lay 
claim to land, build a house, and make certain 
that a living was to be found before he returned 
for his family. 

As he rode his restless eyes were continually 


roving over the plains. Partly, he was on the 
lookout for danger, for the Indians had not yet 
entirely abandoned their claims to this territory; 
but even more carefully he was looking for the 
location that he could feel sure would yield him 
and his family a living. 

Time and again, when he had camped on the 
bank of a river or in a sheltering grove, he had 
carefully studied the surrounding country, con- 
sidering whether it was the sort of spot he was 
seeking. At times he had camped for several 
days on one location, half convinced that noth- 
ing could be gained by going farther. But al- 
ways he had decided to move on; always he had 
decided that a spot could be found where a bet- 
ter living could be made or where a good living 
could be made more easily. 

He came, however, upon a locality which at 
once pleased him. He brought his team to a will- 
ing stop and decided to camp for the night. His 
horses were watered at the river, at the bank 
of which he had paused, and were. then tethered. 
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WESTWARD HO! 


FROM THE PAINTING BY EMANUEL LEUTZE IN THE CAPITOL, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


His simple refreshments over, he crawled under 
his wagon, rolled into a pair of heavy blankets, 
and was soon asleep. 


NATURAL RESOURCES ARE IMPORTANT 
TO THE FRONTIERSMAN 


The next morning the pioneer began to survey 
carefully the locality around him. He observed 
the land to be a slightly rolling prairie. The soil 
was black and, from the rank grass that covered 
it, appeared capable of producing a variety of 
crops. A river of fair size meandered across the 
plain. Along its banks cottonwood, oak, walnut, 
and other trees grew thickly at places; and where 
smaller streams joined the river the trees spread 
into dense groves. 

The river and the smaller streams proved to 
be well stocked with fish, and frequent herds of 
buffalo and antelope could be seen on the prairie. 
Jack rabbits and prairie chickens now and again 
started out of the grass ahead of him, and in 
one of the groves he saw a pair of prairie wolves 


skulking out of sight. The banks of the stream 
showed that mink and muskrat made their homes 
there, and several flocks of geese and wild ducks 
could be seen feeding in a marsh farther down 
the river. 

The more carefully the frontiersman surveyed 
this locality, the more favorably was he impressed 
by its many desirable qualities. He saw that na- 
ture had provided here a storehouse from which 
he could draw a comfortable if not a luxurious 
living. In the rich black soil he saw the possi- 
bility of good crops of wheat, corn, and oats; 
while to secure hay for his horses he needed only 
to cut and cure the natural prairie grass. The 
trees of the groves and along the river offered 
him the natural resources for satisfying a variety 
of wants. The oak and walnut trees could be 
cut into logs from which a cabin of strength and 
warmth could be built. Their tough fibers would 
make a fort-like protection against the bullets 
of possible enemies. For other buildings, such as 
a stable for his horses and a shed for his wagon, 
the softer, more easily worked cottonwoods might 
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do. He could easily get the raw materials for 
constructing furniture, for repairing his farm im- 
plements, or for making new ones if occasion re- 
quired. ‘The underbrush and dried limbs that had 
fallen would give him, with very little work, a 
plentiful supply of firewood. 

The frontiersman was particularly pleased with 
the abundance of game. He knew well that his 
best efforts could not procure a crop of grain 
before early Autumn, and in the meantime the 
buffalo, the antelope, the prairie chicken, and 
the fish would furnish a plentiful supply of food 
for his table. The hides of some of these animals 
could also be used for clothing and as a covering 
for the floor of the cabin which he intended to 
build. The frontiersman was satisfied; he de- 
cided that he would end his pilgrimage and estab- 
lish his new home in this place. 

Temporarily this frontiersman could rely 
largely on the things which he brought with him 
on his journey. He had under the cover of his 
“prairie schooner” some tools and simple farm 
implements and a fair supply of seeds of various 
kinds. His bacon, sugar, and tea had not been 
entirely consumed. Some wearing apparel, bed- 
ding, a clumsy stove, and a few cooking utensils 
and dishes he had with him. While the weather 
was warm, his wagon would furnish him suff- 
cient shelter. But these conditions could not be 
relied on permanently; the weather would turn 
cold and his provisions would run low. To make 
a permanent home here he must make this local- 
ity yield him a living. 


THE SELF-SUFFICING PIONEER CAN- 
NOT SPECIALIZE 


Within a few months the pioneer built him- 
self into his new surroundings. Everywhere are 
evidences of the natural strength and skill which 
he used in making over the raw resources about 
him into things to meet his wants. In the side 
of a small hill he cut a clean perpendicular face. 
This flat surface was made to serve as one wall 
of a house, while the other three sides were 
made from logs. Between the logs of these walls 
were many wide cracks and small crevices not 
yet closed, though on the north side of the cabin 
they were effectively stopped with mud. 

The roof of the new cabin was constructed of 
rafters of small logs overlaid with sod, in some 
of which the grass had not dried but grew as 
freshly as before it was taken from the prairie. 
The floor was rough and uneven, though the 
frontiersman made some attempt to smooth the 
surface. There is but one room and that, though 
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ample for the needs of this single pioneer, was 
not large in size. The clumsy stove furnished 
means of heating and cooking. 

All about the room were evidences of new de- 
vices which the frontiersman made in an effort 
to satisfy his needs. ‘These showed ingenuity, pa- 
tience, skill, and strength, but indicated clearly 
that though the frontiersman is a jack-of-all- 
trades he was not a master of any of them. The 
workmanship of the cabin showed -plainly that 
he was skillful with an axe but suggested equally 
clearly that the aid of a sawmill would have re- 
sulted in a much better structure. As a carpen- 
ter and woodworker, he could not claim to be 
more than a fair hand; and when ironwork was 
needed, he was handicapped both by a lack of 
materials and by a lack of skill. A pair of wolf- 
skins carpeted the floor, and over the bed a half- 
tanned buffalo hide supplemented the blankets. 
The tanning process had not been by any means 
perfect, and the hair that came easily from the 
dried skins was scattered about the room and the 
bed. 

Outside the cabin was the frontiersman’s farm. 
A number of acres of ground had been plowed 
and a fair crop of corn was ripening. At farm- 
ing he was at his best, as long practice before 
he left the settled country had given him a con- 
siderable degree of skill and knowledge in this 
work. Nevertheless, from the number of weeds 
that pervaded part of his cornfield, it was appar- 
ent that he was handicapped by a lack of imple- 
ments or by the necessity of turning to other 
work when his corn needed attention. 

In addition to the work in his cornfield, he had 
done the labor necessary to break the sod for a 
new field. In this he would sow during the 
Autumn a crop of winter wheat. He was not 
certain that his wheat seed would survive the 
Winter in this region, but he had no method of 
finding out other than by experiment. 

The pioneer used good judgment in the distri- 
bution of the time that he had at his disposal. 
He succeeded in getting his cabin nearly enough 
completed to furnish a fair protection during the 
Winter, and at the same time he had not seri- 
ously neglected his farm. 


HIS BRIDGE ILLUSTRATES THE IMPOR- 
TANCE OF CAPITAL GOODS 


He realized that it sometimes pays to “make 
haste slowly.” He constructed a bridge across 
a sharp ravine lying between his house and his 
fields. The bridge, crudely built of logs, required 
the work of several days, but several times each 
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day it saved him the time that would have been 
consumed in driving his team to a place where 
they could cross safely. The bridge was but one 
illustration of several things he had done, the 
better to wring his living from nature. For ex- 
ample, he built a barn. He repaired several of 
the tools he brought with him, and he made a 
crude plow and a wooden harrow. 


HIS ENVIRONMENT INFLUENCES HIS 
WANTS 


Much as the conditions around the pioneer 
changed, they changed no more than the pioneer 
himself. He found that his wants expressed 
themselves in different ways. Although more 
hungry, more thirsty, and more tired from his 
arduous work than he had ever been before, he 
did not think of the satisfaction of these wants 
in the same terms that would have occurred to 
him when he was back in the settlements. When 
he was hungry, he was most likely to think how 
satisfying would be a large piece of roasted buf- 
falo meat and a slice of corn bread of his own 
baking, made of his dwindling supply of meal. 

Thirst expressed itself to him in a desire for 
nothing but the water that he habitually drank 
from the clearest stream in the neighborhood. 
When worn with work, it was for the comfort 
of his skin-covered bed that his body yearned. 
As the clothes that he brought with him became 
worn and cut by the rough work of hunting, car- 
pentering, and farming, he had no thought of 
replacing them from the stocks of haberdashers. 
“Wearing quality” had for him become more and 
more important, and for this purpose the home- 
tanned skins of animals were well suited. 

A cotton shirt still survived the wearing work 
of the farm, but his soft felt hat had been re- 
placed by a squirrel skin cap of his own making, 
and in place of shoes he wore a pair of mocca- 
sins made from the hide of an antelope. What 
other people were wearing or what they might 
think of his clothes was of decreasing impor- 
tance to him. The fashions of settled communi- 
ties did not reach him; he was under the criti- 
cism and comment of no one, and in fact he gave 
the whole matter little thought. As the clothes 
that he brought with him wore out, or as his 
household utensils or farming implements were 
broken or gave way, he replaced them from the 
raw materials at hand in the way that best suited 
his needs. 


NO SCHEDULES GOVERN HIS ACTIONS 


In spite of the fact that the pioneer was fairly 
well established on the prairie farm, he seemed 
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to be as crowded with work as he was in the 
early days of his first settlement. In fact, it 
seemed that tasks multiplied rather than dimin- 
ished. At whatever hour he arose in the morn- 
ing, his first task after his horses were fed and 
cared for was to prepare his breakfast. His 
hour of arising was, however, becoming very ir- 
regular. Sgmetimes he was up at sunrise and 
early at his work; at other times when especially 
exhausted from the preceding day or when heavy 
rain made work on the farm impossible, he slept 
far into the morning. If he was on a hunt which 
took him far over the prairie, he was not dis- 
turbed so far as regular hours are concerned if 
he did not get back until late in the light; or if 
a storm threatened when he was anxious to com- 
plete certain outside tasks, he would work as long 
as it was possible to see what he was doing, His 
time was his own. No one else was concerned 
with or disturbed by his irregularities, and he 
went about his daily duties more by the spirit 
than by the clock. 


HE FINDS HE IS A GREGARIOUS ANIMAL 


The pioneer was reasonably well fed, clothed, 
and sheltered. Those wants, changed somewhat 
in character by his environment, were met in at 
least a moderate fashion. Even concerning these 
wants, however, he did have periods when he 
wished a more varied diet. The bacon he brought 
with him lasted hardly a week after his arrival; 
his supply of sugar, flour, and tea was so low 
that he used them in miserly fashion. There re- 
mained the abundant game and wild berries of his 
environment, but more and more he thought of 
the sameness of his food. 

But he had other wants which in his isolation 
he could not gratify. This fact was impressed 
upon him when for several days in succession 
he saw smoke signals of Indians. So far as he 
knows, the nearest soldiers were at the Govern- 
ment fort 100 miles farther west. If an attack 
should come, he must defend himself. He was no 
coward, but during several days he abandoned 
his work and watched. He had time and occa- 
sion during these days to think of the advantages 
of community life. He was impressed as never 
before with a great sense of his aloneness, his 
self-dependence, his isolation. He thought of the 
comfort that would come from having his family 
with him and the confidence and aid that he could 
find in neighbors. He realized well that neigh- 
bors bring new responsibilities and put restraints 
upon his absolute freedom. If neighbors come, 
they might question his right to the best areas 
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for farming; they as well as he would make in- 
roads on the supply of game. Tracts of timber 
would be preémpted by others and he could no 
longer cut trees where he chose. He had come 
into the West to build his new home unhampered 
by the restraints that come from living in contact 
with other people, and he knew that if other set- 
tlers arrived he would find himself gsubjected to 
the will of other individuals and of the society 
that would grow up around him. 

On the other hand, he saw that he would be 
safer in many ways if friends were around him. 
They would help protect him from the Indians. 
Very likely there would be a physician among 
these friends who could help him in case of acci- 
dent or sickness. In addition to increased safety, 
he reflected, he would gain by having friends to 
help him in the heavier tasks. He remembered 
very clearly the toil involved in building his 
house by himself. And above all, now that he 
had time to think about it, he found that he was 
very lonely—that he wanted to see the faces and 
hear the voices cf other people. 


ABRAHAM LINGOEN, Wi 


BY 


Brack Hawk, chief of the Sacs Indians, had 
gone on the warpath. In our struggle with Eng- 
land in 1812 he had fought the Americans; and 
now, twenty years later, he laughed at treaties 
and promises, and crossed the Mississippi River 
into Hlinois. 

The people of Illinois were much excited by 
this invasion, and the Governor of the State at 
once called for volunteers. The call to arms was 
printed in the Sangamon Journal, and one of 
those who read it was a young grocery clerk 
named Abraham Lincoln. 

Lincoln had never had any experience as a sol- 
dier. He had done much rough, hard work, and 
had put his hand to many sorts of jobs in his 
effort to make a living. But besides being tall 
and strong, there was something in his appear- 
ance that marked him as a leader of men; and 
so, to his great surprise, he was elected captain 
of his company. 

He himself has told us that never did he obtain 
any success in life which gave him so much sat- 
isfaction. The truth is, he had undergone so 
many hardships and performed such humble tasks, 
that this seemed to him his first opportunity to 
show the stuff that was in him. 


IRVINGTON 
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Even after all signs of impending trouble from 
the Indians disappeared and he was again about 
his work, he still turned these matters over in 
his mind. Finally, his thoughts resolved into the 
decision that he would not wait until Spring, as 
he had intended, before returning to the settle- 
ment for his family. He decided that as soon 
as his grain was harvested and under shelter he 
would undertake the journey to the settlement 
and bring his wife and children to their new 
home in the West. He decided, moreover, that he 
would encourage others to follow his trail the 
coming year. He would tell of the richness of 
the land, the supply of game, the salubrity of the 
climate, and of the comparative ease with which 
these could be turned into want-satisfying goods. 
He would point out that a group working to- 
gether in the midst of such abundant resources 
should be able so to conduct things as to have a 
rich, full life. He would make every effort to 
bring people into the locality where he had lived 
alone and to convert his isolation into a commu- 
nity. 


SAVED. THE UNION 


LEE 


He did not seek military glory, but merely the 
chance to be of service to the State; and as 
things turned out, his modest ambition was grat- 
ified. 

The men under his command gave him much 
trouble from the first. They were backwoods- 
men, who had led free and independent lives, 
and had no notion of discipline and restraint. 
To obey orders without hesitation, and to per- 
form the regular duties of a soldier, was a new 
experience to them, and they rebelled against it 
in many ways. 


PROTECTS A DEFENSELESS INDIAN 


Lincoln, however, rose to the occasion. No 
kinder-hearted man ever lived; none was slower 
to take offense or give way to anger. But he 
knew how to make himself obeyed and respected, 
and his company of raw militia soon came to see 
that their captain was not to be trifled with. 

As it happened, there was no fighting, after 
all; and this made matters worse. ‘The volun- 
teers had gone forth in search of excitement. 
They asked nothing better than a fight with the 
Indians, and when this was denied them they 


MEN WHO MADE THE UNITED STATES 


sought some other outlet for their animal spirits. 
They had not been enlisted for any specified pe- 
riod, and were greatly discontented—demanding 
that they be allowed to return home. 

It was in this state of mind that they greeted 
the appearance of an Indian who one day made 
his way into camp. He was an old Indian, not 
at all warlike, who carried in his hand some kind 
of a written message which he seemed anxious 
to deliver. But his peaceful looks and ways made 
no impression on the excitable volunteers. An 
Indian was an Indian, and he must have come 
there for no good purpose. Probably he was a 
spy, and as such should be treated without mercy. 


“A spy, a spy!” some one called out to the 
others. 
“A spy! Catch him! Kill him!” 


Carried away by excitement, the soldiers be- 
came a mob. They surrounded the Indian, and 
with threatening words and gestures made it 
plain that they meant to murder him then and 
there. 

At this moment Captain Lincoln appeared 
among them. 

“What are you doing, boys?” he asked, quietly. 

“He’s a spy,” growled the ringleader, “and 
we're going to shoot him.” 

“You musin’t do that, boys,” said the Captain, 
without raising his voice. 

Then the soldiers turned on their own com- 
mander, and threatened him, too. 

At this the tall captain rolled up his sleeves; 
his voice grew stern, a new light shone in his 
eyes. 

“If you want to fight so badly,” he told them. 
“fight me. Come on, one at a time, and take it 
out of me, if you can. This Indian has come 
here for help; and he’s going to get it, if I 
have to lick all Sangamon county.” 

The soldiers knew he meant it, and knew he 
was more than their match. So the Indian left 
the camp unharmed. 


DEFEATS THE CHAMPION WRESTLER 


Lincoln at twenty-three was six feet four, with 
hard muscles and powerful arms and_ hands. 
Fighting was not at all to his taste; but there 
were times when his gentle nature led others to 
believe he could be imposed upon, and at such 
times he used his great strength to good purpose. 

Shortly before the Black Hawk campaign, he 
had been hired by a merchant named Offutt, who 
owned a grocery and “general store’ in New 
Salem. Offutt soon discovered that his clerk and 
general assistant was not only remarkably honest 
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and conscientious, but unusual in other ways. He 
talked well, and was always reading books in his 
spare time. Besides this, he could run, jump and 
wrestle with the best of them; and Offutt was 
so proud of the young man that he began to boast 
about him. 

The other young men in New Salem soon grew 
jealous. In the small town of those days the 
champion wrestler of the community was looked 
upon as a hero. The champion of Clary’s Grove, 
near by, was Jack Armstrong, and he decided that 
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the first chance he had he would teach the gro- 
cer’s clerk a lesson. Lincoln avoided him as long 
as possible; but one day Jack Armstrong attacked 
him, and the test of strength began. Pretty soon 
the champion found himself locked in a powerful 
embrace from which there was no escape. He 
had to own himself beaten by the grocer’s clerk; 
and from that day Lincoln was no longer mo- 
lested. 

Lincoln’s bodily strength was no doubt a great 
advantage. In the years to come he was no 
longer called upon to use it as a wrestler. But 
it made him better able to bear fatigue of mind, 
and to carry upon his broad shoulders the tre- 
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mendous responsibilities that came to him as 
President. 


“HONEST ABE” 


In New Salem at this time he had begun to get 
a reputation of another sort: a reputation for 
honesty. One evening, on casting up his ac- 
counts at the grocery, he found that he had 
charged a woman customer a few cents too much. 
It was late at night when he closed his shop, 
and she lived several miles away; but he did not 
go to bed till he had walked all the way to her 
house, to correct this trifling error. 

Honest in act and purpose he always was. 
After leaving New Salem, he became a lawyer— 
a lawyer who would never be persuaded to charge 
as much as he could get. As one of his biogra- 
phers has said, his duty to a client did not pre- 
vent him from seeing his duty to society as well; 
when some one brought him a bad case, he would 
decline to take it. “As a peacemaker,” he once 
wrote, “the lawyer has a superior opportunity 
of being a good man. ‘There will still be business 
enough. Never stir up litigation.” 

Noting the “vague popular belief” that law- 
yers are “necessarily dishonest,” he gave this 
counsel: “Let no young man choosing the law 
for a calling for a moment yield to the popular 
belief. Resolve to be honest at all events; and 
if, in your own judgment, you cannot be an hon- 
est lawyer, resolve to be honest without being 
a lawyer. Choose some other occupation, rather 
than one in the choosing of which you do, in ad- 
vance, consent to be a knave.” 

Thus it is easy to see how Lincoln early came 
to be known to his neighbors in Illinois as “Hon- 
est Abe.” 


KNOWN AS 


HIS BOYHOOD DAYS 


Fully to appreciate the rise of Lincoln from 
obscurity to greatness, we must go back to his 
boyhood days, and observe his persistent strug- 
gle against poverty and ignorance. Few men 
have overcome so much; few have been so pa- 
tient, so determined. 

He was born on February 12, 1809, in a log 
cabin in the backwoods of Kentucky. ‘Thomas 
Lincoln, his father, was a carpenter who had not 
learned his trade very well; and, besides this, 
he was rather shiftless, and had formed the habit 
of moving from place to place, with a vague idea 
of bettering his condition. This, however, he 
never did, and his children grew up in great pov- 
erty. He had married a Virginia girl, Nancy 
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Hanks, and it was to her that Abraham owed the 
beginnings of his education. Unlike her hus- 
band, she could read and write, and was in other 
ways superior to him. In the one room of the 
little log cabin the greatest comfort was a huge 
fireplace, with a bearskin rug spread before it; 
and there the children would sit beside their 
mother, who read them Bible stories, and told 
them fairy tales. 

When Abraham was about four years old, his 
father moved again—this time to a farm on Knob 
Creek, which he bought on credit, but never man- 
aged to pay for. Somewhat later, he put all his 
belongings on a kind of raft, or flatboat, and 
floated down the Ohio till he came to Indiana; 
and there, in Spencer county, he once more set- 
tled down on a farm. 

Meanwhile he had built a rude shelter, with 
one side open to the weather, so that a fire could 
be made without a chimney. In this the Lincoln 
family lived for a whole year, making the best 
of things, as they were accustomed to do. There 
was no village near by, and no roads worth men- 
tioning in what was then known as the Pigeon 
Creek settlement. When they needed cornmeal, 
little Abraham, now seven years old, would ride 
to the grist-mill, with a bag of corn thrown 
balanced across his horse. When they needed a 
doctor, it meant a ride of thirty miles. 

Nor was it long before a doctor was badly 
needed. Mrs. Lincoln fell sick, and died. Others 
died, too, and Thomas Lincoln was called upon 
to make their coffins, which he fashioned from 
lumber with a whip-saw. 

- Three years later, he married again; and this 
proved a fortunate thing for the orphaned chil- 
dren. Abraham’s stepmother was a kind, ener- 
getic woman. She brought to her new home a 
wagon-load of clothing and household goods; and 
for the first time in their lives Abraham and his 
sister Sarah had plenty of warm clothing and 
other comforts. 


HOW HE TAUGHT HIMSELF 


Best of all, his stepmother soon found out that 
Abraham had a quick mind and was eager to 
study, and she did everything in her power to 
encourage him. When he was ten, she sent him 
to the little log schoolhouse, where the window 
panes were greased paper, with a floor and 
benches made of split logs. Pen, ink and paper 
were scarce; there were few slates or pencils. 
Sometimes a spelling book was the only text- 
book in the school. Now and then, a traveling 
teacher would come to the settlement, and remain 


UALNAdHVD @ “A AM ONILNIVd AHL WOK 


LANIGVO SIH GNV NIOONIT 


253 


254 BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME FAMOUS 


for perhaps a month. Nor was he likely to be 
much of a teacher. His knowledge was gener- 
ally limited to an acquaintance with the “three 
R’s”; if by any chance he knew a little Latin, 
he passed for a kind of a magician. 

In a period of nine years, Lincoln attended 
three such schools, and was taught by five teach- 
ers; yet, all told, he received something less than 
twelve months of schooling. 

He soon found out that if he was to get an 
education he must teach himself; and this he set 
about doing with a will. His stepmother tells 
us that he read every book he could lay his hands 
on; and when he came across a passage that 
struck him, he would write it down on boards, 
if he had no paper, and keep it there till he did 
get paper. Then he would rewrite it, look at 
it, repeat it. 

As he had no slate or pencil, he would use a 
piece of charcoal and a wooden shovel. ‘This 
shovel was a rude thing, made of a thin board 
and employed in lifting live coals from the hearth. 
In the long winter evenings, by the light of the 
fire, the boy would cover the shovel with sums 
in arithmetic; and when its surface would hold 
no more figures, he would shave it with a sharp 
knife, and begin afresh. 


HOW HE BECAME A WRITER 


It seems a kind of miracle that, with so many 
obstacles to knowledge, this self-taught boy lived 
to be one of the great masters of English speech 
—a statesman whose letters and addresses are 
treasured among the best examples of literature. 
Yet the explanation is a simple one. To one born 
with such a gift, the ability to write well rests 
chiefly upon three things: clear thinking, inces- 
sant toil, and a close acquaintance with the works 
of great authors. Now, Lincoln was in the first 
place a thinker; every one who knew him well 
has testified that he always gave much thought 
to whatever problem he had in hand. No matter 
what the subject, he did not rest till he had exam- 
ined it from all sides, and made it his own. It 
was this application of mind that enabled him to 
succeed in the law, to win a foremost place 
among public speakers, and, finally, in one of the 
most trying times of our history, to grapple with 
and master the many hard problems of the Civil 
War. 

His acquaintance with the best literature be- 
gan in early boyhood. It was a time of few 
books; but these books were the classics, and he 
read them with the care that few persons nowa- 
days give to such reading. It mattered little 
that the settlement had no newspapers or maga- 


zines. It was a poor family indeed that did not 
possess a Bible, and Abraham learned its par- 
ables, and drank in the beauty of its words, when 
he was still a child. Besides this, as a boy, he 
read Shakespeare, “Pilgrim’s Progress” and 
“Robinson Crusoe”; and all these helped to form 
his thought, fire his imagination, and shape his 
style of expression. 


THE GETTYSBURG ADDRESS 


It is therefore not so surprising that at the 
dedication of a national cemetery on the battle- 
field of Gettysburg, this man who had once split 
rails for a living came to deliver a brief address 
that will live with the noblest utterances of all 
times. None other surpasses in eloquence and 
simple dignity its closing words: 

“The world will little note nor long remember 
what we say here, but it can never forget what 
they did here. It is for us, the living, rather, to 
be dedicated here to the unfinished work which 
they who fought here have thus far so nobly ad- 
vanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated 
to the great task remaining before us—that from 
these honored dead we take increased devotion 
to that cause for which they gave the last full 
measure of devotion; that we here highly re- 
solve that these dead shall not have died in vain; 
that this nation, under God, shall have a new 
birth of freedom; and that government of the 
people, by the people, for the people, shall not 
perish from the earth.” : 

But the world has remembered what Lincoln 
said, and will long remember it. Not only in his 
public addresses and debates, but on many other 
occasions throughout his life, he had a way of 
saying things that people could not forget. In 
his early days in Indiana he was noted for his 
droll humor, his fondness for telling a good story, 
and his aptness in the use of anecdote to give 
point and flavor to his meaning. Later on, when 
he was President, oppressed by cares of state, 
he often relieved the strain of a trying situation 
by the employment of some happy phrase or the 
relation of some amusing tale. He greatly en- 
joyed the writings of the American humorist, 
Artemus Ward; and once, at an important Cabi- 
net meeting, he startled the more sober members 
of his official family by pausing in the grave busi- 
ness before him, to read some passages from 
Ward's latest book. 


LINCOLN’S TENDER HEART 


Lincoln’s tender-heartedness was expressed in 
many ways. He disliked to give pain to any 
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RETURN OF THE BATTLE FLAGS 
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living creature. Not only was he much affected long way to a blacksmith’s shop, borrowed a pole 
by the suffering of animals, but even as a boy’ with an iron hook, and with this managed at last 
he would take no part in hunting the wild birds to set the little animal free. 

and beasts so plentiful in the woods. Once he Most of his companions took a pride in being 
spent a whole afternoon trying to rescue a hedge- able to shoct a squirrel through the head, but 
hog caught fast in the crevice of a rock; when sport of this kind did not appeal to him. Only 
he could not manage to pull it out, he walked a_ once did he give way to the hunter’s instinct. A 
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flock of wild turkeys came near the cabin, and 
Abraham, shooting through a crack in the wall, 
killed one of them. But after that he never 
pulled a trigger. 

This tender-heartedness found another expres- 
sion in the days of the Civil War. As President 
he had the right to pardon, and in the case of 
some young soldier who had gone to sleep on 
post, or been condemned to die for some like 
breach of discipline, he exercised the right so 
often that he displeased his own generals. 

When Lincoln returned from the Black Hawk 
war he tried to get elected to the Illinois Legis- 
lature, but without success. He was now with- 
out means, and had no business, and at this time 
he seriously thought of becoming a blacksmith. 
However, he went into business instead with a 
man named Berry, who soon failed and left the 
town, leaving his young partner to pay the debts. 
Then he was made postmaster of New Salem, 
which brought him little money, but plenty of 
leisure for reading and study. In time he be- 
came a lawyer, served several years in the Leg- 
islature, and was elected to Congress. 


ELECTED PRESIDENT 


Lincoln had always opposed slavery. In 1854 
this subject was hotly debated, and Lincoln won 
national fame in his public debates with Senator 
Stephen Douglas, known as the “Little Giant.” 
In 1858, as Republican candidate for United 
States Senator, he uttered the memorable words: 

“A house divided against itself cannot stand.’ 
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I believe this government cannot endure perma- 
nently half. slave and half free.” Two years 
later the Republicans nominated him for Presi- 
dent, winning the election over a divided Demo- 
cratic party. 

Lincoln as President at once proved himself 
strong where his predecessor, President Bu- 
chanan, had wavered and hesitated. Fort Sumter 
was fired upon and captured, and the Civil War 
began in earnest. 

From this time forth, the story of Lincoln is 
the story of that war. He had treason and dis- 
loyalty to fight, warring factions to reconcile; 
more than any other man he bore the burden of 
the struggle. In 1862 he issued his Proclamation 
of Emancipation, freeing the slaves, and lived to 
see it adopted by Congress. 

Even his critics now recognized in him one 
whose greatness of mind and soul had made it 
possible to save the nation from disruption, and 
when in April, 1865, he fell at the hand of an 
assassin, the people were stricken with grief. 
Only a few weeks before he had said in his sec- 
ond Inaugural Address: 

“With malice toward none; with charity for 
all; with firmness in the right, as God gives us 
to -see the right,’ let us strive on to finish the 
work we are in; to bind up the nation’s wounds; 
to care for him who shall have borne the battle, 
and for his widow, and his orphan—to do all 
which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting 
peace among ourselves, and with all nations.” 

Such was his last public utterance—the Will 
of a great and tender-hearted Elder Brother to 
his people. 


ROBERT 2, LEE 


BY JOSEPH LEWIS FRENCH 


Five years after the Civil War ended Charles 
Sumner denounced Robert E. Lee in the Senate 
as a “traitor whom I leave to the pen of history.” 
Yet to-day, fifty years after the great conflict 
has closed, the North as well as the South pays 
admiring tribute to the great memory of Robert 
E. Lee. 

He came of a long line of distinguished Vir- 
ginia ancestors reaching back to the early years 
of settlement, of old English stock. It was a 
race of gentlemen in whom the military tradition 
was prominent. His own father was a distin- 
guished general in the War of the Revolution, 


and as “Light-Horse Harry” Lee, so-called be- 
cause he was a leader of cavalry, he will go 
down to history. His mother was Annie Carter, 
of an old Virginia family, and it has been re- 
marked that “all the charm and inspiration of 
long descent in each line were blended in his 
person.” His father was a Revolutionary hero 
and cultured gentleman “of the ancient southern 
day; his mother illustrated the purest ideal of 
womanly excellence developed in the early and 
unchecked period of our civilization.” His father 
died when Robert was a lad of only eleven, and 
he early showed those splendid. human qualities 
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which distinguished him all his life in his devo- 
tion to his mother. 

Of the boyhood and youth in the stately Vir- 
ginia home there is no close record. It was a 
free, healthful, happy life, in which much out- 
door sport mingled, and which all tended to make 
a man, if the material was good. He was des- 
tined to a military career like his father, and at 
eighteen entered the West Point Military Acad- 
emy. His four-year course was not only exem- 
plary but brilliant. He graduated second in a 
class of forty-six, and during the whole four 
years he did not receive a single demerit. ‘Two 
years afterward he married Mary Randolph Cus- 
tis, the great-granddaughter of Martha Custis, 
the wife of George Washington, who brought‘him 
a fine estate in Arlington, Virginia. 

He graduated from West Point as an engineer, 
and in 1834 he was appointed to the Chief En- 
gineer’s office in Washington as an assistant. 
Three years later he got his first wide knowledge 
of the country through being made superinten- 
dent of important improvements at St. Louis. 
He gradually rose in rank, and in 1842 was given 
charge of the defenses in New York harbor. On 
the outbreak of the Mexican War in 1846 he 
hailed the opportunity at last of actual duty in the 
field. Nothing chafes a soldier like inaction, and 
Lee had rare fighting blood in his veins. Here 
he distinguished himself at once. He took charge 
of the artillery before Vera Cruz, and the town 
surrendered in a few days. After every impor- 
tant battle in which he fought he was promoted. 
This happened at Cerro Gordo, at Churubusco, 
and at Chapultepec. At the end of the Mexican 
War he came back a man marked for advance- 
ment. At first he took charge of the important 
works then being built in the harbor of Balti- 
more. 


A BIG MAN, DESTINED TO BECOME 
BIGGER 


But it was felt that a larger field than con- 
structing defenses when war with a foreign foe 
seemed a long way off must be found for him. 
He was a big man, destined to become bigger. 
So in 1852 when he was forty-five years old he 
was appointed to the post of superintendent at 
West Point. He remained here three years and 
improved the Military Academy greatly, not only 
in discipline but instruction. Still he longed for 
active service, and when a new cavalry regiment 
was formed, in 1855, to go to the far West he 
eagerly besought and was given the appointment 
of lieutenant-colonel. A few months later he was 
put in command of the regiment, on duty in 
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western ‘'exas. He remained in the great New 
West, an almost undiscovered country in those 
days, for four years. 

In 1859 he came home to visit his family, and 
during this visit the raid of John Brown and his 
followers occurred at Harper’s Ferry near his 
home. Colonel Lee took charge of the troops 
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STATUE ERECTED TO THE WOMEN OF THE 
CONFEDERACY IN RALEIGH, N. C. 


and quelled the uprising promptly. ‘Then he re- 
turned to Texas, where he was stationed at the 
head of his regiment of cavalry when the State 
seceded in 1861, and then he was recalled to 
Washington. 

The great soldier who was to command the 
Armies of the Confederacy was at first entirely 
opposed to disunion. Still he was a Southerner, 
a Virginian, and his sympathies with the South 
were strong. The eyes of the Government at 
Washington were upon him as:a man destined 
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to a great career, and a few days after he 
reached his home in Virginia he was called upon 
by a number of the Cabinet and offered on behalf 
of President Lincoln the chief command of the 
Army of the United States. He declined, because 
as he wrote later, ‘“hough opposed to secession, 
and deprecating war, I could take no part in an 
invasion of the Southern States.” A few days 
after he resigned his commission, and three days 
later was appointed by the newly organized Con- 
federate Government at Richmond to the com~ 
mand of the forces in Virginia. 

Within a month he had 30,000 men in the field 
ready to fight, and many other regiments form- 
ing. He threw himself wholly into the cause 
of the South from the hour he espoused it, and 
his great talents were employed to the utmost in 
getting the South ready for war. In the latter 
part of that year, 1861, he went to South Caro- 
lina, Georgia, and Florida to build coast-defenses 
and interior forts to protect the region which was 
to be the great base of food supply for the army. 

After doing fine work, as well as inspiring 
strength and confidence by his strong character, 
he came back to Richmond in March, 1862, and 
was given chief command of all the military op- 
erations of the Confederacy. He early took the 
offensive against the great army of the North 
under General McClellan, and kept that comman- 
der in check till the whole people of the North 
began to lose faith in him. 


LEE’S ARMIES HOLD McCLELLAN 


The aim of McClellan was to reach Richmond, ° 


where the Confederates had established their cap- 
ital, and by taking the city capture the govern- 
ment and end the war. The armies under Lee 
not only prevented this, but they won several 
important battles, such as that at Bull Run, and 
the North soon settled down to the fact that it 
must be a long war, nation-wide in its field of 
action. After proving to McClellan that he could 
more than hold his own, Lee took the offensive 
and almost reached the seat of the Federal Gov- 
ernment, Washington. «.Washington and Rich- 
mond are only two hundred miles apart, and 
between these two cities a vast host battled stub- 
bornly for four years, with little advantage to 
either side. The North, however, had the re- 
sources, and there could in the end be but one 
outcome. 

Lee, early in the fall of 1862, invaded Mary- 
land, and was striking for Pennsylvania when 
he was met and stopped by McClellan with a 
much larger army, which had been gathered for 
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the emergency at Antietam. He was a master 
of the tactics of defensive warfare, and great 
skill prevented his forces from being destroyed 
in the retreat. On account of this defeat of Lee 
the Government at Washington thought it was 
time to try and take Richmond again. A great 
army advanced under General Burnside, but was 
met by General Lee at Fredericksburg and de- 
feated with great loss. 

For nearly six months the Federals rested, 
when they advanced again on General Lee with 
a force nearly double the size of his own under 
General Joseph Hooker. Again in a three days’ 
battle at Chancellorsville (May 2-4) the superior 
military genius of General Lee, fighting with 
greatly inferior forces and supplies—most of his 
men had no uniforms and were nearly always 
hungry—triumphed in.a complete victory. 

Heartened by this great triumph, Lee, still 
dreaming of a complete conquest of the North, 
again started for Pennsylvania. June 3, 1863, 
he began to march with 80,000 men, and had 
crossed the border, when he was met by General 
Meade, who had succeeded Hooker. At first he 
repulsed Meade, but in the two days’ fighting 
which followed around Gettysburg he gained no 
further advantage. Both sides lost heavily in 
this terrible conflict. General Lee took the of- 
fensive on both days with great bravery against 
a much larger army; on the third day his force 
was so shattered that it could not hold out. 
His ammunition nearly gone, Lee retreated, and 
got his army safely across the Potomac again. 

During the following winter his brave army, 
which had always fought at great odds and with 
lack of food and supplies, suffered severely; 
quite as much, indeed, as the soldiers under 
Washington had, nearly a hundred years before. 
at Valley Forge. They had in truth little left 
but unflinching courage and a sublime faith in 
their commander. The North meanwhile gath- 
ered an overwhelming army, and placed General 
Grant, “the Man of Iron,” in command. 

He was to advance when Spring opened in a 
supreme effort to defeat Lee and crush the Con- 
federacy. General Lee’s army numbered only 
about one-half that of Grant, but Lee knew the 
country, which was a difficult one for the enemy, 
and he was fighting on the defensive. It was the 
last struggle of the Confederacy. 


LEE’S LOSSES MUCH LESS THAN 
GRANT'S 


For five weeks General Grant pushed his men 
forward and never stopped offensive warfare. 
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He sacrificed his troops ruthlessly, and at the end 
of the “Wilderness” campaign had lost 60,000 
men. Lee lost only 14,000. The siege of Peters- 
burg, the last stronghold protecting Virginia, 
was the final act in the terrible drama of the Re- 
bellion. 

It had lasted almost a year, and the fight- 
ing was incessant and at times terrible. The 
Federals erected defenses of their own, and had 
plentiful supplies. Toward the end the Confed- 
erates were almost wholly without food. On 
April 2, 1865, General Lee made up his mind to 
abandon Petersburg—which meant Richmond— 
and with his remnant of an army of 30,000 men 
try to work southward. The next day the Fed- 
erals captured Richmond. ‘Two days later, on 
arriving at his base of supplies, Lee found that 
by an irretrievable error they had been forwarded 
to Richmond, and were in the hands of his enemy. 
Surrender was the only opportunity to save his 
starving men, and on April 9, 1865, he handed 
his sword to General Grant at Appomattox 
Court House. As he bade his soldiers farewell, 
he said: “Remember that we are one country 
now. Do not bring up your children in hostility 
to the Government of the United States. Bring 
them up to be Americans.” 

His magnificent estate of Arlington had been 
confiscated by the Government at Washington, 
and is now used as a soldiers’ home and ceme- 
tery; and he retired in very straitened circum- 
stances to a quiet home in Richmond. In Octo- 
ber of the same year, 1865, he was asked to take 
the presidency of a small college at Lexington, 
then called Washington College. Positions of 
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greater emolument were open to him, but he 
chose to accept this one. He remained at the 
head of this institution, which prospered greatly 
under his guidance, till his death five years later. 
After his death the name was changed to Wash- 
ington and Lee University in honor of his 
memory. 

‘There is a great statue to General Lee at Rich- 
mond; and in the memorial church erected at 
Lexington there is a sarcophagus on which he 
lies at full length carved in stone; but his true 
monument is in the hearts of the Southern peo- 
ple, who will revere his name to the remotest 
generations. 

The finest soldier in America in his day, he 
was offered the command of the great armies 
of the North. His heart was in the cause of his 
own people, and he chose the weaker side. And 
it is the unanimous verdict of history that he 
was the greatest commander of his century. 

His enthusiastic biographer, Benjamin H. Hill, 
said of him: “He was a foe without hate; a 
friend without treachery; a soldier without cru- 
elty; a victor without oppression; a private citi- 
zen without wrong; a neighbor without reproach; 
a Christian without hypocrisy, and a man with- 
out guile. He was Cesar without his ambition; 
Frederick without his tyranny; Napoleon without 
his selfishness, and Washington without his re- 
ward. He was obedient to authority as a serv- 
ant, and royal in authority as a true king. He 
was gentle as a woman in life; modest and pure 
as a virgin in thought; watchful as a Roman 
vestal in duty; submissive to law as Socrates, 
and grand in battle as Achilles.” 


U. 8S. GRANT, SOLDIER AND PRESIDENT 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


Ir was Christmas time in a little Ohio town, in 
the year 1838, and young Hiram Grant was 
spending the holidays at home. 

People in those days did not write or receive 
many letters. So one day, when the boy had 
called for the mail at the country post office, and 
was given a letter addressed to his father, with 
the post-mark, “Washington,” he knew it must 
be something important, and made haste to take 
it to the house. Then, having delivered it, he 
turned to go—eager to rejoin his playmates, who 
were skating on a neighboring pond, But his 
father called him back. 


“Wait a minute, Hiram,” he said. “This let- 
ter is addressed to me, but it is really meant for 
you.” 

The boy turned in surprise. Who could be 
writing to him from Washington, the capital of 
the United States? His father must be joking. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Grant, with a smile, “this let- 
ter is really for you. It’s a kind of Christmas 
present. And when you see what it is, you'll 
agree with me that you’re the luckiest boy in 
Ohio.” 

Hiram took the letter, and read it, but it seemed 
to give him no great pleasure. . Yet the writer 
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was the Honorable Thomas Morris, United States 
Senator from Ohio, and he had written to say 
that the boy would soon receive an appointment 
to the Military Academy at West Point. 


A MILITARY CAREER 


That was a prize that falls to the lot of but 
few. Mr. Grant was a tanner. In the natural 
course of events, his son would complete his 
studies, and would then be set at work m the 
tannery to learn his father’s business. But now 
a great career opened like magic before him. In- 
stead of a dull trade, the life of an army officer, 
with all the romance that such a life might hold. 
Instead of the factory whistle, the stirring tones 
of the trumpet, and the call to boots and saddles. 
Offered such a choice, what boy would hesitate? 

Yet Hiram, now sixteen years old, stood there 
staring at the letter in his hand, with no sign of 
excitement. 

“Father,” he said at last, “if you want me to 
go, I'll go. But I don’t care to be a soldier.” 

Strange words, indeed, when we consider what 
this boy came to be. For Hiram was Hiram 
Ulysses Grant, or Ulysses S. Grant, as he was 
known in the years that followed: the U. S. Grant 
who led the Union armies to victory in our Civil 
War, and who was twice elected President of the 
United States. 

It would seem that a father sometimes knows 
better than his son what that son is fitted for. 
In this case, Hiram Grant, being a dutiful son, 
with great respect for his father’s opinion, de- 
cided at once to do as he was told. But this, of 
course, could not change his feelings. He him- 
self has told us that he went to West Point un- 
willingly; that a military life had no charms for 
him, and that he had no idea of remaining always 
in the army, even if he were graduated. 


HOW HIS NAME WAS CHANGED 


At any rate, the notion of traveling pleased 
him. He packed his trunk, strapped it, then stood 
looking at it with an odd expression. On it were 
his initials, in big letters: H. U. G. 

“That will never do,” said Hiram. “A fel- 
low whose initials spell ‘hug’ would be laughed 
out of West Point. I'll just change them around 
a’ little.” 

So he made them read, U. H. G.; but that did 
not end the matter. His mother’s maiden name 
was Simpson, and the Congressman who sent 
in his name to the Academy somehow got it into 


1 


his head that the boy had been called after her. 
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The new cadet was entered on the books at West 
Point as Ulysses S. Grant, and as such he 
continued to be known for the rest of his days. 

After all, the adopted initials made a good 
combination. He was now U. S. Grant, and in 
later years people referred to him with affection 
as “United States” or “Uncle Sam” Grant. Nor 
did this nickname seem an exaggeration; for on 
the shoulders of Grant rested the fate of the 
Union in its conflict with the South. 

Some persons believe that the name was allowed 
to stand, as the Congressman sent it in to West 
Point, for the simple reason that Grant was rot 
only modest, but remarkable for his silence as 
well. He was always a man of few words; but 
when he did speak, he spoke to the point, and 
some of his utterances will always live because 
of their brevity and force. 


AT THE GATES OF MEXICO 


By the time Grant was graduated from West 
Point, he had changed his mind about leaving 
the army. After service in Louisiana and Texas, 
we find him, in 1847, a lieutenant of infantry, 
fighting with our army in Mexico. General Scott 
had stormed the castle of Chapultepec; his forces 
were battering at the walls of the capital city 
itself. Should it fall, the war would be won. 
But the gates were stoutly held by the defend- 
ers, and the Americans could make but little 
headway. 

Suddenly from the belfry of a church, just 
outside the city, came a puff of smoke and the 
report of a cannon. A shell from the cannon 
fell plump among the Mexicans guarding the 
San Cosme gate, and filled them with dismay. 
Again and again the cannon was discharged 
with deadly effect; at last the Mexicans fell 
back, and ran up a flag of truce. 

The man who trained the cannon was Lieu- 
tenant Grant. He had taken in the situation, 
noted the favorable position of the church, and 
called for volunteers. The howitzer, as this kind 
of light cannon is called, was carried up into the 
belfry, trained on the gate, and speedily effected 
its purpose. It was Lieutenant Grant’s own idea, 
and it brought him mention for bravery and pro- 
motion to the rank of captain. 

Grant at this time was a quartermaster, and 
as such he was not required to do any actual 
fighting. But though he hated war, his good 
sense told him that when it came it could be 
ended only by vigorous measures. So then, as 
later, he fought with every means at his com- 
mand, and knew no rest till his enemy sued for 
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GENERAL GRANT LEADING HIS TROOPS 


peace. Then, when peace did come and new 
problems arose, he met them with the same de- 
termination. Thus, cholera attacked his men on 
the Isthmus of Panama, while bound for Ore- 
gon, and Grant by his energy and courage saved 
the situation as he had done in time of war. 


HARD TIMES IN MISSOURI 


In Oregon, his new station, a dreary time fol- 
lowed. The boy who went to West Point against 
his will had found the encampment, preceding his 
studies, a “very tiresome” experience. And now 
it seemed that, after all, he had been right. 
Army life in time of peace is a dull routine. He 
had served his country well in time of war. But 
now, as when a boy, military life “had no charms 


for him.” Besides this, he had married, and the 
pay of a captain was small. So Captain Grant 
resigned. 


Never again, he thought, would he be called 


upon to fight; he was done, once and for all, with 
the army. Yet he was thirty-two years of age, 
and he had no other profession. How could he 
make a living? 

How, indeed? For six or more years to come, 
he often asked himself that question. He became 
a farmer near St. Louis, and as a farmer he 
failed. One does not easily take up farming at 
thirty-two; and, besides, his health was poor. 
The city itself did not promise much to a man 
without special training. But Grant had a wife 
and two children to support. So he tried real 
estate; then bill-collecting, and the other things 
to which men turn when they must somehow 
earn their bread. Finally, he left St. Louis, glad 
to get a clerkship, at seventy dollars a month, 
in an Illinois country store. 

There he lived for a time, poor and obscure, 
with no way of bettering his condition. West 
Point had given him an education, but it was 
not an education that enabled him to earn money 
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outside the army. It seemed as if he must pass 
all his days in poverty. 


A SOLDIER ONCE MORE 


Then came the Civil War. Fort Sumter was 
fired upon, and surrendered; President Lincoln 
called upon the States for 75,000 men, and pro- 
claimed the blockade of the Southern coast. So 
Grant, with the blood of soldiers in his veins, 
responded to the call. He asked for an army ap- 
pointment, believing that as the Government had 
educated him, he still owed it a duty in its time 
of need. This was denied him, so he set to work, 
drilling volunteers; and then at last they made 
him Colonel of the Twenty-first Illinois. 

From the very first he showed himself a great 
soldier. Leaving his headquarters at Cairo, on 
the Mississippi, he marched into Kentucky and 
took possession of Paducah. To the south were 
two Confederate strongholds—Fort Donelson on 
the Cumberland River and Fort Henry on the 
Tennessee; and Grant, with his capture of Pa- 
ducah, was in a favorable position to strike a 
hard blow. In this he was aided by Commodore 
Foote, who, with his gunboats, opened the Mis- 
sissippi all the way to Vicksburg. Fort Henry 
fell before him, and then Fort Donelson. 

“Tf I surrender,’ said the Confederate com- 
mander of Fort Donelson, “what terms will you 
give me?” 

“No terms,” answered Grant, “except an un- 
conditional and immediate surrender can be ac- 
cepted. I propose to move immediately upon 
your works.” 

So now Grant’s initials, U. S., stood also for 
“Unconditional Surrender,” and the people of the 
North were loud in his praise. 

But the Confederates had not yet lost all of 
Tennessee. A little later, in the battle of Shiloh, 
they came near to defeating the Union army, and 
would have done so if Grant had not held out till 
General Buell was able to join him. 


HE CAPTURES VICKSBURG 


Early in 1863 came Grant’s great victory at 
Vicksburg. Nearly all the Mississippi River had 
now been forced by Federal gunboats; but Vicks- 
burg was so strongly fortified that it had resisted 
an attack by General Sherman, and no one be- 
lieved that it could be taken. Grant himself had 
failed in his first attempt; but he would not admit 
that anything was impossible, so he tried—and 
failed again. At last, after a wonderful cam- 
paign, includiug much hard marching and sev- 
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eral brilliant victories, he got so near to Vicks- 
burg that he was able to lay siege to the city. 
Soon its inhabitants were starving, and Vicks- 
burg could hold out no longer. Its commander 
surrendered, and Grant marched in. Then at 
once he gave orders—first, to feed the hungry 
Confederate soldiers who had fought against 
him; second, that no cheering be permitted when 
these men laid down their arms. ‘They have 
made a noble defense,” he said, “and must not be 
humiliated.” 

So important was this victory that he was now 
made a Major-General, and became commander 
of all the armies west of the Allegheny Moun- 
tains. ‘Then came the battle of Chattanooga— 
another victory for Grant. In March, 1864, he 
was put in command of all the Federal armies, 
and was made Lieutenant-General—a rank here- | 
tofore held only by Washington and Scott. Yet 
three years before, he had been only a clerk in a 
country store, and had seemed to have no future. 


END OF THE WAR 


Grant was now called upon to measure his 
strength against Lee, the great leader of the 
Confederates, and many bloody battles took place. 
The Confederates had suffered some serious de- 
feats, and supplies of all kinds were scarce. Lee 
had fought a losing, but a brilliant fight; at last, 
at Appomattox he surrendered. The war was 
virtually over. 

“Let us have peace,” said Grant. 

The Southern soldiers needed their horses with 
which to till the fields; they needed food and 
clothing. All these were supplied. Everything 
that Grant could do he did for them. No one 
was more grateful than he that the war had come 
to an end. 

At the next election, the people made him 
President of the United States; four years later 
they elected him again. And though his calling 
was that of a soldier, he proved a faithful Presi- 
dent, too. During his term of office, Great Brit- 
ain paid our claims against her for permitting 
Confederate cruisers to sail from her ports to 
the Southern States. His policy toward the In- 
dians was wise and tender-hearted, and did much 
to prevent uprisings, so often provoked by ras- 
cally Indian agents. By his firm stand against 
Congress, after the panic of 1873, he prevented 
what were already hard times from growing 
even harder. 

To provide for his family, General Grant went 
into business in New York; but the business 
failed, owing to the dishonesty of others. Broken 
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in health, and almost penniless, once more he 
stoutly set to work, writing the story of his life; 
and this he managed to complete, though suffer- 
ing agony from a cancer of the tongue that 
finally destroyed him. 
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It was perhaps the bravest thing of all, in a 
life filled with brave deeds. ‘To-day his body 
lies in a great tomb overlooking the Hudson; his 
name was among the first inscribed in our Hall 
of Fame. 


A MAN LIKE ‘A STONE WALL 


BY BERTHAE: 


“WHat is your name?” 

The teacher, quill pen in hand, was enrolling 
the pupils of the little field school. ‘The group 
of big girls in the back seats fairly tittered as 
the answer came. 

“Thomas Jonathan Jackson.” 

Just why they should think this a funny name 
is hard to tell. Perhaps it was because the boy 
who gave it was so awkward and lank and plainly 
ill at ease. He was more used to handling farm 
implements than books, but he studied his lessons 
with grim determination to get the most that he 
could out of them, and thus won their respect in 
spite of his awkward appearance. 

He had been fatherless and motherless, depend- 
ent on the charity of relatives, some of them kind, 
some unkind, ever since he was three years old. 
How could he be expected to be elegant in dress 
and appearance and polished in manners? One 
thing was certain. He was good and earnest and 
kind and true and brave, brave as a lion. The 
girls who tittered at him that day came to be very 
proud that they had gone to school with him. 

When he was sixteen, he learned that there was 
a vacancy in West Point and conceived the desire 
to apply for the position. The friend who learned 
of his desire told him of the high standard of 
scholarship required there, and asked young 
Thomas Jonathan whether he thought it was pos- 
sible for him to prepare himself to enter. 

“T am very ignorant, but I can make it up by 
study,” answered the boy modestly. “I have the 
energy, and I think I have the intellect.” 

He succeeded in gaining admission, and he 
studied hard. He was slow, as was natural from 
the small amount of his previous training, but 
he never gave up trying. During the first year 
he was at the foot of his class. The next year 
his standing was better. The third year it was 
better still; and the last year it was so good that 
one of his companions declared that if only he 
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had four years longer to study he would gradu- 
ate at the head of his class. 


GOES TO THE MEXICAN WAR 


The young cadet finished his course and went 
to the Mexican War. He wasn’t handsome or 
dashing, but he was brave and faithful, and he 
fought with honor. In one battle the fire of the 
enemy was so terrible at a certain point that all 
the cannoneers fled. Only Jackson and one ser- 
geant were left. Dismounting, young Jackson 
himself took up the sponge staff the hand of the 
gunner had dropped and, with the assistance of 
the sergeant, began to load and fire with the ut- 
most coolness. The commander of the field 
thought it best to withdraw from the position, 
but Jackson remonstrated. He could hold the 
ground, he said, and if the general would send 
him fifty regulars, he would silence the enemies’ 
batteries. ‘The re-enforcements were given him. 
The enemies’ batteries were silenced and the 
battle was won by the Americans. 

Jackson always obeyed orders, and taught 
every student to obey them implicitly. After the 
Mexican War was over he taught in a military 
academy, and the boys thought he was too strict 
about this. They were gay young fellows, and 
he was shy and awkward yet, and they thought 
it fun to badger the stiff, silent young professor. 

“That was a very hot place, wasn’t it, Major?” 
asked one of them, referring to this occasion. 

“Yes, very hot,” was the reply. 

“Why didn’t you run?” asked the student. 

With a smile, Jackson replied: “I was not 
ordered to do so. If I had been ordered to run 
I would have done so; but I was directed to hold 
my position, and I had no right to abandon it.” 

“Who is Thomas J. Jackson?” somebody 
asked, when it was suggested that he should be 
appointed a colonel in the newly-formed Con- 
federate army. 


* Used by permission of the F. A. Owen Publishing Company, Dansville, ING. 3% 
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“T can tell you who he is,” replied one of his 
friends. “If you put him in command of Norfolk, 
he will never leave it alive unless you order him 
to do so.” 

Every one soon knew that this was true. In 
his first battle he stood under a tree writing a 
dispatch. A cannon ball came whizzing along, 
struck the tree and tore it to fragments, scatter- 
ing leaves and splinters all over him, but he never 
paused in his writing. Cannon balls nor anything 
else could not stop him in anything that he 
thought was his duty. 

He inspired his men with the same _ spirit. 
Once when he was placing his division for battle, 
he said to the officer with whom he was riding: 

“Captain, I want my brigade to feel that it 
can ‘itself whip all the opposing army, and I be- 
lieve it can do it.” 


PROMOTION MAKES NO DIFFERENCE 


A little while after this, he was promoted from 
colonel to general. It made a difference in his 
rank, but no difference in his appearance or 
actions. He still wore the same shabby old gray 
coat; the old cap, faded by the sun until it was 
fairly yellow, was pulled far down over his eyes, 
and his men called him “Old Jack.” But they 
had come to believe in him with all their hearts, 
and were ready to follow him anywhere and obey 
as he had obeyed in his under-soldier days. 

It told in the battle of Bull Run. Discouraged 
soldiers were everywhere flying from the field. 
The main part of the army was in retreat. But 
Jackson and his men did not retreat. They stood 
in their place, and their standing saved the day. 

“General, they are beating us back,” cried the 
commander of the retreating corps. 

“Then we will give them the bayonet,” an- 
swered Jackson. 

He knew that his men would die before they 
would be beaten back. The discouraged general 
galloped back to his broken lines and by heroic 
effort succeeded in reforming them. 

“Look! There is Jackson standing like a stone 
wall. Rally on the Virginians!” he shouted, and 
his men looked and rallied and defeat was turned 
into victory. 

It became a watchword. To say “Stonewall 
Jackson” was enough to inspire courage in the 
most disheartened. The name the tittering girls 
had laughed at was almost forgotten in the new 
title. It is not as Thomas Jonathan Jackson that 
the hero is remembered but always as General 
Stonewall Jackson. 

He knew very well how serious were the con- 
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ditions that he faced like a stone wall. “TI fully 
expected that I and my men would be killed,” he 
said, “but I felt that the occasion demanded the 
sacrifice.” 

He wouldn’t admit that they could be de- 
feated. When an officer rode up to him and 
exclaimed in great excitement, “General, I think 
the day is going against us,” Jackson answered, 
“If you think so, sir, you had better not say 
anything about it.” 

When General Jackson wrote about this battle, 
he gave all the praise to his men and took none 
himself. He said that it was they and not he who 
deserved the title, and called them the “Stonewall 
Brigade.” He wrote to a friend about them: 

“You will find when my report shall be pub- 
lished, that the First Brigade was to our army 
what the Imperial Guard was to the first Napo- 
leon; and that, through the blessing of God, it 
met the so far victorious enemy, and turned the 
fortunes of the day.” 


MEN GAVE HIM ALL THE PRAISE 


But his men gave all the praise to him. They 
felt that it was he who had taught them to be 
brave and steady under any fire, and now that the 
value of his teaching was proved, they began to 
admire him immensely. Wherever he went they 
began to cheer. His division was prouder of be- 
longing to the “Stonewall Brigade” than of any- 
thing else in the world. When he approached on 
his old sorrel horse, the word would flash up and 
down the line that “Old Jack was coming.” Then 
such a shout as would go up. The very sky 
seemed to echo it back. 

He was worth the favor of the sky, for always 
in his thoughts he looked up to Heaven. Every 
morning in his tent he read his Bible. He had a 
way of lifting his hand for an instant and look- 
ing up, in the midst of the most vigorous action, 
and the men who saw it said reverently that Old 
Jack was praying. Often they saw him do this, 
and saw his lips move when he stood over the 
body of a fallen soldier. 

He was wonderfully skillful in the art of war, 
but his skill was won, like his increasingly high 
marks in West Point, by the most careful and 
persistent study and planning and estimating. 
Because he worked so very hard at it, he grew 
better all the time. Somebody says of him: 

“His services became more and more valuable 
as his rank increased. He was better as brigadier 
than as colonel; better still as major-general; 
and as lieutenant-general was best of all.” 

The most remarkable thing he did was to get 
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his men where he wanted them so quickly. It 
was wonderful how he could have them fighting 
at one place and then, before the enemy had 
scarcely time to catch breath, striking a crushing 
blow at another place. So quickly did he pass 
from one position to another that once a dispatch 
was sent to him from headquarters addressed 
“General Jackson, Somewhere.” 

He would march all day and all night, go 
without food or water or shelter or blankets, any- 
thing to get his men in the most effective place 
in the shortest time. His soldiers did not com- 
plain for they knew that he was suffering as 
much as they were. They were ready to go any- 
where and endure any hardship to carry out his 
plans. They made up this conundrum and said 
it over and over again with great delight: 

“Why is Old Jack a better general than 
Moses?” 

“Because it took Moses forty years to lead 
the Israelites through the wilderness, and Old 
Jack would have double-quicked them through 
it in three days.” 

And they loaded their guns as they double- 
quicked, and went without food and slept on the 
ground blanketless with the snow falling over 
them, and wore ragged shoes so full of holes 
that the rocks and brambles of the way tore their 
feet till they bled, and never complained. No 
hardship mattered to them if they could carry 
out Old Jack’s plans. 


NONE MADE MORE SKILLFUL PLANS 


There never was a general who made more 
skillful plans than he. It was said that in the 
half year between May and December, 1862, 
Jackson’s corps “made more forced marches and 
fought more battles against superior numbers 
and without a single defeat than can be claimed 
by any commander of modern or ancient war- 
fare.” 

He died on the tenth of May, 1863. He had 
been shot at the battle of Chancellorsville, but, 
though his wounds were very severe, necessi- 


tating the amputation of his arm, it was not these 


e 


269 


that caused his death. For a week it was thought 
that he would get well, and he made plans for 
riding again at the head of his division. But he 
had caught a very severe cold before the battle. 
He had marched forward so rapidly that he had 
left his blankets behind him. A young aide, see- 
ing this, gave him his own thick military cape 
to put over him. The night was cold, and Jack- 
son waking, feared that the young man would 
suffer without it. So he rose and spread the cape 
over the sleeping soldier boy and lay down again 
shivering with the scantiest of coverings. The 
result was the severe cold that, combined with 
the weakness caused by his wounds, turned inte 
pneumonia and brought about his death. 

His last military order was given after he was 
wounded. A subordinate general reported to 
him that the lines were so much broken that he 
feared they would have to fall back. Stonewall 
Jackson lifted his head from the ground where 
he lay. 

“You must hold your ground, General; you 
must hold your ground, sir,” he cried. 

As he was being carried away through the 
thick woods in the dark, one of the bearers of 
the litter stumbled over a grapevine and dropped 
the corner he held on the ground. Jackson struck 
on his wounded shoulder, causing terrible pain. 
But when the bearer asked anxiously whether 
he was much hurt he answered: 

“No, my friend, don’t trouble yourself about 
me.” He was as brave about enduring pain as 
he had been going into battle. 

“T am sure these wounds were given me for 
some good and wise purpose, and I would not 
part with them if I could,” he said. 

Almost his last conscious words when told that 
death was near were, “Very good, very good; 
it is all right.” 

Then his mind began to wander. He gave 
orders as if he had been on the battlefield—stirr- 
ing orders for intense action. Then he smiled 
and said softly: 

“Let us cross over the river and rest under 
the shade of the trees.” 

He has won everlasting rest and everlasting 
honor. 


DEWEY, THE HERO OF MANILA 


BY 


Nations listen—nations wait, 

At the portal of Time’s gate, 
For a hero! 

Crowned of the century’s years, 
Rings the pean in our ears— 
Take your hero! 


God of War and God of Sea, 
Of all trophies deigned by Thee, 
This the rarest, most complete, 
This the crown, the Paraclete— 
Hail our hero! 


Tue nation-wide sentiment which welcomed 
Admiral George Dewey back to America in the 
Spring of 1899 was well compressed in these 
stirring lines. No event since Grant’s final tri- 
umph over the Confederacy had so profound an 
influence. In the case of Dewey, there was ac- 
clamation and rejoicing everywhere, north and 
south. He had not only achieved a remarkable 
victory in one of the most triumphant sea-fights 
known to history, but he had opened the East to 
us. He gave us for a moment the thrill of world- 
conquest — always the dre2m of every great 
nation. And not only had he conquered the 
Philippines, but he stayed till his conquest was 
assured. His diplomacy as well as his military 
genius were our shining possession. And thence- 
forward he lived among us till he died, the hero 
of the time. 

The chief lesson of his life up to the hour of 
his great victory is, for the American boy, the 
great lesson of duty; duty never shirked, but 
always performed, whatever the service, with 
the most conscientious fidelity. This was the 
trait he inherited from a long line of New Eng- 
land ancestors. 

He was born on the 26th of December, 1837, 
among the Green Mountains of Vermont, and he 
records in his autobiography that during his long 
stay in Manila Bay after the battle “certain 
angles of view in the irregular landscape of 
Luzon, from the deck of the flagship Olympia, 
often recalled the Green Mountains of my boy- 
hood days. Indeed, I never look across a stretch 
of rolling country without a feeling of home- 
sickness for Vermont. My ancestors were reared 
among the New England hills. They were of 
the old Pilgrim stock, whose character has so 
eminently impressed itself on that of the nation.” 

Of his parents he writes: “My mother I hardly 
remember, as she died when I was only five. To 
my father I owe primarily all that I have accom- 
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plished in the world. From him I inherited a 
vigorous constitution and an active tempera- 
ment. He was a good deal more than a success- 
ful practicing physician. He was one of those 
natural leaders to whom men turn for unbiased 
advice. His ideas of right and wrong were very 
fixed, in keeping with his deep religious scruples.” 

Those ideas of right and wrong never deserted 
George Dewey. As a boy he was notable for 
animal spirits, and even a spirit of daring which 
prompted him to “stunts” that the other boys 
could not follow. He used to descend the steps 
of the courthouse in Montpelier, his home, blind- 
folded, and on one occasion he drove his father’s 
horse and wagon over the swollen Winooski 
River, just for pluck. He lost the wagon, but was 
saved by climbing on the horse’s back. 


FROM A VERMONT ACADEMY TO 
ANNAPOLIS 


His career began at the old Military Academy 
at Norwich, Vermont, which was founded by the 
first superintendent of West Point, Captain Alden 
Partridge. From there he went to the Naval 
Academy at Annapolis, whither his father accom- 
panied him. On leaving him the old gentleman 
said: “George, I have done all I can for you. 
The rest you must do yourself.” 

“This advice,” adds Dewey, “I have always 
tried to keep in mind.” 

The course at the Academy was more vigorous 
in those days than now, and of the sixty in 
Dewey’s class only fifteen were graduated. It 
was a good rough school, too, and hazing and 
fistic fights were rife. But Dewey was born a 
gentleman, and he remained a gentleman through 
it all, though always quick to take his own part. 

On graduating, in the Summer of 1858, he 
sailed on the steam frigate Wabash for an eighteen 
months’ cruise, and got as far as Constantinople. 
Then he was sent on a cruise to Caribbean and 
Gulf ports, and there saw a good slice of the 
world before the war of the Rebellion called 
him into active conflict. In January, 1861, he got 
his commission as lieutenant, at twenty-three, 
and became a full-fledged naval officer. 

He saw his first service in the Civil War on 
the “Mississippi,” which was to help blockade 
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the coast from Hampton to Key West and the 
boundaries of Mexico. When the Gulf Squadron 
under Farragut was formed in 1862 for the cap- 
ture of New Orleans he joined it, and at once 
got into hot fighting. Farragut now became 
Dewey’s ideal of a fighting commander, and re- 
mained so throughout his life. “Whenever I have 
been in a difficult situation I have often asked 
myself what Farragut would do.” Valuable as 
the training at Annapolis was, it was poor school- 
ing beside that of serving under Farragut in time 
of war. 

When the squadron advanced on New Orleans, 
the “Mississippi” was leading the way just astern 
of the “Pensacola,’ with Dewey handling the 
ship from the hurricane-deck. “For a man of 
twenty-four,” he says, “I was having my share of 
responsibility. I was also to have my baptism of 
fire. But I had little time to consider the ex- 
perience. When it comes, you are utterly pre- 
occupied with your work; you are doing what 
you have been taught is your duty to do as a 
trained unit on a man-of-war. Only after the 
danger is over is it time to reflect.” 

It was a baptism—of hell-fire. Not only had 
the dangerous forts of Jackson and St. Philip 
that guarded the city to be passed, but the river 
was full of fire-rafts and burning ships, and 
once the hull of the “Mississippi” met the ram 
“Manassas,” that had already done terrible de- 
struction in southern waters. But everywhere 
the fearful broadsides from Farragut’s ships 
cleared the way up the river and New Orleans 
was soon won. This was the great achievement 
of the war thus far, and made Farragut the hero 
of the hour. 


CO-OPERATES WITH ARMIES OF GRANT 
AND SHERMAN 


Dewey remained on the “Mississippi,” which 
was stationed off New Orleans as a guard-ship, 
for nearly a year. In March, 1863, the vessel 
was ordered up the river with the squadron to 
Port Hudson to co-operate with the armies of 
Grant and Sherman, which were pressing toward 
Vicksburg. Dewey had occupied much of his 
time before New Orleans in training his crew of 
three hundred men, and they were now at a 
high point of efficiency. In the engagement the 
“Mississippi” grounded, caught fire, and was 
abandoned, and officers and crew found safety 
on the “Richmond.” In the fierce fight at Port 
Hudson only Farragut’s ship, the “Hartford,” got 
through. Dewey returned to New Orleans, 
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where for a short time he served as prize com- 
missioner. 

For a time thereafter he served under Farragut 
in his operations up and down the river, and in 
July, 1863, was transferred to the “Brooklyn,” and 
ordered north to assist Rear Admiral Dahlgren in 
the blockade of Charleston. Here the “Brooklyn,” 
being found out of repair, was ordered to New 
York and Dewey got his first holiday. When the 
“Brooklyn” was ready, Captain Alden wanted 
Dewey for ‘his executive officer, but here again 
senior officers urged his youth against him, and 
owing to influence at Washington they prevailed. 
Dewey was no longer under Farragut, who knew 
his real worth. He was ordered to get the 
“Agawam,” a third-rate vessel in Portsmouth 
harbor, ready for service. He went out on her 
as executive officer, and saw active and trying 
service on the James River during the Spring 
and Summer of 1864, supporting General Butler’s 
attempt to take Richmond from that side. 

Dewey’s reputation as an executive officer was 
by this time established; and in September, 1864, 
Rear Admiral David D. Porter, who had suc- 
ceeded to the command of the North Atlantic 
squadron, sent for him to take charge of the 
“Colorado,” a big steam frigate, in the action 
against Fort Fisher. This was the final act in 
the terrific drama of the great Rebellion. The 
Mississippi River was now in the full possession 
of the North, and every port on the Gulf of 
Mexico was flying the national flag. 

The Confederacy had but two ports left— 
Charleston and Wilmington. Of these, Wilming- 
ton was the most important, and at its entrance 
stood Fort Fisher, which they had made impreg- 
nable. It was to be silenced by the guns of the 
fleet, and then assaulted by troops under General 
Butler, brought by sea. The largest naval force 
of the war was assembled here. On the “Colo- 
rado,’ Dewey found himself in full charge of 
seven hundred men, and the crew was a tough 
one to handle. But Dewey tamed them, although 
he once had to use his revolver. The first at- 
tempt on Fort Fisher failed, but a second one 
three weeks later was successful. 

Dewey was promoted to the “Kearsarge,” the 
famous victor over the “Alabama,” and was on 
her as executive officer when Lee surrendered. 
His rank at this time was that of lieutenant- 
commander. 

A year after the war closed he was chosen 
by Admiral Goldsborough, in command of the 
European squadron, as his flag-lieutenant, thus 
getting his first foreign experience. After a 
short time he was given command of his old 
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ship, the “Colorado,” with which he remained 
abroad over two years. A week before she sailed 
for home Farragut came aboard at Cherbourg, 
France, and after going all over the ship turned 
to the captain of his own ship and said: “Pen- 
nock, I want the ‘Franklin’ to be just like this.” 

On arriving home Dewey was assigned to in- 
struction duty at Annapolis, where he remained 
three happy years, having married at the begin- 
ning of his term Susan Boardman Goodwin, the 
daughter of ex-Governor Goodwin of New 
Hampshire. In the Spring of 1873 he was pro- 
moted to the rank of commander, and assigned 
to the “Narragansett,” on board of which vessel 
he spent two years surveying the coast of Lower 
California and Mexico. 


SEES WASHINGTON SOCIAL LIFE 


In April, 1878, the future hero of Manila was 
made naval secretary of the Lighthouse Board, a 
post which he held four years, and during which 
he saw for the first time much of the social life 
of Washington. In October, 1882, he was ordered 
to the command of the “Juniata,” to proceed to 
the China station, but by the time the vessel 
reached Malta he had developed an abscess of 
the liver which almost lost him his life. He was 
given sick leave, and finally recovered fully at 
Santa Barbara, California, in the Spring of 1884. 
On recovering, he was given command of the 
“Pensacola,” on a cruise in European waters. 

In the building of a new navy Dewey was 
destined to play an important part, and in July, 
1889, he was made chief of the Bureau of Equip- 
ment. Here he put in four years of engrossing 
and vitally important work. In October, 1895, 
he became president of the Board of Inspection 
and Survey, a very important post, for this board 
was responsible for each new vessel as it was 
completed. The country had by this time be- 
come interested in the new navy. All the steel 
ships of the new navy passed under his mandate 
for the following two years, including the 
~lexas. | iMaine:*. slowa.n] sdndianayssrand 
“Massachusetts,” and all the battleships which 
later vanquished the Spanish fleet at Santiago. 
except the “Oregon.” 

In May, 1896, he was promoted to the rank of 
Commodore, which entitled him to the command 
of a squadron. He was given, November, 1897, 
charge of the Asiatic Squadron through the far- 
sightedness and influence of Theodore Roosevelt, 
who was then Secretary of the Navy, and who 
insisted on his appointment. “I want you to go, 
Mr. Roosevelt declared. “You are the man who 
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will be equal to the emergency if one arises.” 
And so, indeed, history has proven. 

Dewey had already scented a war with Spain, 
and his heart was set on having command of the 
Asiatic Squadron. On his appointment he dis- 
covered before leaving home that the quantity 
of ammunition in the squadron was not even a 
sufficient allowance for times of peace. Vigor- 
ously supported by Roosevelt, he succeeded 
finally in having an order issued that the “Con- 
cord,” then fitting out in San Francisco, should 
carry out as much as she could hold. Seventy- 
five tons were needed to place the squadron on 
any kind of.a war-footing, and all of this Dewey 
saw shipped from San Francisco by the “Con- 
cord” and the “Baltimore” before he sailed him- 
self to take command. Even then Dewey found 
when he reached the Asiatic station that only 
sixty per cent of the magazines and shell-rooms 
could be supplied, and with this deficiency he was 
obliged, seven thousand miles from home, to go 
into action in Manila Bay. At this time he had 
fears of a prolonged action with the Spanish 
squadron. “However,” writes Dewey, “even if 
we had had less ammunition, we should have 
gone into Manila Bay, for such were our orders, 
and such was the only thing to do.” 

No intimation of trouble with Spain reached 
Dewey until February 17th, at Hong Kong, two 
days after the destruction of the “Maine” in 
Havana harbor. February 25th came a sharp 
order, signed “Roosevelt,” to keep the squadron 
close, and in the event of war proceed to offen- 
sive operations in the Philippines. Dewey’s small 
fleet of four vessels was now re-enforced by the 
arrival of the “Boston,” the “Concord,” and the 
“Raleigh,” and every preparation made for war. 


THE BATTLE OF MANILA BAY 


On the 3oth of April the squadron entered the 
bay of Manila at night. Much to Dewey’s sur- 
prise and chagrin, they met with no resistance 
whatever, excepting three shots from a shore 
battery. “Signal-lights, rockets, and beacons 
along the shore,” writes Dewey, “gave us no 
concern whatever, now that we were sure of 
grappling with the enemy. With the coming of 
broad daylight we finally sighted the Spanish 
vessels formed in an irregular crescent in front 
of Cavite. The ‘Olympia’ headed toward them 
and in answer to her signal to close up, the dis- 
tance between our ships was reduced to two 
hundred yards.” Some of the Spanish vessels 
were under way, and others were moved so as 
to give their broadside batteries the best advan- 
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tage. “Before me now was the object for which 
we had made our arduous preparations, and 
which indeed must ever be the supreme test of a 
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FROM A PAINTING BY W. D. MURPHY 


naval officer’s career. I felt confident of the 
outcome, although I had no thought that victory 
would be won at so slight a cost to our own side.” 

At 5:15 the Cavite forts and the Spanish squad- 
ron opened fire. ‘The American squadron sailed 
alternately back and forth over a course of two 
miles, remaining at a distance of about two thou- 
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sand yards from the enemy, and keeping up a 
hot fire all the time. The rapidity of this fire 
and. its concentration, the ships being close to- 
gether, was smothering, especiaily upon the two 
largest Spanish vessels, the “Reina Cristina” and 
“Castilla.” The former and the “Don Juan” 
made brave and desperate attempts to charge the 
“Olympia,” but were driven back by the con- 
centrated fire of the American squadron. In this 
sortie the “Reina Cristina,’ Admiral Montojos’ 
flagship, was almost destroyed. The ‘‘Castilla” 
fared little better. Shortly after seven o’clock 
the Admiral transferred his flag to the “Isla de 
Cuba.” The “Don Juan de Austria” was by this 
time badly damaged, and on fire, the “Isla de 
Luzon” had three guns shot away, and the 
“Marques del Duero” was in a critical condition. 
The American crews which started on a cup of 
coffee at 4 A.M., were now given their breakfast. 
A consultation called on board the “Olympia” 
showed that a heavy flight of shells had passed 
over each ship, but that not a single man had 
been killed in the whole action. Only two offi- 
cers and six men were wounded, and but slightly. 
The hull of the “Olympia” was struck five times, 
as was the “Baltimore.” The “Boston” had four 
unimportant hits, and the “Petrel’ was struck 
once. At 12:30 the “Petrel” signaled the fact 
of surrender, and the firing ceased. The battle 
of Manila was won, and a new star had been 
added to the American constellation. 

For more than a year Dewey remained at 
Manila, where his cool, tactful diplomatic way of 
dealing with the many questions that arose in 
connection with his new conquest was vitally 
necessary. He came home to a country that rose 
as one man to receive him. Dewey arches, 
Dewey flags, and great blazing electric signs 
welcomed him everywhere. It was the greatest 
personal demonstration in American history since 
the visit of Lafayette. He was made Admiral for 
life, the rank being created especially for him, 
and he retired to Washington, where he was 
appointed President of the new General Board to 
prepare war plans, recommend the types and 
armament of vessels to be built yearly, and act 
as a clearing-house for all questions of naval 
policy. He was able to report at his office daily 
as an active officer till he was past seventy, and 
was a familiar and beloved figure on the streets 
of Washington up to the day of his death. 

All his long, arduous life George Dewey had 
been more than equal to every responsibility 
thrust upon him, had never failed in any emer- 
gency, and when the occasion came he rose to 
the plane of a hero. 
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He was found faithful over a few things and 
he was made ruler over many; he cut his own 
trail clean and straight, and millions followed 
him toward the light 4 He was frail; he made 
himself a tower of strength. He was timid; he 
made himself a lion of courage. He was a 
dreamer ; he became one of the great doers of all 
time Men put their trust in him; women found 
a champion in him; kings stood in awe of him, 
but children made him their playmate “* He broke 
a nation’s slumber with his cry, and it rose up. 
He touched the eyes of blind men with a flame 
that gave them vision. Souls became swords 
through him; swords became servants of God 
He was loyal to his country, and he exacted 
loyalty; he loved many lands, but he loved his 
own land best 4 He was terrible in battle, but 
tender to the weak; joyous and tireless, being free 
from self-pity; clean with a cleanness that 
cleansed the air like a gale “* His courtesy knew 
no wealth, no class; his friendship, no creed or 
color or race. His courage stood every onslaught 
of savage beast and ruthless man, of loneliness, 
of victory, of defeat. His mind was eager, his 
heart was true, his body and spirit, defiant of 
obstacles, ready to meet what might come He 
fought injustice and tyranny; bore sorrow gal- 
lantly; loved all nature, bleak spaces and hardy 
companions, hazardous adventure and the zest of 
battle. Wherever he went he carried his own 
pack; and in the uttermost parts of the earth he 
kept his conscience for his guide. 


I 


THEODORE RoosEvELT, twenty-sixth President of 
the United States, was born at 28 East 2oth Street, 
New York City, on October 27, 1858. His father, 
Theodore Roosevelt, was a glass merchant, a 
figure in city affairs, a philanthropist widely re- 
spected and beloved; his mother, Martha Bulloch, 
was a woman of unusual beauty and charm, of 
cool good sense and passionate devotions. Both 
were aristocrats by lineage and the higher right 
of spiritual nobility. The Civil War, breaking 
upon them when Theodore the Younger was two 
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and a half years old, turned the sympathy of one 
to the North; that of the other, with equal ardor, 
to the South; but it did not cloud the affection 
they held for each other or the happiness of their 
home. 

Theodore the Younger was, from his birth, a 
frail boy, who suffered much from asthma and 
other bodily ailments. For weeks on end he was 
forced to keep to his bed, and the rough-and- 
tumble of boyhood was during his early years 
altogether withheld from him. He learned to 
read while he was still in skirts, and before he 
was out of the nursery age books had become 
companions to him and comforters in pain. His 
sisters, his brother and their friends were his 
devoted followers, who found the stories he told 
them, hour after hour, altogether thrilling. 

He went to school for a brief period at Pro- 
fessor McMullen’s Academy, near Madison 
Square, but his health permitted him no regular 
schooling, and tutors and governesses gave him 
an uneven elementary education, which he ex- 
tended and deepened by wide reading of heroic 
tales and natural history, of science and biogra- 
phy. When he was nine he was taken through 
Europe, but, to judge from the journal he kept, 
gained nothing from it except a small boy’s 
spread-eagle homesickness for his own land. 
Rome, Paris, Vesuvius and the Trossachs were 
alike a bore to him. Another trip to Europe four 
years later opened his eyes. He had by that time 
become an ardent naturalist, and Egypt and the 
Continent were interesting for their birds, if not 
for their monuments. He spent a winter in a 
German family in Dresden, and returned to 
America with an understanding of foreign lands 
which served to give him a real appreciation of 
his own. Still handicapped by his physical frail- 
ness, he prepared himself for college. 

Meanwhile, he had acquired certain ideals of 
life and conduct which exercised a deep influence 
on his character. He was a notable hero- 
worshiper, with his father as his greatest hero 
then as always, and behind him the company of 
the heroic dead, who had become familiar to him 
through books. He measured himself by them, 
found himself wanting both in courage and phys- 
ical strength, and doggedly set to work to repair 
the defects. He took boxing lessons, and exer- 


*This sketch was written originally for the Roosevelt Memorial Exhibition Committee of Columbia University 
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cised, with a persistence that did not abate, in 
the gymnasium his father installed for him. The 
world of outdoors was a source of delight and 
adventure. His boy’s love for birds and insects 
developed into the scientist’s ardor for solid 
knowledge. When he went to college in the 
Autumn of 1876, it was with the determination 
to become a faunal naturalist. 

His years at Harvard were years of growth 
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and joyous companionship. He studied hard, he 
read widely and deeply, he plunged into a dozen 
different undergraduate activities, from boxing 
and fencing and football to acting and writing 
and Sunday-school teaching and discussion of art 
at Professor Charles Eliot Norton’s. He romped 
one day, he wrote history the next; he made many 
friends; he gained a few devoted followers who 
prophesied great things for him; meanwhile, he 
grew in body and mind. 

He graduated in June, 1880. Shortly after, he 
married Alice Lee of Chestnut Hill, who had 
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been the radiant center of the group of boys and 
girls with whom he had “run” during his Har- 
vard years. They went to Europe, where Theo- 
dore Roosevelt climbed the Matterhorn for no 
particular reason except that a pair of English- 
men with whom he had talked seemed to think 
that they were the only ones who had ever climbed 
it or ever would; and returned to America, more 
ardently American than ever, and settled in New 
York. 

He had long given up his intention of becoming 
a naturalist, without, however, being able to de- 
cide what he would become. With no great en- 
thusiasm for the law, he entered the Columbia 
Law School and, at the same time, the law office 
of his uncle, Robert Roosevelt. Meanwhile he 
completed a. history of “The Naval War of 1812” 
which he had begun in college, looked about in 
the political world of his native city, and joinea 
the Republican Ciub of the Twenty-first Assembly 
District. 

He became a factor, if not a power, there at 
once, and on the initiative of a shrewd, keen- 
witted Irishman named “Joe” Murray, a local 
“boss,” was nominated for the Assembly within 
a year, and elected. 

In Albany he sprang almost at once into leader- 
ship. Before his first term was over he was a 
national figure, at the end of his third he was 
a force to be reckoned with in the Republican 
party, head of his State delegation to the National 
Convention, the hero of young men, the hope of 
all who were working for the triumph of the 
better elements in American politics. He gained 
his first fame through a fearless attack on ‘a 
corrupt judge whom the leaders of his own party 
were seeking to shelter; but the real confidence, 
of the ntiblicl he won by solid and persistent work 
against odds for honest government and progres- 
sive legislation. ‘s 

A personal catastrophe cut off completely ands 
it seemed forever, his political career. In Februa 
ary, 1884, his mother died suddenly. The same 
night his daughter Alice was born, and twelve 
hours later his wife died. He finished his term 
in the Assembly, did what he could to nominate 
the man of his choice at the Republican Conven- 
tion in Chicago, failed, and hid himself, disheart- 
ened, on the ranch he had purchased the preceding 
Autumn on the banks of the Little Missouri 
River, in Dakota, 


IT 


For the two years or more that followed, the 
gay world of New York City, and that other 
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complex and tumultuous world of politics through 
which he had passed like a cyclone, saw Theodore 
Roosevelt only for hurried glimpses, if at all. 
He had altogether resigned whatever political 
ambitions he might have had. He wanted to 
write; and he did write an entertaining book of 
hunter’s tales, a fresh and authoritative biogra- 
phy of Thomas H. Benton, another of Gouverneur 
Morris, a volume concerning ranch-life; but these 
were incidental. He had bought a great herd of 
cattle, he had called to his side from Maine a 
pair of old friends and stalwart backwoodsmen 
named “Bill” Sewall and Will Dow; with them 
he had built a house which he called Elkhorn; 
and he was now a ranchman whose life was 
bounded by the circle of cares and wholesome 
hardships and pleasures and perils that make up a 
ranchman’s days. The bleak and savage country 
and the primitive conditions of life fascinated his 
imagination; the hardy men who were his com- 
panions gripped his affections and held them. The 
“women-folk” in Maine joined their husbands 
and took charge of Elkhorn, and for two years 
made a home where the days passed in a round 
of manly endeavor and simple-hearted fellow- 
ship that in the memory of all who were a part 
of it lingered as a kind of pastoral idyl. 

Working on the round-up, riding for days on 
end after stray cattle, hunting over the bare 
prairies and up the ragged peaks, Theodore 
Roosevelt won at last the strength of body he 
had set out to gain fifteen years before. He won 
much else—an understanding of the common man 
and of the West, a deeper appreciation of the 
meaning of democracy, a revived interest in life. 
His career as a ranchman came to an end in the 
Autumn of 1886, when he went East to accept the 
Republican nomination for Mayor of New York. 

He ran against Abram S. Hewitt, the Tam- 
many nominee, and Henry George, the candidate 
of a short-lived United Labor party, and was 
disastrously defeated in spite of a lively cam- 
paign. He went to Europe, and in London mar- 
tied the friend of his childhood, Edith Kermit 
Carow. 

He returned with his wife to America the fol- 
lowing Spring and moved into the new house on 
Sagamore Hill which he had set about to build 
before his departure. There he gave himself to 
the writing of books, notably “The Winning of 
the West,” a history of the frontier, which was 
to be his greatest book. A Republican victory in 
1888, however, brought him again into public 
affairs. He was appointed a member of the U. S. 
Civil Service Commission in Washington, and for 
six years thereafter fought the battle of civil 
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service reform against the corrupt or foolish ad- 
vocates of favoritism who still affirmed that “to 
the victor belong the spoils.” It was a perilous 
position for a public man with political ambitions, 
for the work of the Civil Service Commission 
was unpopular with the leaders of both parties, 
and to administer it ably meant to antagonize the 
most powerful forces in Congress. Roosevelt 
carried the fight into the very Cabinet of the 
Republican President, and even while he drew 
the fire of the spoilsmen won the quick applause 
of men near and far who admired courage and 
skill in combat. 

A reform victory in New York City in the 
Autumn of 1894 brought him, six months later, 
again to the city of his birth as President of the 
Police Board. The police department of the city 
was demoralized, favoritism and corruption were 
rampant, laws were unequally enforced, and vice 
and crime flourished openly to the scandal of 
respectable citizens, who were helpless, it seemed, 
to cope with the forces of disorder. Into these 
Augean stables Theodore Roosevelt courageously 
turned the flood of his turbulent energy and 
cleansing love of justice. He abolished at once 
the system of admission and promotion by pay or 
influence; he stood by his men when influential 
wrongdoers attempted to discredit them for doing 
their duty. Within six months he had put new 
spirit into the force and brought the law once 
more into repute. But in so doing he had stirred 
the anger of the politicians of both parties and 
of all the sinister forces which depended for 
their livelihood on vice and crime. His motives 
were misrepresented, his methods were ridiculed, 
until even the orderly elements, whose battle he 
was fighting, turned upon him. The newspapers 
attacked him savagely; even his colleagues on 
the Police Board thwarted him where they could. 

“It is a grimy struggle, but a vital one,’ he 
wrote at the time in a letter to one of his sisters. 
“The battle for decent government must be won 
by just such interminable, grimy drudgery.” 


III 


Into the tumult of his work on the Police Board 
came the rumors of impending war. ‘Theodore 
Roosevelt believed with all his heart that Cuba 
should be freed from the intolerable yoke of 
Spain. He believed that only through the inter- 
vention of the United States could Cuba be thus 
freed. He had, ever since leaving college, 
preached national preparedness for war, demand- 
ing in particular the creation of an effective navy. 
When William McKinley, therefore, was elected 
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President in the Autumn of 1896, and offered 
Roosevelt the position of Assistant Secretary of 
the Navy, he accepted it with frank delight. He 
became in the Navy Department what he had 
been on the Civil Service Commission and the 
Police Board, the moving spirit of the organiza- 
tion. His superior, Secretary Long, was by in- 
clination a pacifist who looked with distrust and 
some terror on Roosevelt’s efforts to make the 
navy into a vigorous fighting force. Roosevelt 
utilized the brief periods when he was Acting 
Secretary during his chief’s absence to carry for- 
ward the policy which he deemed essential to the 
national safety. It was by such almost surrepti- 
tious action that Dewey was provided with the 
coal and ships which ultimately enabled him to 
destroy the Spanish fleet at Manila. When the 
war came in April, 1898, he immediately resigned 
his position, and offered his services to the Presi- 
dent in raising the cavalry regiments which Con- 
gress authorized. General Alger, Secretary of 
War, offered him the colonelcy of one of these 
regiments. He refused, asking that the regiment 
be given to his friend Leonard Wood, a veteran 
of the Indian wars and at that time a surgeon 
in the army, with himself as lieutenant-colonel. 
The offer was accepted. Early in May the Rough 
Riders, as they were nicknamed, began to gather 
from all parts of the country, at San Antonio, 
Texas. The training was brief but thorough. 
Six weeks after the regiment was organized, it 
stood trained and equipped on the firing line out- 
side of Santiago de Cuba. 

The Rough Riders came under fire for the first 
time late in June, at Las Guasimas, where Roose- 
velt commanded first the center and later also the 
left wing. He revealed himself there as a brave 
soldier and an officer of calm judgment and 
qualities of leadership altogether unusual. 

The battle of San Juan Hill was fought a week 
after the engagement at Las Guasimas. It was 
a small but most sanguinary battle in which, 
owing to the inefficiency and blundering of the 
commanding general, the American casualties 
were altogether out of proportion to the numbers 
engaged. The day before the battle Colonel 
Wood had been promoted to Brigadier General 
and Roosevelt had been given command of the 
regiment. All day, waiting for orders that did 
not come, he lay with his men under the galling 
fire of Spanish guns. One messenger after an- 
other whom he sent for orders was killed. At 
last, late in the afternoon, the command came to 
advance. He dashed forward, conspicuous on his 
white horse, plunged through the line of regulars 
who were obstructing his path, and led his men 
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through the tall grass up the long hill. To right 
and left of him men fell, and the Mauser bullets 
sang with the sound of ripping silk past his ears. 
He remained untouched. At a barbed wire fence 
he sprang off his horse and plunged on, his men 
close at his heels. He gained the first crest, 
pushing the Spaniards back; then another, and 
a third. Inspired by his cool courage the Ameri- 
can line advanced along the whole San Juan 
range. At dusk the Spaniards were in full retreat 
on the city. 

Roosevelt returned home a popular hero. The 
Republicans of New York State, facing defeat, 
recognized that in Roosevelt lay their only hope. 
He was nominated for Governor that Autumn, 
and after a hot and close campaign was elected. 

At Albany, Roosevelt revealed himself almost 
at once as an able administrator, a clear-sighted 
judge of men and a politician of tact, skill and 
unswerving integrity. His own party machine 
was distrustful of him as a retormer who had 
said many hard things about party machines in 
the past and who had handled neither the Demo- 
cratic nor the Republican organization with 
gloves during his battles as police commissioner. 

More than once, the issues were sharply drawn, 
and there was a clash that threatened to disrupt 
the Republican party. But in every case Roose- 
velt’s willingness to make concessions on in- 
essentials and his evident determination to stand 
firm as a rock on principles, averted what seemed 
inevitable disaster. 

Roosevelt had meanwhile become the acknowl- 


‘edged leader of the progressive elements in 


American politics. His second annual message as 
Governor, delivered in January, 1900, strikingly 
revealed his comprehensive grasp of problems 
confronting the nation. A movement to make 
him candidate for Vice-President on the Republi- 
can ticket was started simultaneously among his 
political enemies in the East, who wished to 
shelve him, and his devoted followers in the West 
who sought his promotion, and gained swift 
headway even against his most frantic protests. 
He looked upon the tranquil ineffectiveness of 
the Vice-President’s office with undisguised 
horror. In the Convention in June his wishes 
were overruled and he was forced to accept the 
nomination. Having accepted, he put the full 
force of his energy and enthusiasm into the cam- 
paign that followed, touring the country from 
end to end. The Republican ticket was triumph- 
antly elected and Roosevelt settled down in 
Washington, with what grace he could command, 
to four years of dull inaction which he prophesied 
would leave him at their conclusion, at best, a 
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professor of history in a second-rate college, until 
the end of his days. 


IV 


An assassin’s bullet, removing his chief from 
the field of action with sudden and terrible swift- 
ness, brought Roosevelt unexpectedly into the 
very forefront of affairs. Six months after the 
second inauguration of President McKinley, 
Theodore Roosevelt became President of the 
United States. He retained the Cabinet of his 
predecessor and pledged himself to carry out his 
predecessor’s policies. But it was inevitable that 
his strong personality should immediately impress 
itself on the whole administration. Friends and 
opponents alike recognized that a great new 
dynamic force was in control. His grasp of 
public questions, his wide range of interests, his 
understanding and love for all manner of men, his 
tireless energy, made him at once the center of 
public attention and the most widely popular of 
American executives since Andrew Jackson. He 
was a forceful and persuasive speaker, and again 
and again, when Congress blocked his measures, 
won the support of the people by direct appeals. 
He crossed and crisscrossed the continent, meet- 
ing the American people face to face and laying 
his causes before them for their judgment. He 
had the gift of making men of all sections feel 
that he was peculiarly an expression of their own 
dreams and aspirations. He was, in fact, at 
home in every part of the land, and through his 
Northern birth, his Southern ancestry, his resi- 
dence in the West and his deep understanding 
of the Western point of view, was peculiarly a 
son of the whole country. 

His conduct of domestic as well as foreign 
affairs was fearless and vigorous. He saw clearly 
that the question of most vital importance before 
the country was the control and strict regulation 
of the great corporations. In the famous North- 
ern Securities’ merger he presented a test case 
to the Supreme Court which ultimately opened 
the way for the prosecution of the other great 
corporations which had violated the Sherman 
Anti-trust Law. His fight against the conserva- 
tive forces of both parties on this question, and 
kindred matters of railroad regulation, was in- 
tensely bitter and extended throughout his period 
of office. 

His dealings with labor were equally far- 
sighted and firm. He favored combinations of 
labor as he favored combinations of capital, but 
stood as firmly against lawlessness on the part 
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of laboring men as he stood against it on the part 
of capitalists. 

“At last,” said one of the “labor men” at 
luncheon one day, “there is a hearing for us 
fellows.” 

“Yes,” cried the President emphatically. “The 
White House door, while I am here, shall swing 
open as easily for the labor man as for the cap- 
italist, and no easier.” 

He was able to settle the anthracite coal strike 
in October, 1902, because he understood the 
points of view of both sides and was known by 
both as a just man of solid convictions whom 
threats could not swerve from his determined 
course. 

His attitude in foreign affairs, as in domestic, 
was frank, clear-cut and firm, being based on the 
same principles which governed his personal re- 
lations with his fellowmen. He treated nations 
when they were bullies in the same direct manner 
he had used with certain “bad men” in Dakota. 
His vigorous handling of Germany, late in 1902, 
met a covert challenge of the Monroe Doctrine 
in a manner that left nothing to the Kaiser’s 
imagination. His hint to England on the Alaska 
boundary question—“Arbitrate if you want to, 
but there is the map’—was equally unambiguous 
and fruitful of international good-will. He set- 
tled the century-old Panama question by swift 
and decisive action on the instant when such 
action was needed, and was digging the Canal 
before his opponents in Congress had recovered 
from their horror at his temerity. His reputation 
for integrity and candor, combined with an in- 
stant readiness to act, solved more than one 
knotty international problem before it reached a 
crisis, and gave him power, when the govern- 
ments of Europe found themselves impotent and 
afraid to intervene in the Russo-Japanese con- 
flict, to thrust his vigorous personality between 
the contestants and by a liberal “knocking of 
heads right and left,” literally to force peace. 

He found the government of the United States, 
when he took up the reins, in the position among 
world powers, of a new boy in school; he left it 
firmly established in the first rank, admired and 
feared, its favor eagerly sought after, its citizen- 
ship respected in the remotest corners of the 
globe. In domestic affairs his impress was no 
less remarkable. At a critical moment in the con- 
flict between capital and labor he was able to 
exercise the mediating influence which averted 
the deep bitterness which that conflict had en- 
gendered in other nations, and to guide both 
parties away from the extremes whose final meet- 
ing place is revolution. He fought the battle of 
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democracy against impending plutocracy; he in- 
sisted that the rights of the public to the natural 
resources of the country outweighed private 
rights, and fought men of all parties until his 
word prevailed and found expression in the con- 
servation movement; above all, he kindled men 
and women, and especially young men, to an 
ardor for public service such as men had not 
known before in times of peace. He trumpeted 
the call of national and civic duty, and the con- 
science of the country awoke and responded. 


Vv 


Theodore Roosevelt left the Presidency in 
March, 1909, and a month later sailed for East 
Africa. There for a year he hunted big game— 
lion and elephant, rhinoceros, giraffe, ostrich and 
hippopotamus, meeting strange peoples and peril- 
ous adventures. He emerged from the jungle at 
Khartoum in April, rg10, to be greeted by a cheer 
of welcome that echoed around the world. His 
journey down the Nile and through Europe was a 
triumphal progress extraordinary in its evidence 
of admiration and wonder. He made formal 
addresses before half a dozen learned bodies, 
stirring up a hornets’ nest in Cairo by his de- 
nunciation of a recent political assassination, an- 
other in Rome by refusing to allow his freedom 
of action to be circumscribed by the papal 
authorities, a third in London by criticizing Eng- 
land’s government of Egypt. At Christiania he 
received the Nobel Prize, awarded to him the 
year previous for his efforts in bringing about 
the Peace of Portsmouth; in Berlin he reviewed, 
at the Kaiser’s side, the crack troops of the Em- 
pire. Altogether, it was a memorable journey. 

He returned to the United States to find ‘the 
Party which he had left united and vigorous 
after its recent victory, disrupted by bitter fac- 
tional strife, and slipping rapidly toward disaster. 
In the struggle between the progressive and the 
reactionary elements he could not stand to one 
side in dignified neutrality. He espoused the 
progressive cause, and in the campaign of 1910 
fought with all the energy that was in him for 
the overthrow of boss-rule in New York State. 
He was decisively beaten after a contest that was 
bitter in the extreme. His enemies shouted that 
he was politically dead. He withdrew to Saga- 
more Hill and his editorial work on the staff of 
the Outlook, and, for the moment, let his foes 
rejoice. 

But the struggle into which he had thrown, 
with such seeming recklessness, the stake of his 
great reputation, had been scarcely checked by 
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the mid-term defeat. He was urged to be a 
candidate for President on the Republican ticket 
against President Taft, who was backed by the 
party machine and the so-called “stand-patters.” 
He did not want to make the race, and it was 
against his own best judgment that he was per- 
suaded at last to enter the contest. Once in, 
however, he fought with his whole being. One 
State after another, in the primary campaign, 
pledged its delegates to him. But the party 
machine was in the hands of his enemies, and in 
the convention held in Chicago in June they used 
it relentlessly to effect his defeat. The progres- 
sives, refusing to vote, marched out of the con- 
vention hall, leaving a disgruntled majority to 
carry through the program of the conservative 
leaders. A new Progressive party sprang into 
being overnight, and in August, amid scenes of 
the wildest enthusiasm, mingled with a devotion 
to a high cause absent hitherto from political 
conventions, nominated Theodore Roosevelt for 
President. 

The ensuing campaign was fierce and rancor- 
ous. At the height of it Roosevelt was shot by 
a fanatic in Milwaukee as he was entering an 
automobile on his way to a mass-meeting he was 
about to address. He insisted on making his 
speech, went to the hospital, and after two weeks 
was again on his feet, campaigning. In the 
three-cornered election in November he polled 
over four million votes, but was defeated by 
Woodrow Wilson, the Democratic candidate. 
Once more his enemies rejoiced and said that he 
was “done for.” He took his defeat with the 
same good grace and humor with which he had 
taken victory in the past, returned to his editorial 
work, wrote his Autobiography, and accepted the 
popular verdict that he was out of politics. 

In the Autumn of 1913 he went to South Amer- 
ica to address numerous learned bodies there and 
to make an exploring expedition into the jungles 
of Brazil, to which he had long looked forward. 
His journey from capital to capital in South 
America was a repetition of his triumphal prog- 
ress through Europe. His plunge into the Bra- 
zilian wilderness, on the other hand, was infin- 
itely more hazardous than the African trip. For 
months he and his expedition were completely 
out of touch with the outside world. He discoy- 
ered a hitherto unknown river, vaguely indicated 
on existing maps as the River of Doubt, and at 
imminent risk of disaster explored the nine hun- 
dred miles of its course. The trip was indescrib- 
ably arduous and full of peril; his life was con- 
stantly in danger in the treacherous rapids and 
along the fever-infested banks; savage Indians 
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shot their poisonous arrows unseen out of the 
dark tangle. One after another his canoes were 
crushed in the rapids; one after another his men 
sickened. Finally he himself was laid low with 
fever, and for forty-eight hours was deadly ill. 
He pleaded with his son Kermit, who was with 
him, and with the Brazilian officers who had 
been assigned to his expedition by the govern- 
ment, to leave him behind and push on, in order 
that the whole expedition might not suffer the 
catastrophe which was always imminent of death 
by starvation. His companions refused to leave 
him. By a great effort of will he raised himself 
from his sick-bed and plunged on with them from 
rapids to rapids, until at last, when disaster 
seemed inevitable, a post on the river bank with 
the carved initiais of some rubber trader indi- 
cated that they were on the outskirts of civiliza- 
tion once more. For weeks thereafter Roosevelt 
lay tossing with fever on the bottom of the canoe 
as they drifted down the placid reaches of the 
river. The Brazilian Government, in honor of 
his exploit, christened the river he had found 
the Rio Teodoro. 


VI 


He returned to his own country in May, 1914. 
Three months later the World War broke out. 
Roosevelt saw at once that America could not 
remain untouched by it. He pleaded for pre- 
paredness; he pleaded for an international tri- 
bunal backed by force to execute its decrees. His 
pleas were met with a tumult of abuse. He did 
not let it swerve him from his course. When the 
“Lusitania” was sunk, he pleaded for instant ac- 
tion—not a declaration of war, but a trade em- 
bargo against Germany and open ports for the 
ships of the Allies. At the outbreak of the brief 
and inglorious war with Mexico he offered to 
raise a division of troops. His offer was refused. 
Meanwhile his demand for national preparedness 
began to stir the country to a sense of the gravity 
of its position. Domestic issues faded into the 
background; the questions which had split the 
Republican party in I912 were superseded by 
other questions at the moment more vital which 
served to reunite the opposing groups. In the 
national convention of the Progressive party he 
was nominated for President; in the Republican 
party the feeling was widespread that he should 
be the Republican candidate also. Justice Hughes 
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was named. Roosevelt forthwith refused the 
Progressive nomination and gave his support to 
the Republican candidate. 

War with Germany came, as he had prophe- 
sied it must inevitably come if the United States 
were to keep a shred of self-respect. He offered 
again to raise a division of troops. Men from all 
over the country volunteered their services until 
250,000 men had recorded their desire to go un- 
der his leadership to France. Congress passed 
a bill authorizing the creation of two divisions 
of volunteers. The President refused his con- 
sent. Roosevelt, forbidden to fight in the field, 
grimly and in bitter disappointment, accepted 
the decision and flung himself whole-heartedly 
into the work that lay at hand. During the 
months that followed no good cause called to him 
in vain. Here and there over the country he 
spoke for the Liberty Loan Campaigns, for the 
Red Cross and other relief agencies; and in the 
pages of the Kansas City Star and the Metropoli- 
tan Magazine fought week after week for speed 
in military preparation, for an honest facing of 
facts, for whole-hearted and unreserved partici- 
pation in the war by the side of the Allies. 

The fever he had contracted in Brazil returned 
now and again. For weeks he traveled and made 
public addresses in spite of it. In February, 1918, 
however, he became dangerously ill; was oper- 
ated upon; recovered; returned to his full activ- 
ity, and was again laid low. His illness scarcely 
abated his ceaseless activity, and in nowise weak- 
ened the terrifying force of his fighting spirit. 
In the Autumn he was again forced to take to 
the hospital. He returned to Sagamore Hill in 
time to spend Christmas with his family. The 
inflammatory rheumatism which had caused him 
much pain began to give way. He seemed on 
the road to recovery. He made plans for a hunt 
after devil-fish in the Spring. 

From his sick-bed he fought his battle for 
realism and candor, and directed the policy of 
the Republican party, of which he was once 
more the recognized and undisputed leader. At 
midnight on January 5th he wrote a memoran- 
dum for the Chairman of the Republican Na- 
tional Committee. Four hours later, quietly in 
his sleep, with no other word, the man of many 
battles and much tumult slipped out of the com- 
pany of living men. 

He was buried on a hillside in Oyster Bay; but 


with new potency his spirit cried to the hearts 
of his countrymien, 


A TRIBUTE TO THEODORE ROOSEVELT * 


BY MAJOR-GENERAL LEONARD WOOD 


AMERICA loved him and trusted him because he 
was, above everything else, an American. His 
broad vision, deep knowledge of the world’s af- 
fairs, sound judgment, and courageous leadership 
were never more needed than in these days when 
it is necessary to stand together, shoulder to 
shoulder, for the Constitution and for the poli- 
cies through which we have become great. 

Born and reared under the best surroundings, 
well educated, widely read, with every opportu- 
nity to drift into the easy, careless life, his whole 
career from early youth was marked by a desire 
to do something worth while, to be of some serv- 
ice to the world. Frail in early youth, he made 
himself robust and strong. Handicapped by 
defective vision, he became an expert hunter, 
fearless explorer, a man who loved rough and 
dangerous places. He loved the simple, yet 
strenuous life. He worked hard and played hard. 
He was never inactive. 

Married life was for him the ideal life. He 
was singularly devoted to home and family. His 
respect for women was profound. He appre- 
ciated their position and influence in the world 
as few men do. He was clean of speech, and 
his life was clean and moral. He abhorred, above 
all, suggestive speech, loose living, and immo- 
rality. 

Travel, reading, study, and contact with men 
had given him a familiarity with men and affairs 
which is seldom found. He was a many-sided 
man; a human dynamo, driven by the forces of 
truth, humanity, and patriotism. 

Like all men who do things, he made mistakes 
—mistakes which he was the first to recognize, 
once he saw them. His honesty, purpose, and 
purity of character were such that slander never 
touched him, and his real enemies were few. 
He had the old crusading spirit. He was always 
leading onward and upward, generally well in 
the advance. He feared nothing, unless it were 
duty undone. He was a profound student of his- 
tory, and a devout Christian. 


*Used by permission of General Wood. 
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He realized that progress comes generally 
through struggle, and seldom through ease and 
idleness. 

He was the most inspiring, and consequently 
the most dominant, figure in our national life 
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since Lincoln. The youth of the country turned 
to him; he was its ideal. 

He was a many-sided man, but four-square 
to all the world—a wise statesman, naturalist, 
author, writer of history, scholar, soldier, builder 
of standards, a man with a clean soul and 
dauntless spirit, whose watchword was duty and 
whose life was one for the right, for country, 
and for God. Such was Theodore Roosevelt. 


JOHN JePERSHING 


BY MARY LENA WILSON 


WHENEVER I hear the name of the great Com- 
mander-in-Chief I think of the time I first saw 
him, marching at the head of the American troops 
in the parade in Paris on the fourteenth of 
July, 1919. “The most soldierly figure in the 
world” he has been called, and so he looked as 
he rode down the Avenue that day amidst the 
shouts and cheers of the hundreds of thousands 
of people who had gathered to witness the tri- 
umphal procession of the Allied Armies as they 
passed under the Arch of Triumph in celebration 
ot their victory in the Great War. 

Beside me, in the window from which I 
watched, stood a little, blond-haired boy of eleven. 
As the General passed directly by us and the 
applause of the crowds rose until it was a great 
roar of sound, a smile spread slowly over his 
face. That boy was Warren Pershing, the son 
of the Commander, and as I looked at him | 
wondered what his father had been like when he 
was that age. 

When General Pershing was eleven years old 
he knew nothing of the grandeur and glory that 
his little son was seeing now. His home was a 
simple farmhouse near the village of Laclede, 
Missouri; and after school in the afternoons and 
on holidays he spent his time helping his father 
with the work. ‘Times were rather hard with the 
Pershing family then, and all hands were needed. 

But John Pershing had come of a family that 
knew hard work and privation. Over a century 
before his ancestors had come from Alsace to 
make their home in America. Like the true pio- 
neers they were, they had pushed back from the 
seaboard and into the rough, uncultivated lands 
of the Middle West. Years of struggle and hard- 
ship had followed, but the Pershings had “fight- 
ing blood,’ and when John found that he had to 
work while many of his friends were playing, he 
didn’t let that discourage him. He made up his 
mind that he was going to learn as much as he 
could, and some day he would make something 
of himself. 

An education he was determined upon. There 
were too many other demands on the family 
budget to send boys away to school, so John 
made his own way. For two years he taught a 
negro school, and for two more a district school 
to earn the money to go to the Kirksville Normal 
School. 


His first plan was to be a lawyer. Just when 
he was hesitating as to how he should carry out 
his idea, someone told him of a competitive ex- 
amination being offered to the boys from his dis- 
trict to enter West Point. It seemed to him to 
be the solution to his problem. While this was 
not a law school, he knew that the course at 
the Academy would give him a good general 
education, which he felt was needed if he were 
to be a successful lawyer. 

A great deal hung in the balance in the days 
that John Pershing was taking those competitive 
examinations. By only a few days was he with- 
in the age-limit set for entrance to the Academy. 
And it was by one point that he won the contest 
and was made a candidate. 

At West Point young Pershing immediately 
won the admiration of both officers and men. 
Though he was not brilliant in his academic 
work, he studied hard, and was head of his bat- 
talion every one of the four years. The winning 
of his captain’s brevets at the end of his third 
year, and his unanimous election to the presi- 
dency of the class of ’86, he once said, were two 
of the proudest events of his life. 


IS SENT DOWN TO NEW MEXICO 


After his graduation, he was sent down to New 
Mexico to take part in the subjugation of the 
Apache Indians who were raising havoc. The 
young lieutenant had many adventures in this 
wild country, and always proved himself abso- 
lutely reliable and capable. Whatever service 
was demanded of him, he performed it to the 
very best of his ability. 

After five years in Indian warfare, Pershing 
was called to the University of Nebraska to act 
as Instructor of Military Tactics. Once more in 
the atmosphere of school and college life, his 
old hankering for the law came back to him. He 
believed that there would “not be another gun 


fired for one hundred years,” and since he had 


fulfilled his obligation to his country by his sery- 
ice in the Southwest, he decided to study law. 
But he did this while he was carrying on his reg- 
ular duties as in&tructor. 

It was not until the completion of eight years 
of service that he won his first promotion to the 
rank of first lieutenant. Some men might have 
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become-discouraged at such seemingly slow prog- 
ress, but Pershing believed that service well ren- 
dered was what counted more than rank or glory, 
and he kept to whatever duties he was assigned 
‘vith all the devotion and patience of his nature. 

It was in the Spanish War that Pershing first 
had a chance to distinguish himself. At San 
Juan Hill and Santiago he led his company of 
negro cavalrymen against the enemy, and for his 
exceptional courage and coolness under fire and 
for his extraordinary faithfulness he was made 
a captain. 

In appreciation of his gallantry in the war, he 
was given charge of subduing a band of Moros 
(Mohammedans) who were creating disturbances 
in the Philippines. He managed not only to con- 
quer these fierce fighters, but to win their confi- 
dence and trust. 

One very interesting story is told of his laying 
siege to a volcano-crater where the Moros had 
taken up their stand. 

“You can never get them out of there,’ one 
of his fellow-officers had said. 

“Yes, I will, if I have to take ten years to do 
it,” he replied with his grim smile. He got them 
out, too, and in much less than ten years, and 
they were a very respectful and subdued company 
when they surrendered. 

It was at this time that Pershing’s achieve- 
ments began to attract notice. Recommendations 
of his work were sent to Congress in 1903 by 
President Roosevelt. It so happened that on the 
day these recommendations were read, a very 
beautiful young visitor was attending. As she 
listened to the accounts of the bravery and in- 
genuity of this gallant captain, she turned to her 
father, Senator Warren, and said: 

“T should like to meet that Captain.” 


THE MARRIAGE OF THE GENERAL 


“Maybe you will,” he answered, laughingly. 
Little did she think that before long not only 
would she meet him, but that, after a brief and 
romantic courtship, she would become his wife. 
In 1905 Captain Pershing and Frances Warren 
were married. 

In 1906 President Roosevelt, who had long 
been a great admirer of the Captain’s work, ad- 
vanced him over eight hundred and sixty-two 
officers to the rank of Brigadier-General. Such 
an unusual promotion might have spoiled an or- 
dinary man, but Pershing accepted it with the 
same spirit of dignity and lack of presumption 
that always characterized him. 

Almost immediately after this the new General 
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was sent as military attaché to the Japanese Em- 
bassy. It looked as if he and his young wife 
were to enjoy a happy Winter together, but no 
sooner were they settled in Tokyo than orders 
came for him to report in Manchuria. 

From Manchuria Pershing returned to the 
Philippines, where he was made Governor of the 
Islands. He served here until he was called to 
California just before the outbreak of trouble 


JOHN J. PERSHING 


with Mexico. In 1915 he was appointed head of 
the Mexican Expedition. 

This was the opportunity to prove the results 
of his first hard years in ambush warfare with 
the Indian tribes. He was thoroughly familiar 
with the country, and he knew all the tricks of 
guerilla warfare. 

But in the midst of his campaign terrible news 
came to the General. A telegram arrived at his 
headquarters saying that his wife and three little 
daughters had been burned to death in a fire 
which had broken out in the hotel where they 
were staying. Only the baby, Warren, was saved. 

It was a tremendous test that the General had 
to meet that Summer, but he met it, as he had 
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met whatever else he had had to face, with dig- 
nity and courage. In spite of his own personal 
suffering, he realized that he was a soldier whose 
duty it was to serve his country before all else. 
He went on with his campaign. 

When, in April, 1917, the United States de- 
clared war against Germany, a great man was 
needed to take command of the American army. 
The English and French troops were worn out 
with their three years of hard fighting. On the 
fresh young American soldiers hung the balance 
of victory. John J. Pershing was the man ap- 
pointed to lead them. 

Through all the dark days that followed, when 
it seemed that the German forces must surely 
overwhelm the Allied armies before the Ameri- 
can troops could be trained and brought to help, 
General Pershing never lost courage. 

“We must win; we will win,’ he said. And 
anyone who has seen the firm set of his jaw and 
the determination in his blue eyes knows that 
when he makes a decision, he carries it through. 

But it required patience and self-control to 
wait through the long months of 1917 while the 
German army pushed steadily on. ‘Thousands of 
our boys went over to France every week, but 
still Foch, Commander-in-Chief of the Allied 
forces, did not call upon them. 

At last, in the Spring of 1918, when the situa- 
tion was getting desperate, General Pershing de- 
cided that the moment had come to act. He or- 
dered his car and driver, and accompanied only 
by his aides, started to the Headquarters of the 
French army. For hours he rode through the 
mud and wet. On his arrival he went direct to 
the Generalissimo, and very simply offered him 
the services of the American Expeditionary 
Forces. Foch’s acceptance marks the real en- 
trance of America into active hostilities. 

The thrilling story of Chateau Thierry, Bel- 
leau Wood, and the Argonne is familiar to every 
American boy and girl. But in giving due praise 
to the officers and men who fought in these bat- 
tles we must always remember the Commander- 
in-Chief who was responsible fer them, and whose 
wise decisions gave exactly the right sort of help 
to the sorely tried Allies at the moments when 
it was most needed. 


“WE MUST WIN; WE WILL WIN” 


Never once did his coolness and judgment fail 
him. His resolve, ‘We must win; we will win,” 
was the spirit adopted by the whole army, and it 
was the spirit that enabled them to take their 
full share in the victories which brought about 
the armistice on November 11, 1918. 
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And now the General was riding in state under 
the great ‘'riumphal Arch while the populace 
cheered and shouted. It was a long way he had 
traveled from the little farmhouse in Laclede to 
the head of the American Army in this greatest 
triumphal procession in the history of the world; 
a way that had been filled with hardships, strug- 
gles and sorrows. Yet always, in whatever situ- 
ation he had had to meet, he had kept foremost 
the idea, “I must win; I will win.” 

He is a man of great faith—{faith in ultimate 
success to the cne who perseveres. And in that 
connection I am reminded of something he said 
to me when I had the pleasure of meeting and 
talking with him. 

“You must never lose your ideals or become 
discouraged because success does not seem to 
come. Keep your faith in the big things and the 
best things, and don’t let anyone laugh at you 
for being an idealist. Then persevere! Persist- 
ence will accomplish anything.” 

I can see him now as he spoke, and even the 
memory of his handsome, military figure riding 
so magnificently down the Paris boulevard fades 
away when I think of him as he was then—boy- 
ishly eager in his enthusiasm; intensely earnest, 
even in giving counsel to a young American girl 
who had volunteered for her country and who 
was far away from home. There is never any 
trace of self-consciousness of his position, nor 
sign of vanity or pretension. He is sincere and 
direct; and he listens to each one whom he meets 
with as much interest in the opinions he ex- 
presses as if each were a person of as much im- 
portance as himself. His simplicity is one of his 
greatest qualities. 

And his smile! When the grimness of his ex- 
pression, brought about by the years of struggle 
and strain, gives way, his geniality and good hu- 
mor charm everyone. Yet with all his simplicity 
and friendliness, he has a dignity that commands 
respect; a dignity which comes not from pride 
in his achievements or in the honors that have 
been paid him, but a dignity of character. 

Kings have given him gifts, governments have 
bestowed jeweled swords, universities have con- 
ferred degrees, and nations have acclaimed him 
as hero; but with it all he remains a simple Amer- 
ican gentleman, the highest compliment that can 
be paid him. After the war was over, he remained 
in command of the army until in September, 1924, 
he reached the age of sixty-four, at which all 
American officers must give up their work. Then 
he retired followed by the regrets of the men 
whom he had led and by the good will and wishes 
of the whole nation, 


WOODROW WILSON 


BY HAPGOOD MOORE, 


THERE is one kind of story that is familiar in the 
accounts of America’s great men. It is the story 
of the child born in a log cabin and who is (as 
we say) self-made. Another story, equally com- 
mon in America but not so familiar, is the story 
of the child who is born into the home of poor 
but intelligent parents, with a good inheritance 
and an upbringing of refinement and culture. 

This second story is the story of the boyhood 
of Woodrow Wilson. He was a minister’s son. 
There is a well-known proverb about “minister’s 
sons,’ which does not promise well for their suc- 
cess, but the last great Democratic President be- 
fore Mr. Wilson was also a minister’s son, and 
figures show that out of such godly homes, rich 
only in faith and hope and charity, come an un- 
usual proportion of the nation’s leaders. 

December 28, 1856, was the day of Mr. Wilson’s 
birth. His birthplace was a modest manse in 
Staunton, Virginia. After a year in a Southern 
college he entered Princeton, where he was a ’79 
man. There was a law-school training and a 
short period of practice. But “the law has be- 
come a trade, not a profession,” was the young 
student’s opinion, so he won his Ph.D. at Johns 
Hopkins, and entered upon his life-work as a 
student of government. It was a new vocation, 
but it led him straight and far. 

We can hardly think of the courtly Chief 
Magistrate as professor in a girls’ college, but 
he was one of the original faculty of Bryn Mawr, 
and then he went to Wesleyan, and back to his 
alma mater, where he remained, as teacher and 
president, for the next twenty years. 

Three qualities have been remembered out of 
those early days in the life of this distinguished 
scholar. One was his humanity. He was a good 
ball-player and an enthusiastic “fan,” a rare hu- 
morist, and an interesting teacher. “After twenty 
years of teaching,” he said once, “I find that my 
students have forgotten my lectures and remem- 
bered my stories.” His clear, animated way of 
presenting truth became of the greatest service 
when he was made the spokesman and interpreter 
of a mighty people. Once when he was spoken 
lightly of as “a schoolmaster in politics,” he said 
in response: “Yes, a schoolmaster—one who tries 
to find out the whole truth and intends to tell 
Mg 
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FOR DEMOCRACY IN ALL THINGS 


The second quality was his democracy. It 
showed in his administration of the university. 
It was he who introduced at Princeton the fa- 
mous system of preceptors, trained advisers, 
half-way between professors and tutors, a bridge 
between the faculty and the students. It was he 
who fought the exclusive student clubs, seeking 
to retain the good-fellowship but endeavoring to 
open them to all. It was he who opposed building 
a palatial graduate school a cuarter of a mile from 
the university, and who favored putting the 
money into men rather than buildings, and keep- 
ing these students close to the common life of 
the younger men. ‘These activities in the end 
caused his resignation from the presidency of 
Princeton University, and paved the pathway to 
a bigger presidency. 

The third quality was his self-reliance, the 
secret, so his friends believe, of his greatness; 
the cause, so say his enemies, of his failures. 
“He always played a lone hand.” 

After two years only as Governor of the State 
of New Jersey this man, so inexperienced in 
practical politics but already so eminent both in 
America and abroad as a foremost authority on 
political theory, heard the call of his leaderless 
party and became its successful candidate for the 
Presidency of the Republic. 

Some day we shall have time to remember how 
clearly President Wilson outlined the program 
for Congress and how generously this program 
of what he termed “the new freedom” was writ- 
ten into the law of the land. But to-day our 
minds are more likely to dwell upon that series 
of events by which he became the first war 
President since Lincoln. 

The story of the World War is too complex 
to tell in these pages. Just now it is enough to 
point out that the President made up his mind 
while the country was making up its mind. As 
Lowell said of Lincoln: “He kept step with the 
drum-beat of the nation.” Most of us feel now 
that the declaration of war against Germany by 
the President was timed at the momert when it 
brought the nation together as one man, as it 
could not have come together had the declara- 
tion been issued earlier. During what was to us 
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a short but tremendous conflict the people of the 
United States had frequent occasion to be grate- 
ful for the clear, the ringing, the eloquent mes- 
sages in which the Schoolmaster-President was 
able to state for them and for the world the 
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ideals that led this peace-loving nation to arm 
itself and soon to turn the tide of the war of 
liberation to complete victory. 


AT THE PEACE CONFERENCE 


Of the issues that came before the Peace Con- 
ference it is too early now to speak. They are 
still clouded by the complexity of the entangled 
facts; they are still darkened by party feeling. 
It was the first time a President had ever left 
the American shores. It was the first time that 
one had endeavored to be both ambassador and 
spokesman for his people. Circumstances obliged 
him to speak for a nation while it was still be- 
wildered. Into the circle of skilled and crafty 
diplomats Mr. Wilson entered, and sat at their 
council table practically alone. We may not, all 
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of us, be sure that what he sought was wholly 
desirable; we may not think he secured in the 
Peace Covenant what he sought, but nobody has 
ever denied that he knew what he was after. 
To him this was not an occasion for merely set- 
tling boundaries—it was the opportunity for 
establishing the foundations of a perpetual and 
universal peace. The country had many occa- 
sions to be proud of the intelligent, forceful and 
skillful presentation which Mr. Wilson made of 
his Fourteen Points, which the Allies and the 
enemy had accepted as the basis of a settlement. 
Woodrow Wilson was, by common consent, the 
foremost figure in the most notable gathering of 
leaders that ever assembled. 

There are summits in a man’s life so lofty 
that he can never attain them a second time. 
The time for coming down from the mountain- 
top had to arrive. To a country already dis- 
turbed by partisan strife the President returned, 
and vigorously and patiently, and even beyond 
the limit of his strength, explained the results 
of his great mission. For years to come these 
tremendous matters must continue to be debated, 
and await full settlement. The verdict of history 
upon the principles and work of our twenty- 
eighth President must tarry until some later day. 

Baffled not only by illness, but by his own ina- 
bility to share his mind with others, Mr. Wilson 
seemed, as time went on, a very lonely figure. 
Somebody said that he did not play to the grand- 
stand. We ought to remember that this, how- 
ever, is only one side of a many-sided man. His 
face was austere, and, as he himself confessed, 
homely. He used to enjoy quoting this limerick 
about himself : 


“As a beauty I am not a star, 
There are others lovelier far. 
But my face, I don’t mind it, 
For I am behind it— 
It is those who’re in front get the jar.” 


The man who can laugh at himself like that, 
and who can rest himself after a trying day by 
reading detective stories, still has that human 
side which made him a popular teacher. He was 
taken ill in September, 1919, while on a trip 
during which he was speaking on behalf of the 
League of Nations. He had set his heart on hav- 
ing the nation enter the League, but he had al- 
ready done too much. For months he lay help- 
less; but gradually recovered so far that he was 
able to drive with President Harding in the in- 
augural procession in 1920. His strength never 
returned, and he died February 3, 1924, 
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CHARLES: THE GREAT. CALEED 
CHARLEMAGNE 


In tTuis story you shall first hear of the hatred 
Desiderius, King of Lombardy, nourished in his 
heart for Charlemagne, King of all the Franks, 
and the reason thereof; then it shall be told how 
Desiderius plotted against Charlemagne to com- 
pass his ruin by bringing division and strife into 
his realm; lastly shall be discovered to you some- 
thing of the great power and might of that 
glorious Emperor, King Charlemagne, together 
with the story of his victory over Desiderius. 

Had Desiderius known, as we know now, the 
great genius of King Charlemagne; had he 
known that the great Frank was to fight battle 
after battle, gain victory after victory, win 
country after country, until at last Italy, Saxony, 
Brittany, Bavaria, Spain, Greece, Hungary, be- 
sides other smaller powers, hailed him as con- 
queror, fighting his battles, obeying his laws— 
had Desiderius known all this, had he rightly 
understood the power that was in the man, would 
he have dared to meddle with Charlemagne, or, 
having dared, would he have dreamed of success, 
think you? 

Nevertheless the dark Lombard had a subtle 
brain; his crafty schemes were not ill-laid, and his 
enmity might have caused trouble to any lesser 
man than Charlemagne. Charlemagne, you must 
know, had a brother whose name was Carloman. 
In the beginning Carloman reigned over one-half 
of Gaul, Charlemagne over the other. The king- 
dom of Gaul had been equally divided between 
them when their father, the brave King Pepin 
the Little, died. And in so sharing the realm 
they followed the custom of Gaul at that time. 

Now these two brothers never agreed well to- 
gether; although, mark you, this Carloman was 
to blame for more than half their quarrels. He 
was no match for his greater brother either in 
generosity or wit. However, peace was kept in 
some sort between them ckiefly by the help of 
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the wise Queen Bertrada, their mother. This 
often troubled and uneasy peace they kept until 
Carloman died, leaving a widow to weep for him 
with two, and maybe three, little children. 

Thus the whole great kingdom of Gaul came 
to Charlemagne, and rightfully so. The people 
were not at all minded to choose a little child 
for their king even though he were a son of 
Carloman. In those troublous times they needed 
a man to rule them, a warrior to lead them, and 
with one consent they chose Charlemagne; and 
who shall say their choice was not just and 
good? 

Carloman’s widow, Giberga, thought differ- 
ently, however. She coveted the throne for her 
little son. In the way of all mothers she longed 
to give him a great inheritance; so, knowing of 
the hatred Desiderius bore for Charlemagne, she 
fled to the Lombardy court with her children, 
pleading for shelter and safety. Let it be under- 
stood, however, that Giberga had no need to flee 
from her brother-in-law. Both she and her chil- 
dren were safe in his hands. He had no least 
thought of harming them 

You will believe us when we tell you that Des- 
iderius welcomed the distressed widow with much 
joy. He consoled her with many promises of 
aid. “You shall dwell in peace and safety here,” 
he assured her, “until that time when I can help 
you win back your son’s kingdom again. Charle- 
magne has already done injustice enough to make 
me ever eager to help those whom he has 
injured.” 

Now this Desiderius said because of the hate 
he bore Charlemagne, and indeed he had some 
cause for offense. Charlemagne had slighted him 
more than once in a way which the fiery Lom- 
bard was least likely to forgive; besides, there 
had been ill feeling between Lombardy and Gaul 
for some little time. Desiderius had waited long 
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‘for a chance to pay back some of the ancient 
grudges he held against Charlemagne. Charle- 
magne, on the other hand, thought very little 
about them, and feared Desiderius not at all. 

But now it seemed to the King of the Lom- 
bards as if his opportunity had come at last. 
Giberga’s appeal for shelter and help had made 
him think of a new plan for revenge, and he set 
co work on it as quickly as might be. 

If you think he instantly declared himself the 
champion of Carloman’s son by making war upon 
Charlemagne straight away, you cannot have un- 
derstood the wily nature of the man. 

Desiderius aimed his first blow at Adrian, the 
Pope of Rome, Charlemagne’s great friend. He 
sent messengers to Adrian, bidding him anoint 
Carloman’s son king of his father’s realm, at the 
same time threatening to make instant war upon 
the Church should the Pope refuse. 

Mark you here the cunning of this! If Adrian, 
out of fear, should anoint the little Prince with 
holy oil, Desiderius hoped to win many brave 
knights to give up their allegiance to Charle- 
magne and fight for the son of Carloman. For 
to be anointed by holy oil and declared by the 
Pope of Rome to be the true heir of Carloman’s 
kingdom would count for a great deal with these 
knights who had once served Carloman himself. 

On the other hand, should Adrian refuse, Des- 
iderius would have that excuse for making war 
upon Rome, and this he was longing to do. It 
would annoy Charlemagne and pay off some old 
grudges that he held against Adrian. 

So then Desiderius felt that whether Adrian’s 
answer was a “yea” or a “nay” he had the best 
of it. Adrian, as you must guess, refused point- 
blank. He who had already anointed and blessed 
the great Charlemagne, who had named him the 
friend and defender of the Church, was not 
going to bring trouble and division into Gaul, no 
matter what the Lombard threatened. 

Upon this Desiderius marched forth with a 
great army, captured many of the cities belonging 
to the Church, and laid siege to Rome itself. 

The Romans were terror-stricken. The fighting 
blood in them was still asleep, and they knew 
their beloved city was in no fit state to with- 
stand assault. They rushed to Adrian begging 
him to surrender at once and do the Lombard’s 
will. 

“Talk no such coward’s stuff to me,” cried the 
old Pope stoutly. “Go, build up new gates and 
strong forts and prepare yourselves for battle. 
God will not forsake us when our cause is good. 
The Lombard’s ways are evil; he cannot suc- 
ceed.” 

“We cannot hold out for long,” cried one. 
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“We can hold out just so long as we have faith 
in God and King Charlemagne,” answered the 
undaunted Adrian. ‘God will never desert us, 
nor let us perish for his sake.” 

“King Charlemagne cannot know of our peril,” 
cried another old councilor. “And if he knew, 
how could he help? He is in the far, far north 
conquering the fierce Saxons.” 

There was a silence. At last Pope Adrian 
cried, ‘‘We will send word to him of our plight, 
and meanwhile we will prepare to withstand the 
siege.” 

“He who takes the word will have to brave the 
dangers of the sea,” said the old councilor, “and 
God knows what they are. Desiderius has 
guarded every pass through the mountains into 
Gaul.” 

At this all looked grave again, for in those 
days, when the ships were badly built and sailors 
scarce, a voyage by sea was no small under- 
taking. 

One brave man, however, was found willing to 
thus hazard his life. He was a monk, and his 
name was Peter. He crossed to Marseilles, and 
after a long and adventurous journey through 
Gaul he came upon Charlemagne at last in the 
far north. The King and all his court were rest- 
ing from the labors of war, for it was winter- 
time—the time of peace. 

Peter, we may believe, never forgot his first 
sight of the hero-king seated at meat amidst the 
throng of wise and learned men whom he kept 
ever near him, for Charlemagne was not only a 
great warrior but a great scholar, a maker of 
laws, and a lover of learning. Peter knew him 
at once for the King, albeit he was clad more 
simply than many of his nobles. Surely it was 
an easy matter to distinguish him from the others. 
Was he not taller and stronger than them all? 
Was it not said that he was so hardy that he 
could hunt the wild boar single-handed and alone; 
so strong that he could fell a horse and its rider 
at one blow of his fist, or straighten four horse- 
shoes joined together, or lift with his right hand 
a man in full war-dress? 

If these things were known of him, how then 
should Peter have failed to know him? Besides, 
Charlemagne looked the great King that he was. 
His forehead was majestic, his nose like an eagle’s 
beak. He had eyes like a lion, and were he angry 
no man dare look him in the face, so fiercely did 
those great eyes shine. Peter beheld them flash 
and burn fiercely for a second when the King 
looked up from the reading of Adrian’s letter 
and he took great comfort from their anger, 
knowing then that the Pope had not trusted his 
friend in vain. 
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But for a while it seemed as if King Charle- 
magne cared not overmuch about the matter; it 
seemed as if he were more anxious to conquer 
the Saxons than to make new war on Lombardy. 

He sent, however, comfortable words of cheer 
and encouragement to Adrian, together with 
promises of speedy help. Also he despatched 
messengers to Desiderius, bidding him come to 
terms of peace. His first envoy was received 
with courtesy and respect by the Lombards, the 
second with scorn and contumely, and when the 
third arrived offering Desiderius gold if he 


would surrender the cities he had captured be? * 


longing» to the Church, the dark King laughed 
aloud in’triumph. 

“The great Charlemagne is in no hurry to face 
me and my army,” he boasted. “Doubtless he 
knows that every easy mountain path into Italy 
is guarded by my soldiers, while, as for the two 
that are open, he dared not bring his army 
through either of them. He would perish by the 
way, and he knows it. ’P'would be an impossible 
task.” 

“Nothing is impossible for Charlemagne,” said 
Ogier the Dane, who knew Charlemagne, having 
served under him, then after offending him be- 
yond pardon had fled to the court of Lombardy. 
“Nothing is impossible for Charlemagne,” Ogier 
repeated warningly. But Desiderius laughed and 
returned a scornful message to the Franks. 

Charlemagne by this time had moved southward 
amd was holding a Champ-de-Mai. This was a 
gathering together of the people by the King to 
decide whether there should be peace or war. 

Upon receiving the word of Desiderius, war 
was instantly declared; every Frank who could 
fight hurried to join the great army, bringing 
with him his weapons, horses, and what food he 
could carry. There was need for haste. Adrian, 
in spite of his brave resistance, could not hold 
out much longer. Desiderius, triumphing already, 
awaited another message from Charlemagne. 

It came. It was brought by a frightened peas- 
ant from the hill country, riding in desperate 
haste. Desiderius heard with some dismay that 
Charlemagne had led a great army across the 
terrible, the impossible mountain pass, marching 
along ways where no man with an army behind 
him had marched since the time of Hannibal the 
Carthaginian. 

Presently more tidings came. Charlemagne’s 
uncle, the Duke Bernard, had led another great 
army over the other dangerous and unguarded 
pass. These two armies would, of course, join 
each other so soon as they were safely out of 
the hills. Desiderius in all haste marched his 
army northward, hoping to catch the enemy at a 
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disadvantage while they were yet passing through 
the narrow defiles of the hills. 

But he was too late, and the Lombard judged 
it more prudent to retire to Pavia, the capital of 
Lombardy. ° 

In this he did wisely. Pavia was a strong city, 
well provisioned and almost invulnerable. Des- 
iderius had little fear of its capture, yet for 
safety’s sake he sent his son, and the widow 
Giberga with her children, to another of his 
Then disdainful, sure of his power 
to withstand a long siege, Desiderius awaited his 
enemy. 

Charlemagne did not tarry. When word came 
of his coming, Desiderius, together with Ogier 
the Dane, climbed’ a high tower, so better to 
catch the first glimpse of his approach. Pres- 
ently in the distance, yet coming ever nearer, they 
saw a great army of soldiers who bore with them 
many formidable machines of war. 

“Ts Charlemagne among these soldiers?” asked 
Desiderius. 

To which Ogier, who remembered the army of 
old, answered, “No, the King is not there.” 

Next came horde after horde of wild foreign 
soldiers, brought from every part of Charle- 
magne’s vast domain. 

“Surely Charlemagne walks triumphant among 
this great host,” said Desiderius. 

“No,” answered Ogier, ‘he comes not yet.” 

On this Desiderius began to look dismayed. 
“How will he come, if not an.ung his soldiers?” 
he asked. 

“You will not mistake him when he does come,” 
replied Ogier; “and may God have mercy upon 
isi 

Even while he spoke there appeared a huge 
regiment of guards. “Verily, he must be among 
these!” cried Desiderius, and his voice trembled, 
but so slightly that you could not notice it. 

“No,” answered Ogier, “he comes not yet.” 

Lo, now they beheld an almost endless pro- 
cession of bishops and priests and clerks of the 
Chapel Royal, and after them marched the great 
nobles and counts. At sight of these Desiderius 
grew pale. 

“Behold the terrible King!” cried he. 

“Not yet,” answered Ogier. “When you see 
the grass in the meadows shake with fear, when 
you behold the rivers turn into iron and overflow 
and beat against the walls of the city with their 
iton waves, then you may believe that Charle- 
magne is here.” 

As he spoke, toward the region of the setting 
sun appeared a somber cloud which seemed verily 
to block out the light of the day with its terrible 
shadow. As it approached, a fearful sound was 
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heard like the noise of thunder on a dark night. 
It was the clatter of armed men. 


Then came Charlemagne riding upon his huge. 


war-horse. He wore on his head an iron helmet; 
on his hands were iron gauntlets. His breast- 
plate and cuirass were of strong iron, and also 
his shield. He held an iron lance in his left 
hand, while always his right hand rested on his 
invincible sword. His horse had the strength 
and the color of iron. 

All the soldiers who went before the monarch, 
all those who marched at his sides, all those who 
followed him, were clothed in iron armor. To 
Desiderius it was as if iron covered the plains 
and the roads; the very rays of the sun seemed 
tipped with it. 

The folk, watching from the walls of the 
threatened city, beheld the sight with terror. 
“Alas! alas!’ they cried, “we are lost!” 

The sound of their crying rose to torment the 
ears of their King. “Behold Charlemagne,” said 
Ogier at last, and he too looked pale. Desiderius 
bowed his head. He was dismayed; nevertheless 
he determined to hold out to the last. 

The great army made its camp round about the 
city—making ready for a long stay. Charle- 
magne ordered them to build him a lovely chapel, 
so he might worship there undisturbed. He 
meant to show both his strength and his mercy. 
He would neither attack nor slaughter, nor would 
he leave Pavia until the city was his. 

For many months he waited there, holding the 
siege. Nevertheless he sent parts of his army to 
rescue the cities Desiderius had taken. He even 
journeyed to Rome with all his train of bishops 
to pay a state visit to Adrian; and the Romans 
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hailed him with great joy as their Emperor. 
Then the hero, after having given back to the 
Church all those cities which Desiderius had 
taken away from it, returned to his army still 
besieging Pavia. 

And now was that city harder beset than ever. 
The citizens by this time were starving, and so 
strict a watch did Gharlemagne keep that no liv- 
ing thing nor any morsel of food could pass. the 
gates. Only the birds of the air were free to 
enter. Then the Pavians saw that they must per- 
ish with hunger if they resisted a day longer, so 
they surrendered. ‘They gave up the keys of their 
city to Charlemagne; they gave up their King; 
then they waited, trusting in their conqueror’s 
kindness of heart. 

Charlemagne did not betray that trust. No 
citizen of Pavia was slaughtered or molested in 
any way. Desiderius was sent to a monastery, 
where he could do no more harm, and where he 
seems to have been not unhappy, while Charle- 
magne wore on his head the iron crown of, the 
Kings of Lombardy. 

As was his wont, he ruled his new subjects 
well and wisely, so that they loved him and were 
loyal to him as to one of their own race. 

Now this is only one of a thousand tales that 
might be told in praise of the great Charlemagne 
who made of his conquests one vast empire, over 
which he ruled gloriously for many long years. 
He, too, and much more splendidly than Clovis, 
had made of Gaul a united and glorious kingdom. 
Yet after his death it became divided, shorn of 
half its possessions, and at last came to be known 
as the kingdom of the Franks—that is to say, 
France. 


QUEEN ELIZABETH 


BY DAWN POWELL GOUSHA 


In tHE golden days of good Queen Bess! 

That is the way Englishmen of the sixteenth 
century referred to Queen Elizabeth’s reign, and 
we of the twentieth century still look back lov- 
ingly on that jeweled chapter of English history. 
Buccaneering British sea-captains were scouring 
the globe for new lands and treasures, while at 
home young poets and playwrights were winning 
immortality with sonnets and dramas, and science 
was making rapid strides. Weaving all these 
various threads of progress into one pattern, is 


the vigorous personality of “Queen Bess,” un- 
doubtedty the greatest queen in English history. 
Elizabeth was twenty-five when she ascended 
the throne, tall, pale, with aristocratic features 
and bearing. Her hands and eyes, of which she 
was very vain, were exceptionally handsome, and 
these, with the charm of manner which she in- 
herited from her mother, Anne Boleyn, consti- 
tuted her claim to beauty. She had been persecuted 
a great deal, before her accession to the throne, 
by her sister Mary I, whose death in 7558 had 
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made Elizabeth queen, and even after her corona- 
tion she was constantly in danger of her life, 
for there were many who refused to recognize 
her right to the crown, believing that Mary 
Stuart, the Catholic Queen of the Scots was the 
true ruler of England. However, Elizabeth did 
not permit herself to become uneasy over the un- 
steadiness of her throne, but ruled with as high 
a hand as if there never were any question of 
rights, legitimacy, and such-like to trouble royal 
heads. 

The people were soon assured that whether she 
was the rightful head of the kingdom or not, she 
certainly seemed to know what the public wanted 
and what it needed most, and she took steps at 
once to bring these things about. Lighter taxes 
and a no-war policy were two of the ideas to 
which Elizabeth held, and they represented pretty 
well what the public favored. The people, too, 
were sick of the whims of fickle rulers, Eliza- 
beth’s father, Henry VIII, being one of the best 
examples of this type. Elizabeth was fickle as 
to her personal favorites, but her policy toward 
the kingdom and her subjects was uniformly just. 
She never hesitated to lie to foreign ambassadors, 
whenever she felt there was occasion for it, but 
many historians believe this great fault in her 
character was partly made up for by her zeal for 
what she believed was England’s good. 


WAS STRONGLY PATRIOTIC 


“Mere English” she boasted of being, and noth- 
ing could appeal more strongly to the vanity of 
the people. Her strong patriotic feeling induced 
her subjects to go to greater lengths than ever 
before to insure England’s greatness on land and 
sea. English trade was being developed every- 
where. In India, Ralph Fitch was paving the 
road for future British riches from that country, 
while in the tropical regions and West Indies Sir 
John Hawkins was finding untold wealth in 
African ivory, gold-dust and slave-trade. Martin 
Frobisher and John Davis were two other sea- 
adventurers, encouraged by Elizabeth’s interest 
and the curiosity of the times regarding foreign 
parts, who explored the regions of the Northern 
Ocean in search of a passage to India. Chan- 
cellor had been braving the icebergs and glaciers 
of the frozen North before them, and had dis- 
covered the port of Archangel, Russia, and there- 
by opened up the way for trade with the Russian 
empire. Greatest and boldest of all sixteenth 
century navigators was Sir Francis Drake, whose 
dauntless vessels dogged the Spanish Main and 
the unprotected coast of South America, sparing 
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none of the galleons which bore cargoes of 
precious metals and jewels to the King of Spain. 
Philip II of Spain was naturally very angry 
at the manner in which the English seamen 
robbed him of his riches, and hated the daring 
Drake and his fellow-men who burned and rav- 
aged his ships. Besides, Philip’s vanity was much 
upset at the manner in which Queen Elizabeth 
had treated his attentions to her. When Mary 
had been executed Philip had written to the new 
Queen saying that although it would be a great 
sacrifice for him, he was willing to marry her, 
if she would uphold the Catholic religion. Philip 
had a very fair opinion of himself, and naturally 
expected the English queen to agree with him. 
But Elizabeth was a staunch Protestant, and 
being a clever woman would probably not have 
been interested in her too-confident suitor any- 
way. So she rejected him, and the hurt to his 
pride rankled in Philip’s breast for some time 
afterward, while Elizabeth on her part heartily 
disliked the Spanish King. When he remon- 
strated about Drake’s sea robberies, Elizabeth 
answered by making the fearless explorer a 
knight, and wearing in her hair the jewels which 
he had stolen. Philip heard of all this and 
planned the “Armada,” which was to be the 
means of his revenge on that haughty and 
capricious person, Elizabeth of England. 
Meantime the English court had never been so 
gay, so witty, so full of talented young men and 
beautiful women. Lord Leicester was one of the 
leading figures in the court because of his hand- 
some face and because of the Queen’s life-long 
partiality for him. She took no pains to conceal 
her fondness, fondling him publicly and calling 
him her “sweet Robin.” Other cavaliers won her 
favor for the moment, or to a certain degree, but 
none could ever take Leicester’s place in her 
esteem, although he was guilty of many crimes in 
his romantic career. Sir Walter Raleigh, who 
won her favor by flinging his costly new cloak 
across the mudpuddle which her Majesty was 
obliged to cross, was always popular in her court, 
and showed his loyalty toward her by his efforts 
to colonize America and thus spread the glory 
of Elizabeth and England to the New World. 
One of the most gallant figures of the age was 
that of Sir Philip Sydney, whose character com- 
bined all that was best and most typical of the 
times. Spenser was planting the seed for a new 
age of poetry by his picture-poetry, the “Faerie 
Queene,” Bacon was carrying on scientific and 
philosophical experiments, and looming above 
them all was the young playwright, William 
Shakespeare, whose comedies were making the 
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Queen laugh, and over whose tragedies all Lon- 
don wept. 


NO THEATRICAL PROFITEERING THEN 


“Blackfriars,” now the site of the London 
Times office and Playhouse Yard, was one of the 
theaters where Shakespeare’s plays were pre- 
sented before the Queen and the play-loving 
public for “one penny at the gate, one at the entry 
to the scaffold, and a third for a quiet sitting.” 
The Theater, opened to the public in the fall of 
1576, and The Curtain, which gives the name to 
the present Curtain Road, were two other popu- 
lar playhouses. Elizabeth loved to hear the witty 
dialogue and melodramatic acting which charac- 
terized the stage successes of that day, and en- 
couraged all movements toward the erection of 
more theaters, and the creation of more plays. 

In spite of her anxiety to have Iingland de- 
velop her art, letters, and trade in peace, Eliza- 
beth’s contemporaries were constantly making 
advances which could be made causes for war if 
the Maiden Queen wanted to look at it in that 
way. Over in France, Mary, the beautiful Queen 
of Scots, and wife of the very young King of 
France, was adopting the English royal coat-of- 
arms, and proclaiming herself Queen of England 
as well as of the Scots and France. Mary was a 
devout Catholic, and because of her faith was 
able to get a large number of the Catholics in 
England to support her claim to their throne. The 
Pope, naturally, declared that Elizabeth was not 
the lawful child of Henry VIII, and therefore 
was not the lawful Queen of England. Mary 
was not the least backward in pressing her 
claims. 

A very beautiful woman, Mary did not possess 
Elizabeth’s ability to handle affairs of state, even 
though she was Elizabeth’s superior in managing 
affairs of the heart. She left France reluctantly 
to return to Scotland and her queenly duties 
there. France was more suited to her pleasure- 
loving nature, and so her troubles began as soon 
as she set foot in the stern land of the Scots. 
The Dauphin’s death had left her free, and now 
she married a worthless scamp, Lord Darnley, 
much to Queen Elizabeth’s just disgust. For 
Darnley turned out to be a rogue, stabbing 
Mary’s Italian secretary, David Rizzio, one even- 
ing when he was at dinner with the Scottish 
Queen. Soon afterward Darnley himself was 
murdered, and it was believed that Mary and 
her favorite nobleman, Lord Bothwell, were im- 
plicated in the tragedy. 

Elizabeth was disgusted at the career of her 
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rival to her throne, although her womanly sym- 
pathy was touched by Mary’s continual trail of 
misfortunes. The latter was imprisoned for a 
year in Lochleven Castle, where she later es- 
caped with her infant son James, and then flung 
herself on Elizabeth’s protection by escaping to 
England. But Mary was too dangerous a person 
for Elizabeth to befriend with any feeling of 
assurance that her kindness would be well-spent. 
If Elizabeth should die, Mary would become 
Queen of England, and considering Mary’s im- 
plication in Lord Darnley’s death, she probably 
would not oppose a plot to kill someone else, 
whose death would be to her advantage. How- 
ever, Elizabeth promised to help her if Mary 
could prove her innocence of the crime she was 
accused of. Mary refused to be tried by English 
judges, and so she was practically Elizabeth’s 
prisoner for the next twenty years, moving about 
from one palace to another, and living in luxury, 
yet always under watch. On several occasions 
Walsingham, Elizabeth’s famous Secretary of 
State, caught the ex-Scottish Queen in plots 
against Elizabeth, and of course these only served 
to lengthen her imprisonment. 


INVOLVED IN FATAL PLOT 


The plot of a young man called Babington, to 
which Mary had consented, was her ruination, 
for on its discovery she was recommended for 
execution by Parliament, and Elizabeth, after 
many days of anxious deliberation, was obliged 
to give way and sign the death-warrant. As 
long as she was in England, indeed as long as she 
lived, the beautiful Mary Stuart was a menace 
to Elizabeth’s welfare and the Protestant su- 
premacy in that land, so that no matter how one’s 
sympathies may be aroused by the story of her 
tragedy, one is bound to see that her death was 
perhaps the only solution to the problem. 

Mary’s execution gave Philip II the much- 
longed for chance to launch his “Invincible 
Armada,” a fleet of three hundred ships which he 
had been getting ready for some time with a view 
of conquering England. It was a great fleet, but 
Elizabeth’s forty thousand seamen under such 
captains as Frobisher, Hawkins, and Drake— 
Lord Howard of Effingham was the commanding 
officer—were able with half as many vessels, to 
overwhelm them, and July, 1588, saw the defeat 
of the “Invincible Armada.” The huge galleons 
were either burned or put to flight by the intrepid 
Englishmen, or dashed to pieces by the storms 
among the Orkneys, and Elizabeth’s crown was 
firmer on her head than ever. 
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The last years of Elizabeth’s eventful life were 
spent more peacefully. The Queen was a scholar, 
being versed in Greek, Latin, Italian and French, 
she wrote verses of some merit, and she spent 
much time with her books. She danced and rode, 
and took part in sports of many kinds, up to the 
very end of her reign, for it was her ability in 
these things as much as in anything else that 
made her popular with her people. The public 
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loves to have its idols “good sports,” and Eliza- 
beth was one of the best. 

She planned wisely for the poor of the country, 
and’ probably did more than any one ruler in 
making England’s sun rise among the planets 
of nations. She died, the last of the Tudors, on 
March 24, 1603, and thus ended one of the most 
gloriously romantic chapters in English history— 


the day of Elizabeth. 


SIR WALTER RALEIGH 


BY MARY LENA WILSON 


Ir 1s often by very trivial incidents that people 
rise to fame and fortune, and such was the case 
with Sir Walter Raleigh, one of England’s great- 
est soldiers and explorers, and the first of her 
long line of “Empire builders.” 

He was just an unknown, handsome, young ad- 
venturer when he stood one day in the London 
street watching the progress of the great Queen 
Bess as she walked with her courtiers down the 
parkway. There had been an April shower 
earlier in the day, and just as Her Majesty came 
near the spot where Raleigh was standing she 
stopped: before her was a puddle of water 
which she could not cross without wetting her 
dainty slippers. 

Quick as a flash, young Raleigh sprang for- 
ward. Tearing his handsome velvet cloak from 
his shoulders, he flung it in the path of the 
Queen, and thereby won the royal favor and a 
name for gallantry that has lasted more than 
three hundred years. 

Within a year after this incident Walter 
Raleigh, adventurer, had become Sir Walter 
Raleigh, knight of the court of Elizabeth, the 
owner of vast estates and great riches, the 
idol of London, and the favorite of the Queen. 
Of course, Raleigh had not accomplished all this 
by his single act of throwing down his coat. He 
had shown himself as charming as he was gal- 
lant, and as brilliant as he was charming. 

But though he had proven his qualities as a 
courtier, Raleigh had higher aims than being 
the darling of the court, the favorite of the 
tyrannical and capricious Queen. He had come 
of a sea-faring family, and down in his child- 
hood’s home in Devon he had dreamed great 
dreams of what he would do when he was old 
enough to go to sea. ‘Those were the days when 
explorers and adventurers were doing big things 


for England and young Walter was eager to 
have a share in spreading the power and glory 
of his beloved country. 

His first adventure after graduating from Ox- 
ford University was as a soldier of fortune in 
Europe, where he went to help the Protestants of 
the Netherlands in their struggle against the 
cruel King of Spain. It was on his return from 
the wars that he had his encounter with the 
Queen and was raised to royal favor. 

Now he felt was his opportunity to carry out 
his early dreams. His half-brother, Sir Hum- 
phrey Gilbert, one of England’s great sea- 
captains, was going on a voyage to Newfound- 
land, and he immediately begged his sovereign’s 
permission to accompany him. To his great sur- 
prise and chagrin, Her Royal and very selfish 
Highness refused him his request. She did not 
wish this gay young courtier to risk the dangers 
of the unknown ocean. 

It is well for England and for Raleigh that the 
Queen declined this favor. For on his return 
voyage, the brave Sir Humphrey was caught in 
a storm. With other boats at hand to rescue 
him, the doughty old sea captain stuck to his ship 
and went down to his death off the rock-bound 
coast of Newfoundland—still one more gallant 
fighter to give his life in the name of Old 
England. 


HE SAILS FOR AMERICA 


Raleigh’s chance for conquest beyond the seas 
came two years later, in 1589, when the Queen 
fitted out an expedition to sail to America. With 
high hopes, Sir Walter set out, and at first his 
adventures met with success. He discovered a 
beautiful new land on the southeast coast of 
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North America which he called Virginia, in 
honor of his virgin Queen. 

Raleigh’s dream, as it has been the dream of 
all the Empire builders who followed after him, 
was to establish English colonies over all the 
world. To that end he sent out a company of 
men and women to build up a daughter state on 
the western continent. 

But the men he sent had not his vision and 
his foresight. They settled on the island of 
Roanoke, just off the mainland, and almost the 
first thing they did was to antagonize the In- 
dians. For petty acts of hostility on their part 
he burned all their crops. As a result, the whole 
settlement was on the verge of. starvation when 
they were rescued in the Spring by an English 
sailing vessel. 

Unwilling to give up with one attempt, Sir 
Walter sent out a second colony. For a whole 
year the little company struggled along, but they 
were men who loved adventure rather than hard 
work, and in the end they, too, gave up and 
came home. 

It looked like a dismal failure, this attempt to 
plant the flag of England beyond the seas; but it 
was not. Raleigh’s attempt paved the way for 
others which were successful, until to-day the 
British Empire is the largest and most powerful 
in the world. 

Raleigh accomplished another thing, too. He 
discovered potatoes and tobacco, and brought 
them back to England where they were unknown. 
The story of Sir Walter’s servant who came 
upon his master smoking a pipe is a very famous 
one. The poor fellow ran screaming from the 
room, calling out in horror, ““The master is on 
fire! Smoke is coming from his mouth!” 

Soon after the failure of Raleigh’s second 
venture in America he lost the Queen’s favor. 
And the reason was a lady—no lady of royal 
lineage, but one far younger and fairer than 
Elizabeth,-whose lady-in-waiting she was. Sir 
Walter had no sooner seen this beautiful girl 
than he fell madly in love. So much so that he 
risked the Queen’s displeasure and the end of his 
ambitions for her sake. 

When Elizabeth heard that Sir Walter had 
asked one of her ladies-in-waiting to marry him 
she was enraged. She banished him from the 
court and sentenced him to the Tower. But at 
the end of six months her anger softened, and 
she released him from his imprisonment, gave 
him her royal permission to marry, but. still 
forbade him the court. 

This was where Sir Walter showed that 
charming and gracious though he was, his chief 
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interests were in braver and more manly things 
than court life. He planned for a trip to the 
wonderful city of El Dorado, of which marvelous 
stories were being told. It was situated, so the 
reports said, in the land of Manoa, in South 
America, and it was a place of such wealth and 
splendor as had never been seen. Gold lay about 
in heaps, and beautiful jewels waited only to be © 
mined. 

Raleigh’s plan was to find this wonderful city 
and claim it for the Queen and for England. Ac- 
cordingly he set sail in 1595. 

Once more he was doomed to failure. He 
landed safely, after a delayed voyage, at the 
mouth of the Orinoco, and sailed miles up the 
river, past lovely fertile valleys, and rich moun- 
tain country, but always the fairy city of El 
Dorado was just beyond his reach. 

But his faith never wavered and he would — 
have kept on had not the spring currents turned 
against him. His little boats could make no 
headway against the raging torrents, and he was 
pushed down stream despite all his efforts. He 
sailed for home, his belief in the wonderful city 
of gold and precious stones still unshaken. 

Soon after his return Sir Walter had a chance 
to prove his devotion to his Queen and to win 
her entire forgiveness. The English fleet met the 
Spanish in a great naval battle at Cadiz, and the 
bravery and daring of Raleigh in command of 
the ship “Warsprite’ brought him once more 
into royal favor. He was received in court again, 
and for the next few years was the favorite of 
the realm. 


IS SENTENCED TO DEATH 


But his prosperity was short lived. Elizabeth 
died in 1603 and her successor, James I, made 
trouble for poor Raleigh. There had been a great 
deal of opposition to his succession, and when one 
of the men who had plotted against him was 
detected, he freed himself by laying the blame 
on Sir Walter. Raleigh declared his innocence, 
but it was no use. He was convicted and sen- 
tenced to death for high treason. Only the plead- 
ings of the Queen and young Prince saved his life 
and changed his sentence from death to imprison- 
ment in the Tower. 

Once more in the gloomy Tower it might be 
supposed that poor Sir Walter would have been 
completely discouraged. After all he had done, 
the hardships he had undergone and the dangers 
he had faced for the sake of his country, it 
seemed very unjust that his only reward should 
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‘be imprisonment. But Sir Walter was a man 
of big thoughts. Instead of moodily thinking 
upon the injustices that had been heaped upon 
him he decided that he would still be of use to 
the country he loved so well. 

Every day Sir Walter labored for hours on 
some experiments by which he hoped to benefit 
mankind. He finally succeeded in inventing a 
process for taking the salt out of water. He 
also wrote a “History of the World,’ which is 
a most interesting document, and must have been 
especially so to the people of his day, who had 
so little information on the subject. 

All the while he kept thinking about the won- 
derful city of El Dorado, and scheming how he 
might make another attempt to discover it for 
England. At last, in 1617, he persuaded the 
King to let him make the attempt. Gathering 
together all the money that he had, and all the 
little that his devoted wife had, he made ready 
for his journey. 

At this time, King James was trying to secure 
the friendship of Spain, whose colonies dotted 
the new continent, so he made Raleigh promise, 
under no circumstances, to get into any quarrel 
with Spanish colonists, or to encroach on their 
settlements. With everything he had at stake, 
with his very life as pledge that he would keep 
his promises to the King, Sir Walter set sail, 
accompanied by his young son. 

Yhe fates were surely against this daring 
sailor. First storms blew him off his course; one 
of his ships was sunk; he was becalmed for six 
weeks; and finally, on arriving at the mouth of 
the Orinoco, he was stricken with fever and was 
unable to leave his ship. 

With true courage, he commanded his lieuten- 
ant to lead his men up the river. While he was 
lying weak with fever and wracked with anxiety, 
his stupid lieutenant was signing the death war- 
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rant to all his dearest hopes and ambitions. On 
arriving at the point at which Sir Walter had 
told him to disembark, he found a Spanish settle- 
ment. Contrary to all instructions he attacked, 
and in the fight which followed several Spaniards 
were killed and Raleigh’s own son was lost. 

When the expedition returned with word of 
their failure Raleigh was heart-broken. But 
despite his own deep grief he would have per- 
sisted in his venture, had not all his men refused 
to stand by him. So he turned his ships home- 
ward, well knowing that disgrace and death 
awaited him at the end of his voyage. 

On his arrival in England he immedately gave 
himself up, as he had promised to do in case of 
failure or of harm to Spanish settlers. Since 
he was under a former death sentence and could 
not be tried, his execution was ordered. 

Raleigh went to his end bravely and nobly—as 
befitted a man who had all his life faced danger 
and death without flinching. Dressed in his finest 
clothes, he ascended the scaffold and made a 
farewell speech to the people. There was no bit- 
terness or resentment in this speech. He did not 
even seem to think of what was awaiting him. He 
thought rather of the ideals for which he had 
given his whole life, and begged that those ideals 
would not be given up. 

Though he himself had apparently failed, 
though death had been the reward for his loyal 
service, Raleigh’s life was by no means a failure. 
No man who keeps his faith unbroken and his 
devotion unswerving is ever a failure. His last 
words to the people gathered about the scaffold 
were, “Cherish my dreams.” And even to-day, 
three hundred years after, thousands of young 
Englishmen are cherishing those same dreams of 
England’s colonial greatness, and giving their 
lives to the service of the ideas for which Sir 
Walter Raleigh fought so valiantly. 
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THE CROMWELL HOUSE AT STUNTNEY 


WHEN CROMWELL WAS A BOY 


BY ERNEST Gy LEIXOTT oO 


WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR 


Tue older readers of this volume will remem- 
ber from their histories, the great figure of 
Oliver Cromwell, who did so much toward giving 
England her most prized liberties, and eventually 
became Lord Protector of the Commonwealth, 
and perhaps the greatest personage of his time. 
I feel certain that these readers will be interested 
to hear something of Cromwell’s boyhood, and 
the places where he lived when a lad. 

About seventy miles due north of London, on 
what used to be called the Great North Road— 
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old town of Huntingdon. For centuries it has 
been a prosperous county-seat, and in its day pos- 
sessed a castle fortified by William the Conqueror, 
and boasted no less than seventeen churches and 
monasteries. These latter, however, disappeared 
when Henry VIII. dissolved the religious orders 
in England—all except one which the King be- 
stowed upon one of his trusty subjects, one Rich- 
ard Cromwell, of whom the King was very fond. 

Richard’s son, called from his love of display 
the Golden Knight, inherited this monastery 


HINCHINBROOK MANOR, WHERE CROMWELL’S UNCLE RECEIVED KING JAMES 


the main thoroughfare of England’s east coast 
from the metropolis to Edinburgh—lies the good 


and on its site built a lordly mansion, Hinchin- 
brook Manor, still standing, as here pictured, in 
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all the glory of its towers, battlements and oriel 
windows above the valley of the River Ouse. 

This Golden Knight had a younger brother, 
Robert Cromwell, who lived down in the town of 
Huntingdon in “Cromwell House,” a spacious 
place with extensive lands. 

Robert married a worthy dame, who, as one 
of the Stuntney Stewarts, joined to his estates 
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record of the birth of this “greatest and most 
typical Englishman of all time”—a sense of awe, 
however, that changes to amusement when one 
deciphers above the entry, written by some visi- 
tor: “England’s plague for years.” And this sen- 
tence, in turn, has been crossed out by some later 
traveler who evidently was loyal to Cromwell. 
Oliver’s birthplace, “Cromwell House,” is to- 


THE WEST TOWER OF ELY CATHEDRAL 


the fine old brick farmhouse that appears in the 
drawing at the head of this article. 

They were blessed with a large family, and in 
1599, on the 25th of April, the fifth of their nine 
children was born, a boy named Oliver after his 
uncle. 

At the top of the parish register page of All 
Saints Church at Huntingdon, is the record 
of this event, and it is with a certain sense of 
awe that one fingers the yellowing paper covered 
with faded Gothic letters, and reads the simple 


day supplanted by a more modern structure, 
standing rather removed from the little town at 
the end of a twisting lane. As we peep through 
the iron gate, we feel sure that the general aspect 
is not so different from what it was some cen- 
turies ago: an ample, square house, with windows 
opening to the ground, through which the chil- 
dren could step out on the smooth English lawn 
shaded by oaks and fir-trees. 

Ilere little Oliver grew up with his eight broth- 
ers and sisters, 
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The second day following his fourth birthday 
was a great day for Huntingdon, and a greater 
day still for the Cromwell family. Up on the hill 
at Hinchinbrook Manor, where Oliver’s uncle 
lived, all was in a turmoil; the best linen was 
brought out; the pewter and 
silver polished to its bright- 
est luster; cooks and scul- 
lions fumed in the kitchen; 
lackeys and maids scurried 
through corridor and _ hall, 
for there was to be a guest 
that night, and such a guest! 
—no less a personage than 
James VI. of Scotland on 
his triumphal progress from 
Edinburgh to London to 
succeed Queen Elizabeth, 
and to found the ill-fated 
house of Stuart as James I. 
of England. And when the 
august presence arrived, 
what a clatter in the courts 
as the heavy coach-wheels 
rolled over the paving 
stones! What a stamping 
of hoofs and neighing of 
steeds! What low obei- 
sances, and what a sump- 
tuous dinner—a table groan- 
ing under loads of silver and 
smoking viands! 


Oliver’s father, brother id a targlt 
of the host, was much oc- Saline 
cupied we may be sure, as ER | i 
was his mother, too. So ) ene beara 
can we not picture our four- 4 Eee? 
year-old boy, on his sturdy ign ep 
little legs, wandering about ee eas 
with his brothers and _ sis- : 
ters under the guidance of a 
nursery-maid, his gray eyes 
wide, his mouth agape at all . wi x otTy 
the goings-on? Can we not Wena. 


picture him staring at the 
young princes—at little 
Henry, Prince of Wales, 
who was to die scarce nine 
years later, and leave his 
brother Charles heir to the throne of England? 
Between Oliver and this same Charles, there was 
but a year’s difference in age, and one cannot 
help wondering, in thinking of these two chil- 
dren face to face, if any thoughts but. child- 
thoughts crowded Oliver’s little brain; any ink- 
ling that one day he would wrest the crown of 
England from this same weak prince, and him- 
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self sit in the highest seat, be Lord Protector of 
the Commonwealth, the greatest man not only 
in England, but in all Europe! Next day King 


James went on, to sit upon his throne in White- 
hall; and Oliver grew up, not—as some writers 


THE OLD GRAMMAR-SCHOOL AT HUNTINGDON 


would have us believe—in a country village, shut 
off from the active life of the day, but in a thriv- 
ing town, only twelve hours’ journey from the 
metropolis, and on the great highway between 
London and Edinburgh. 

In the courtyard of the “George” (then much 
as it remains to-day) he might, have seen the 
stages each day bring in their loads of people, 
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and his father, who had been in Parliament, re- 
ceive the news of the hour. 

Soon the boy was put in the grammar-school 
under the tutelage of one Dr. Beard; and the 
teachings of this worthy master, a great friend 
of Richard Cromwell’s, must have left an in- 
delible imprint upon the lad’s character. He 
seems to have conquered a lasting affection in his 
pupil’s heart, for all through Cromwell’s career, 
the two men remained in close touch. 

The old grammar-school stands to-day, quite as 
it looked in Cromwell’s time. 

Toward the end of the last century it was dis- 
covered that the front of the building was only 
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When Oliver was fourteen there was am- 
other royal progress through the town; but this 
time attended with no banquets, no festivities, 
only with a mournful pomp. James had ordered 
the body of his mother, Mary, Queen of Scots, 
to be brought from Peterborough Cathedral down 
to London to its final resting-place in Westmin- 
ster Abbey, and on its way it rested over night in 
All Saints Church. Surely Oliver was gaping 
in the crowd. 

He was now growing up, and at home ab- 
sorbed ideas and formed his character from the 
talks he overheard. Three of his uncles had been 
in Parliament, his father also; Dr. Beard was 


THE RIVER OUSE AT ST. IVES 


a shell, hiding a much more ancient structure. 
Under the direction of an able architect, the 
building was then restored to its old-time form. 
The expense of the work was borne by a distin- 


guished playwright in memory of his son, who 


had been killed in a railway accident near by. 

So now the quaint schoolhouse turns its bat- 
tered Norman fagade, its queer old gable and 
bell-cote toward All Saints churchyard. 

As we sat in the whitewashed schoolroom, and 
wandered in the dormitory with its prim, snowy 
beds; or as, at luncheon, we shared the headmas- 
ter’s table and watched the boys relishing their 
curdled plum tart; or as we sipped our tea by the 
tennis-court in the long afternoon shadows—that 
boyish figure with the great gray eyes, with the 
nose a bit to one side, with the broad square head 
and the manly figure, constantly hovered around 
us: strong, fond of his outdoor sport, and wilful, 
as they say he was. 

He fits, too, into the landscapes by the Ouse— 
with its fishing, swimming, boating and visiting 
the country fairs. 


thoroughly abreast of the times and they all dis- 
cussed every phase of daily events, of the “des- 
potism” of the King and the persecution of the 
Puritans. 

Just two days before his seventeenth birthday, 
the lad went to Cambridge, a few miles away, and 
was enrolled a member of Sidney Sussex College. 

Cromwell’s college career was short-lived, cut 
off after the first year by the death of his father. 
The lad hurried home to the funeral of his parent, 
who was buried beside the Golden Knight. 

Oliver at eighteen was now the head of his 
branch of the house, with a widowed mother and 
six sisters more or less dependent upon him, so it 
behooved him to fit himself as quickly as possible 
for a career. He accordingly went to London to 
gain a general knowledge of the law. His cares 
do not seem to have weighed too heavily upon 
him, for two years later he undertook new re- 
sponsibilities by marrying, in Cripplegate church, 
Miss Elizabeth Bourchier. 

Bride and groom went back to Huntingdon to 
live, as is supposed, with his mother. Then for 
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nearly ten years history gives us no picture of 
him but it is easy to imagine him well occupied 
with his duties; with farming his lands; with 
yeomanry drills in which he took a vital interest, 
as his uncle and grandfather had before him. 

In 1628 Cromwell was elected to Parliament. 
In his very first speech, he quoted his old school- 
master, Dr. Beard. 

But now Cromwell’s great public career began. 
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He sold his portion of his father’s estate to re- 
move to St. Ives, and later to Ely, where he 
lived but a few steps from the grand old cathe- 
dral. The year 1638 found him father of nine 
children, five boys and four girls, and a very 
few years later, this “Lord of the Fens” was 
raising his famous Ironsides, and the great civil 
war of England between the Roundheads on one 
side and the Cavaliers on the other had begun 


CROMWELL 


BY DAWN POWELL GOUSHA 


Wuart would Queen Elizabeth have exclaimed if 
she could have known who was to have followed 
most closely in her footsteps in carrying on the 
glory of England! She would probably have 
made many a merry jest about that gray-eyed, 
somberly clad Puritan, called Oliver Cromweil, 
who did almost as much as she for the political 
growth of England, even though he did not in- 
spire the development of culture, as the versatile 
Queen had done. Cromwell, in his turn, would 
probably have looked upon Elizabeth in her gid- 
dier moments as far too light a woman to ably 
guide the affairs of a nation. As a matter of 
fact, it is amazing how many ideals for Eng- 
land these two quite contrary-dispositioned per- 
sons held in common. They simply took different 
roads to the same goal. 

Most people look upon Cromwell as a severe, 
thin-lipped, fanatically religious sort of person, 
too narrow-minded to have any sympathy at all 
for the ordinary harmless pleasures of mankind. 
It is true that during his time many innocent 
sports and pastimes were forbidden, and the spon- 
taneous growth of art was made difficult by the 
Puritan régime, but Cromwell himself was not 
half as unlikable and inhuman as he is usually 
painted. He was devoted to music, and through 
his influence many works of art were saved from 
the too zealous and ruthless hands of his fellow 
Puritans. Drinking to excess was of course 
against his principles, but he was too much of 
an Englishman to altogether taboo the use of light 
wines and ale as sinful. He loved a good horse, 
and from boyhood was fond of the hunt and 
hawking, taking a healthy delight in all those 
out-door sports that tend to make a man broader 
in his views of life. 

No one could say that this man of such high 
ideals for the moral and religious development 
of his nation did not have an appreciation of 


a good piece of wit, too, for Cromwell loved a 
clever retort and a healthy jest. His own “hu- 
man’ qualities are too often overshadowed by 
the stern, unrelenting manners of his contempo- 
raries, and Cromwell had enough of these man- 
ners himself to let them dominate the side of his 
nature that would have made him loved instead 
of feared by the people. 

The thrifty little village of Huntingdon, just 
twelve miles from London, was the birthplace of 
the future leader of the Commonwealth, and here 
he spent his boyhood as one of the nine children 
in a typical family of English country gentlefolk. 
“Cromwell House,” where Oliver was born April 
25, 1599, is to-day supplanted by a house of later 
date, but the place has still many of the features 
that Cromwell knew in his boyhood days At 
eighteen he was sent to Sidney Sussex College, 
but his father’s death cut short his career there, 
and the young man went to London to study law, 
in order that he might be better able to take care 
of the family of which he now found himself 
the head. Here he married Elizabeth Bourchier, 
and brought her back with him to Huntingdon, 
where for ten years he lived as quietly and tran- 
quilly as if he were destined for the career of 
a country squire instead of Lord Protector of 
England, actual ruler of three kingdoms. In- 
deed, there were moments later in his life when 
he looked back on those peaceful days and won- 
dered if it would not have been better for him 
to have gone on in that quiet way. 


APPEAL OF THE PASTORAL LIFE 


“T would have been glad to have lived under 
my woodside, to have kept a flock of sheep,” he 
once said, worn out by the strife with one of 
his Parliaments, “rather than undertake such 2 
government as this,” 
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The struggle between the Cavaliers, the fol- 
lowers of the royal party, and the “Roundheads,” 
the Puritan and Parliamentary party, however, 
drew Oliver into the whirlpool of national af- 
fairs, and in 1642 we find him at the head of 
his own troop—the immortal Ironsides—in the 
war against Charles | which Parliament was 
waging. It was his organization of this brave 
troop that gives him the right to be called one 
of the greatest generals in English history, and 
the invincibility of these intrepid, God-fearing 
men showed the England of that day that men 
who have strong convictions of faith behind 
them make better soldiers sometimes than the 
gallant, swashbuckling cavaliers who fight simply 
for the glory of the battle. Cromwell’s [ronsides 
were known as a body of splendidly trained, obe- 
dient, highly moral men, that brought victory 
wherever they went, and these were the men who 
gave victory to the Parliamentary side. 

The Scots were willing to join the Parliamen- 
tarians against the Royalists, providing the Eng- 
lish would establish Presbyterianism in England; 
and in the Solemn League and Covenant this was 
agreed to. In 1644 the Scottish leader, David 
Leslie, with Cromwell and his Ironsides met the 
Royalist army under the command of Prince 
Rupert at Marston Moor and overwhelmed them. 
Shortly afterward the Parliamentary army di- 
vided into two opposing factions, with the Pres- 
byterians on one hand and the Independents on 
the other. Both were opposed to Charles I, but 
the Presbyterians offered to restore him his crown 
if he would support their form of worship and 
give Parliament control of the army for twenty 
years. His delay in deciding the issue caused the 
Scots to give him up to the Parliament to do with 
as they chose, in return for money enough to pay 
their war expenses. This made the Scots open 
to the charge later of having sold their King. 

Independents, of whom Cromwell was the lead- 
er, were anxious for religious freedom, but Par- 
liament, consisting mainly of Presbyterians, 
wished no form of religion to be observed but 
theirs. Whereupon, in order to bring matters 
to a speedy head, Cromwell’s party took posses- 
sion of the King, and entering the House of Com- 
mons in a body, obliged them to yield. Later 
Charles escaped from the Independents to the 
Isle of Wight, where he was again imprisoned. 
Here he made a treaty with the Scots to estab- 
lish Presbyterianism and put down the Indepen- 
dents, so the Scots turned Royalist once again. 

Cromwell and his party were incensed, and in 
a three-day engagement at Preston vanquished 
the Scots. The Presbyterian members of Parlia- 


ment, who were meantime trying to come to fa- 
vorable though dishonorable terms with the King, 
were summarily taken care of by Colonel Pride, 
who arrested over a hundred members in what 
was known as “Pride’s Purge.” 

“There is nothing to be feared but our own 
sin and sloth,” was one of Cromwell’s character- 
istic sayings, and he believed that it was both sin 
and sloth to permit “Charles Stuart, that man of 
blood,” to stir up more chaos among the English 
people. He determined that he should be brought 
to justice, and by preventing the faction of Par- 
liament opposed to the Kings’ execution from 
being present when the resolution was introduced 
he caused the trial of Charles to be brought 
about. ‘The Parliament which passed the bill is 
known as the “Rump” Parliament. The trial 
ended, as it was intended it should end, in the 
execution of the King, whose majestic bearing 
at the end won nearly all England to his cause, 
and made the party that brought about his death 
the object of much hatred. “I go from a cor- 
ruptible to an incorruptible crown, where no dis- 
turbance can take place,” said Charles to Bishop 
Juxton, as he stood beside the block. He laid 
his head on the block, saying, “Remember’—the 
word around which Dumas weaves one of the 
romantic incidents of the relations of his Three 
Musketeers with the unhappy King. When the 
executioner held up the King’s head, saying, 
“This is the head of a traitor,” the groan of an- 
guish which arose from the multitude showed the 
remorse of the people for what had been done, 
and not joy in beholding a “traitor’s head.” 


PUTS DOWN IRISH REBELLION 


Shortly afterward Cromwell was made Lord 
Lieutenant and Commander-in-Chief of Ireland, 
and he at once crossed the Channel with an army 
to put down the rebellion there. In Drogheda 
and Wexford he used very severe measures 
to quell the uprising, with the result that lreland 
lost one-third of her population during the strife, 
and was made a land of paupers-—small cause 
indeed for the invading general to call himself 
a victor. 

“What a crowd came out to your lordship’s 
triumph,” someone remarked to him on his re- 
turn to London and being acclaimed conqueror. 

“Yes, but how many more there would be if 
it were to see me hanged,” said Cromwell, with 
a sad smile. 

Prince Charles had meantime been proclaimed 
King of Scotland, and Cromwell followed his 
Irish expedition with one into Scotland, where, 
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September 3, 1650, he put the Scots to flight at 
Dunbar. ‘The Worcester victory followed this, 
on the anniversary of the Dunbar triumph, and 
Prince Charles fled to France, where he lived 
until the end of the Commonwealth in 1660, the 
date which marked the restoration of the Stuarts. 

In 1653 Parliament decided to pass a bill that 
would prevent a general election to that body and 
would cause vacancies to be filled simply as they 
occurred. Cromwell, knowing the selfishness that 
prompted this move, reproached the members, and 
at their remonstrance, called in his musketeers 
and expelled the group by force. His own fa- 
mous Parliament, of 140 members, chosen for 


their godliness, was then called. This was known 


as “Barebones’ Parliament,” because of the lead- 
er’s name. Children then were often named ac- 
cording to some Biblical thought, and Barebones 
was called “Praise God Barebones,’ and _ his 
brother was “I{-Christ-had-not-died-for-you-you- 
had-been-damned Barebones,’ the latter name 
usually being shortened to “Damned” Barebones. 
This group was so tactless and regardless of 
public wishes in its action that it was soon dis- 
solved, and soon afterward Cromwell was in- 
stalled as Protector by a new Parliament. 

The five years of Cromwell’s Protectorate were 
remarkable for the development of English trade, 
science, and religious thought. Letters were en- 
couraged, and Milton, the Puritan bard, made 
known his greatness. The fleet of 160 vessels 
was keeping up England’s prestige on sea, which 
Elizabeth’s fearless seamen had built up. Ad- 
miral Blake was the great naval commander, and 
he won victory after victory from the Dutch 
admirals, Van Tromp and De Ruyter. He also 
helped to protect the English merchants in Span- 
ish colonies from the Inquisition, and brought 


home treasure-ships of Spain. Cromwell was 
winning international fame as a general and 
statesman, and because he encouraged religious 
freedom was respected by his people. The Society 
of Friends, known as “Quakers,” because they 
quaked with religious emotions, under the lead- 
ership of George Fox, was growing up in spite 
of public persecutions, and Cromwell disapproved 
of the popular prejudiced actions against them. 

In spite of the justness of his reign—for it was 
really a reign, no matter if England was called 
a republic now instead of a monarchy—there 
were many things that the people resented. The- 
aters were closed and the pursuit of the beautiful 
in art and culture was warped and discouraged 
by the stern attitude of the political leaders. 
Cromwell was conscious of the public resentment 
toward him, and the idealizing of the executed 
King, for whose unhappy end he was held re- 
sponsible. The Cavaliers were coming back into 
favor, and a book by one Colonel Titus encour- 
aging the killing of Cromwell was circulated 
freely. One Parliament had offered the Lord 
Protector the title of King, but realizing well 
what taking the honor would mean, Cromwell 
refused. His last Parliament wrangled with him 
over the mode of government, and finally, worn 
out by his worries and the fear of assassination, 
Cromwell died on the anniversary of his suc- 
cesses at Dunbar and Worcester. 

A great ruler and a great force for England’s 
good, Cromwell was too self-willed to apply the 
tact and diplomacy to his dealings that would 
have made them seem less tyrannical. He knew 
what was best for the nation in a broad sense, 
but he failed to keep his hand on the “public 
pulse,’ which would have guided him in his meth- 
ods, if not in the actions themselves. 


LORD NELSON, ADMIRAL OF THE SEAS 


BY IRVINGTON LEE 


On a voyage of discovery toward the North Pole, 
two English vessels, the “Racehorse” and the 
“Carcass,” were battling with the ice. 

It was the month of July, and the weather 
seemed mild for those regions; but the ice had 
closed in upon them, and the two Greenland pilots 
on board showed signs of alarm. 

The situation grew worse, as the sea was now 
solidly frozen. Great masses of ice, squeezed 


together in the drift, were piled so high that they 
IX—21 


towered far above the hulls of the ships. A thick 
fog came up. When it cleared, the sailors looked 
everywhere for a sign of open water; but the 
passage through which the ships had sailed from 
the westward was closed. 

So they set to work, trying to cut a passage. 
But the ice was twelve feet thick in places, and 
though they sawed all day, with might and main, 
they were unable to move the vessels more than 
a few hundred yards. 
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Meanwhile the current bore the ice far to the 
northeast, and with the ice the ships were also 
borne along. Unless the wind shifted, there 
seemed little chance to save the vessels from 
destruction. 

It was hard and dangerous work, even for 
strong men. Yet with this expedition was a boy 
of fourteen, who had begged to be taken along, 
and who, through the influence of his uncle, was 
at last allowed to go. His duties were those of 
a coxswain, and he was fully equal to the task; 
already he had piloted the longboat of His Maj- 
esty’s warship ‘Triumph,’ and had learned to 
steer it safely among the rocks and sands. 


ATTACKED BY WALRUSES 


This new experience, in frozen seas, was highly 
relished by young Horatio Nelson. Whatever 
the danger, he did not flinch; Captain Phipps felt 
that he could trust him as he would trust a grown 
man. But, after all, he was a boy, and liked a 
little fun. It was rather a monotonous life, when 
one grew accustomed to it. If he could have his 
way, he would leave the ship, and try his hand 
at hunting polar bears. 

Then, pretty soon, he had a taste of real ad- 
venture. The ice broke up in places, so that it 
was possible, with much labor, to force a row- 
boat through the floating cakes. The Captain 
decided that a boat should be sent to explore a 
passage, and try to find a way out for the ships. 
Young Nelson was put in command of it, and 
under his skillful direction it made good prog- 
ress. 

Meanwhile, a second boat had been sent out. 
Nelson could see it, slowly making its way 
through a stretch of open water. Suddenly a 
shot was fired by someone on board; then the 
boat tossed and pitched until it seemed that any 
moment it would be capsized with all its crew. 

A startling thing had happened. One of the 
officers had fired at and wounded a big walrus, 
not realizing that its mates might be at hand, and 
would come to the rescue. But this very thing 
occurred. The wounded walrus dived, and soon 
reappeared in company with others. They are 
savage animals when aroused. Swarming around 
the boat, they all joined in an attack which the 
sailors, without proper weapons, resisted as best 
they could. 

Nelson, the boy commander, was quick to act. 
His boat swung round, and headed for the scene 
of the struggle. Urging on his men, their backs 
bent to the task, and their muscular arms sent 
the little craft shooting through the ice. 


“Keep her steady!” called the boy. “We'll 
soon be with you!” 

What help he could lend when he reached them 
he did not know. But he was going to do his 
best, whatever came of it. Soon he was alongside 
the imperiled boat, and only just in time. A wal- 
rus had wrested an oar from a sailor. Trying 
to recover it, he tilted the craft to one side, and 
shipped so much water that it seemed about to 
upset. 

But the walruses, frightened by the arrival of 
these new enemies, dived deep into the sea, and 
disappeared. 


ADVENTURE WITH A BEAR 


The boy’s quickness had really saved the day; 
but he was disappointed. The walruses had fled 
without a fight; there was not much excitement 
in that. 

_ “Tf I could just get a shot at a bear!” he said 
to himself. “That would be something worth 
while.” 

A few nights later, an alarm was sounded. 
Young Nelson and another boy were missing. 
As it was foggy weather, and pitch dark, there 
was nothing to do but wait. Then, along toward 
morning, the fog lifted; and there, in the dis- 
tance, were the two boys, attacking a huge bear. 
They had stolen away in the fog, under Nelson’s 
leadership, and gone on a midnight hunt. 

“Come back!”” The boys saw the signal; or- 
ders were orders, and must not be disobeyed. 
Yet Nelson hesitated. He had fired at the bear, 
across a chasm in the ice, and his ammunition 
was exhausted. “Never mind!” he cried. “Just 
give me another chance at him, with the butt-end 
of my musket.” 

Then the Captain himself fired, and the bear 
fled. The youthful hunters were obliged to make 
their way back to the ship, where a reprimand 
awaited them. 

“What have you to say for yourself?” asked 
the Captain, sternly. “You were absent without 
permission, and came near being killed. What 
would your father think of you?” 

“If you please, sir,’ answered Nelson, “I was 
thinking of my father. I wished to kill the bear 
so that I might carry the skin to him.” 


A STOUT HEART IN A WEAK BODY 


It was because of a stout heart, a high spirit, 
and a strong sense of duty, that Horatio Nelson 
rose to be one of England’s greatest admirals, 
and the victor in some of the bloodiest battles 
with France and Spain. Born in 1758, the son 
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of a country parson with a large family, the boy 
was so frail and weak that no one ever dreamed 
he was fitted for the sea. But the father had 
reason to know the strength of his son’s char- 
acter. So when Horatio, at twelve years of age, 
expressed a wish to go in the navy, his uncle, 
Captain Suckling, was persuaded to give him a 
chance. The Captain, however, who commanded 
the warship “Raisonnable,’ was not without his 
doubts. “What,” he wrote, “has poor Horatio 
done, who is so weak, that he, above all the rest, 
should be sent to rough it out at sea? But let 
him come, and the first time we go into action 
a cannon-ball may knock off his head, and pro- 
vide for him at once.” 

Yet at twenty-one “poor Horatio” had risen 
to be a captain in the Royal Navy. 

One does not blame the Captain for his hesita- 
tion. Perhaps he had never even heard of one 
little incident in MHoratio’s childhood which 
served to show how brave a heart beat in the 
frail little body. One day, when a mere child, 
he had strayed into the country, looking for birds’ 
nests, and when he had not returned to the house 
for supper, his grandmother was much alarmed. 
Searching for him, he was discovered, all alone, 
sitting cheerfully by a stream too deep for him 
to cross.” 

“T wonder,” said his grandmother, when he 
was safe at home again, “why you are not half 
dead with hunger and fear.” 

“Fear, did you say, grandmamma?” asked the 
little boy. “What is fear? I never heard of it.” 


LOSES AN EYE AND AN ARM 


Through all his life, fear was still a stranger 
to Nelson. He suffered ill health, and for a time 
was forced to retire. He took part in many bat- 
tles, and was always in the thick of danger. It 
was, indeed, this habit of defying fear that made 
him reckless in the face of death, and caused 
him to be stricken down in the hour of his great- 
est victory. 

For defeating the Spanish fleet at the battle 
of St. Vincent, Nelson was made a rear admiral. 
It was in 1797, France, with the aid of Spain, 
wished to crush England; so Admiral Sir John 
Jervis, to prevent the two fleets from combining 
their forces, attacked the Spaniards. Jervis won 
the battle with the aid of Nelson, who, as com- 
modore, dashed into the enemy’s ships, in diso- 
bedience of orders, and captured the flagship of 
the Spanish admiral. 

He had already lost an eye, and in a battle 
that took place the same year he lost his right 
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arm. ‘These afflictions, however, in no way 
daunted his spirit. In the battle of the Nile he 
defeated the French fleet, anchored in Aboukir 
Bay, crushing part of it between two fires before 
the other French ships had time to come up. 
This action cut off Napoleon’s army from France, 
and prevented his setting up a French Empire 
in the East. 

Because of this great victory, Nelson was cre- 
ated Baron Nelson of the Nile. It was a bloody 
fight that raged far into the night, and Nelson 
was among the wounded. But he declined the 
services of a surgeon, saying, “I can wait my 
turn with the brave fellows.” Then, hearing that 
the French admiral’s ship was in flames, he rushed 
to the deck, ignoring his wound, and ordered 
boats to be launched, to save the French sailors, 
struggling in the sea. 


HIS THOUGHTFULNESS FOR OTHERS 


Always he showed this thoughtfulness for oth- 
ers whose lives were in peril. On his way to join 
Jervis in the battle of St. Vincent, his ship, the 
“Minerve,” was pursued by the Spanish fleet, 
and almost overtaken. Just as it appeared that 
he must fight against these overwhelming odds, 
or run his frigate ashore, the cry came, “Man 
overboard !”’ 

With the enemy’s foremost ship about to en- 
gage him, a boat was lowered from the “Min- 
erve,” and succeeded in picking up the drowning 
sailor. But it could not catch up with the frig- 
ate; and on came the Spaniard, now ready to 
open fire. 

Hardy, Nelson’s lieutenant, was in the rescu- 
ing boat. Would Nelson leave it to its fate, or 
risk the loss of his ship? He did not hesitate 
a moment. 

“Back the mizzen topsail!” he commanded. 
“T'll not desert Hardy.” 

The astonished Spaniards saw his ship slow 
down. The Englishmen, equally astonished, saw 
that the Spaniard held his fire. Then the pur- 
suing ship gave up the chase. Why, no one could 
tell; but Nelson had gained his point, and his 
frigate bore him safe from pursuit. 

It might be said that Nelson’s blind eye won 
for England the battle of Copenhagen. Sir Hyde 
Parker, in command of the English fleet, had 
ordered Nelson to attack, and this he was doing 
in his usual vigorous manner, despite the strength 
of the enemy’s ships and shore batteries. ‘Then 
Parker, believing his fleet in danger, flew the 
signal to withdraw. At this, Nelson put his tele- 
scope to his blind eye. “TI see no signal,” he said. 
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Keeping his own signal for close action flying, 
he managed his ships with such skill that ere 
long the victory was his. 


BATTLE OF TRAFALGAR 


In 1805 came the climax of his great career, 
in the battle of Trafalgar. In this engagement 
the French and Spanish fleets suffered a crush- 
ing defeat that made England the mistress of the 
seas. It was then that Nelson flew from his 
flagship, “Victory,” the famous signal: “England 
expects every man to do his duty.” 


309 


Nelson, with his usual recklessness, wore on 
the breast of his admiral’s frock-coat his four 
stars. These made him a conspicuous mark for 
riflemen, but he would not cover them up. “In 
honor I gained them,” said he, “and in honor I 
will die with them.” 

Then, with the fight all but won, he fell upon 
his face, mortally wounded by a musket ball. 

“They have done for me at last, Hardy,’ he 
said. ‘My backbone is shot through.” 

A few hours later he was dead. “Thank God, 
I have done my duty,” were his last words. 


TWELVE NATIONAL HEROES 


JUDAS MACCABAUS, “THE HAMMER” 


“In eternity he walketh crowned in pomp, 
As having conquered in a contest of stainless 
struggles.” 


In THE days when the Syrians were masters of 
Palestine, that country whose inhabitants have 
always loved to call it the Holy Land, an old 
priest named Mattathias with his five sons, who 
had been living in a small country village, rose 
up against the conquerors who had attempted to 
make them sacrifice to their foreign gods. This 
family stood in front of one of the false altars 
and slew the first of their countrymen who ap- 
proached to be a traitor to his native land and 
its religion. They gathered to themselves a hand- 
ful of faithful men, and by-and-by became strong 
enough in numbers to recapture some of the 
neighboring villages. 

This brave father soon died, but his third son, 
Judas, took his place. Because of his tremendous 
forcefulness he was nicknamed Makkabi, or Mac- 
cabzeus, which means “the Hammer.” At Mizpah, 
with 6,000 men he defeated 70,000; at Bethzur, 
with 10,000, he defeated 65,000. He recaptured 
Jerusalem, the capital, and there set up again the 
national worship. He cleared away the shrubs 
that had been growing in the temple courts, built 
a new altar, and restored the sacred furniture. 

After Judas was slain in battle at Elasa, the 
Jewish Thermopyle, two brothers in turn suc- 
ceeded him, and under the second the complete 
independence of the nation was regained. 

The name Maccabeus came after a time to 
denote any man who had the spirit of Judas, who 
united in himself, so it was said, “the faith of 
Abraham, the zeal of Elijah, the stature of Saul, 


and the courage of David.” <A poet of his age 


said of him: 


“He angered many kings, and made Jacob glad 
with his acts, 
And his memorial is blessed forever.” 


Of such as he another Jewish poet sang: 


“Therefore shall they receive the kingdom of 
splendor 
And the diadem of beauty.” 


HOW ARNOLD VON WINKELRIED DIED 
FOR HIS COUNTRY 


No people love liberty more dearly than those 
who dwell among the mountains or by the sea. 
There are two small nations in Europe that were 
once under the yoke of a foreign oppressor, and 
each of which found heroic leaders to win their 
freedom. One is a nation of mountaineers, and 
the other a sea-going folk. 

The first of them is Switzerland, which once 
was subject to the Austrian archduke, who was 
sometimes emperor as well. Switzerland is di- 
vided into districts called cantons; and an officer 
appointed by the archduke used to rule them, and 
to rule very harshly. 

Switzerland won its freedom at the battle of 
Sempach, where a great hero of the Swiss people 
gave his life for his country. A great host of 
Austrians came against the Swiss. They were 
clad in stout armor and had long spears and 
swords; but the Swiss were not protected by 
heavy mail. When the Swiss rushed upon their 
foes, they could not break through, but were 
thrust down and cut to pieces, 
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Then Arnold von Winkelried bade the Swiss 
draw together in the shape of a wedge or trian- 
gle, and follow him; and he ran upon the Aus- 
trians, stretching out his arms and gathering the 
enemies’ spears in them till all the points, as far 
as he could reach, were drawn together and 
pierced his own body, so that he fell and died. 
But in this way he made a space where there 
were no spear-points, and there the wedge of 
Swiss drove in, and so fought hand to hand with 
the Austrians and put them utterly te rout. After 
that the Austrians saw that it would be no use 
to try to force their rule upon the Swiss. 


HOW WILLIAM WALLACE AND ROBERT 
BRUCE DELIVERED SCOTLAND 


After King Edward of England had taken 
away the old stone from Scone Abbey, that had 
been the Coronation Stone of all the Scottish 
kings, and crowned himself King of Scotland, 
there were sad days in the Highlands. 

One day when a boy named William Waliace 
was coming home at evening from fishing, some 
English soldiers tried to take away his fish, but 
he used his fishing-rod upon them with such good 
effect that he put them to flight. After this he 
fled to the hills and soon was made an outlaw. 

In time he gathered about himself a band of 
patriots, and one day with a small company he 
found himself face to face with 50,000 of Ed- 
ward’s soldiers at Stirling. Standing on rising 
ground, he waited until part of the confident 
enemy had crossed the stone bridge to attack him, 
and, when the army was divided, he descended 
upon them, drove them in panic and swept the 
greater part into the rushing stream. 

He had one supreme triumph, then he was de- 
feated, and carried away to London, where he 
was tortured and killed. 

“What terms will you make?” asked the Eng- 
lish general on the morning of Stirling. “The 
freedom of Scotland,’ answered Wallace. Even 
yet his name, said the poet Wordsworth, “is to 
be found like a wildflower, all over his dear 
country.” In a short time, he fulfilled many 
days, and left to his native land imperishable 
renown—and freedom. 

Robert Bruce, a Scottish nobleman, had been 
with King Edward when a boy at the English 
court. Everything in the way of personal in- 
terest tied him to the English allegiance. But 
his grandfather had been defrauded of the Scot- 
tish crown. Was it the splendid heroism of Wal- 
lace that enkindled his own romantic soul? 

Crowned by his people at Scone as King of 
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Scotland, Bruce proceeded to win back his king- 
dom. ‘The final triumph was won at Bannock- 
burn, in sight of Stirling. Here Bruce with 
30,000 met England’s 100,000. Here King Robert 
is pictured, in the stirring stanzas of Robert 
Burns, as addressing his liegemen: 


“Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has often led; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to victorie. 


“Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa’, — 

Let him follow me!” 


The tide of battle turned, so it is said, when 
a horde of camp-followers came rushing upon 
the field on horseback, waving their tent-poles 
and shouting, causing the English to think that 
a reinforcing army had arrived. 

When King Robert’s reign was over, and it 
was time for him to die, the story is told that his 
last request to his best friend, Sir James Douglas, 
was that he should carry his heart, in a casket 
of gold, to the Holy Land, where he had longed 
himself to make pilgrimage, and bury it by the 
Holy Sepulchre of our Lord. But Douglas on 
his way to Palestine anchored in Spain, and there 
finding that King Alonzo was sore beset by the 
Moors, he thought it a sacred task to help him 
drive away the Infidels. In an action near Theba 
he was separated from his company and _ sur- 
rounded by the enemy. ‘Then, rising upon. his 
horse, he took from his neck the casket which 
contained the heart of Bruce and cast it before 
him, exclaiming with a loud voice as he fell dy- 
ing: “Now pass onward as thou were wont, and 
Douglas will follow thee!” 


“We laid our chief in Douglas Kirk, 
The heart in fair Melrose; 

And woeful men were we that day— 
God grant their souls repose.” 


HOW SCANDERBEG HELD THE TURKS 
AT BAW 


Another race of mountaineers found a heroic 
leader who won them freedom for a time. ‘The 
Turks, who were followers of the religion of 
Mohammed, began to make conquest of lands 
in Europe a little more than five hundred years 
ago. : 

On the western side of what afterward became 
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the Turkish Empire is a mountainous land called 
Albania. Here the conquering Turks made their 
way, and forced the lords of the land to submit 
to them; and they carried away the young son 
of one great lord, and brought him up in the 
faith of Mohammed. 

The young man, who was called George Cas- 
triot, fought in the Turkish armies, and became 
skilled in war. Yet he had no wish to serve the 
Turks, though he waited his own time, and when 
he was nearly forty years old he, with a band of 
Albanian followers, suddenly left the Turkish 
army and seized a fortress called Croya. Hav- 
ing done this, he declared himself a Christian, 
and called upon the Albanians to rise and wage 
war upon the Turks. 

The Albanians drove out the Turks and took 
him for their leader, and because he showed him- 
self so great a soldier men called him Scanderbeg, 
which means the Lord Alexander. The Turks 
sent mighty armies against him, and were very 
great warriors, yet he overthrew them in battle 
many times, though they might have four or five 
times as many men as he. For twenty-five years 
he held the Turks at bay, so that they feared 
his name greatly; but after he died, the Alba- 
nians, lacking a leader, and getting no aid from 
other nations, were overcome by the Turks, and 
lost the freedom which Scanderbeg had won for 
them. 


ANDREAS HOFER, THE INNKEEPER, 
WHO FOUGHT NAPOLEON 


Among the dominions of Austria is a land 
called the Tyrol, which borders upon Switzerland, 
and Napoleon caused the Austrian emperor to 
give the Tyrol to the King of Bavaria, who was 
always ready to do his bidding. But when the 
Austrians went to war again with Napoleon, the 
Tyrolese rose up under Andreas Hofer, who was 
an innkeeper, and drove the French and the Ba- 
varians out of the Tyrol, though they themselves 
were only peasants. For a short time Hofer was 
made their ruler, as a loyal subject of the Aus- 
trian emperor, though he would not obey the 
Bavarian king and the emperor of the French. 

But the French armies defeated the Austrian 
armies, and the ‘'yrolese could not openly resist 
the power of Napoleon unaided. And then, 
though the brave Hofer hid among the moun- 
tains, a traitor was found who showed the French 
where he was. He, being taken prisoner, was 
tried like William Wallace and Joan of Arc, and 
was condemned and shot as a rebel. Yet the 
stand that Hofer made helped to give heart to 
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the other nations of Europe to rise against the 
rule of Napoleon, and so in due time Napoleon 
was overthrown, and the Tyrol was restored to 
ee os freedom, for which Hofer had fought and 
ied. 


HOW WILLIAM THE SILENT WAS PUT 
TO DEATH BY A SPANISH PLOT 


The sea-going people which won its liberty was 
the little state of Holland, where there are no 
mountains at all. In the days when Queen Eliz- 
abeth ruled in England, Holland and Belgium 
were ruled by King Philip of Spain, who tried to 
take away their freedom and to force them to 
give up the Protestant religion. He sent a merci- 
less governor, the Duke of Alva, to Holland, with 
great armies, and the Protestants suffered great 
persecution. The Prince of Orange, called Will- 
iam the Silent, one of the nobles of Holland, 
formed a league to drive out the Spaniards; and 
though the Roman Catholic part of Holland would 
not join him, he led the Protestants so that they 
utterly refused obedience to Philip. 

Yet, if the Dutchmen had been a little less 
sturdy, and William a little less resolute, they 
must have been crushed. They got-some help 
from Queen Elizabeth, and a little from the 
French; but they owed far more to the skill and 
persistence of William than to anything else. 
Therefore Philip encouraged men, some of whom 
were merely scoundrels, though others were hon- 
est men who thought it right to kill by any means 
the man who fought so stoutly against the power 
of the Church of Rome, to murder William, and 
William, too, died for his country’s freedom. 
After this the courage of the Dutchmen did not 
fail, but they went on fighting, and at last the 
power of Spain was broken, for there came open 
war between Spain and England, and England 
won. So the Spaniards gave up trying to subdue 
the Dutch and Holland became free. 

Motley said of him: “As long as he lived he 
was the guiding star of a whole nation, and when 
he died the little children cried in the streets.” 


GARIBALDI, WHO MADE ITALY 
A NATION 


You know that Italy to-day is one of the great 
nations of Europe, and one of the men who helped 
most to make her so was Garibaldi. When he was 
born, Italy was made up of several states, some 
of which were subject to Austria, while the 
northern part was ruled by the King of Naples, 
who was not an Italian. 
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Now, there were many people in Italy who 
wished to be free from foreign rulers, and there 
were some who dreamed that all Italy might be- 
come a free and united nation. 

So, while Garibaldi was still a very young man, 
though he was already a skillful sailor, being a 
fisherman’s son, he joined in a revolt against the 
rule of the Austrians. This, however, was easily 
crushed, so that he had to flee to South America. 
There he took part in the wars that were going 
on because the land was very unsettled, and he 
became famous as a leader whose men were 
always ready to follow him to the death. 

But after a time he returned to Italy and joined 
in a fresh revolt, gathering men who were ready 
to fight because Garibaldi filled them with his 
own great love of their cause. Yet they were 
not strong enough to overthrow the Austrian 
rule, and again he had to go away. He came to 
the United States. Yet again he returned, and 
once more the men of north Italy rose. This 
time they were victorious, and before long all 
Italy became one nation. And this was in great 
part because Garibaldi filled those about him with 
his own courage and enthusiasm, even when their 
cause seemed hopeless. 


LOUIS KOSSUTH, WHO FOUGHT FOR 
THE FREEDOM OF HUNGARY 


Louis Kossuth set himself to win freedom for 
Hungary from the rule of Austria, at the time 
when the Italians were seeking their own liberty. 
He was not a soldier, but a writer and orator, and 
a statesman; but the Hungarians made him their 
leader. They were defeated at the time, and 
Kossuth had to flee from the country. Later, the 
Hungarians agreed to accept the emperor of 
Austria as their king if they could have certain 
rights of governing themselves; and this they 
owed, in the first place, to Kossuth. But Kossuth 
himself was not content with this. He would not 
own allegiance to Austria, and he died some years 
later, not in Hungary, but in Italy. 


HOW SCHAMYL FOUGHT FOR HIS 
NATIVE LAND 


All countries cherish the name of some patri- 
otic man who has fought for the liberty of his 
native land. Just as Wales has its Llewellyn, 
Scotland its Wallace and its Bruce, Italy its Gari- 
baldi, so the Caucasus has its Schamyl, who, for 
more than a quarter of a century struggled to 
keep the wild mountain land of his birth free 
from Russia’s iron grip, He was weakly as a 
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child, but his physical strength was developed by 
outdoor games and sports, so that he grew up 
sturdy. 

Schamyl was absolutely fearless, and such a 
youth of his word, that, when he found remon- 
strance had no result in curing his father’s 
drunken habits, his oath to kill his parent if he 
again transgressed brought the father to his 
senses, and to the end of his life he abstained 
altogether from alcohol, knowing that Schamyl 
would carry out his threat. 

When Schamyl was twenty-six years old, in 
1824, he began his long fight against the Russian 
generals who were sent to subdue the land. He 
was a born leader, courageous in attack, skilled 
as a strategist, and clever in retreat. Many 
stories are told of his hairbreadth escapes from 
the Russians. Once his little band was surrounded 
by their enemies. If they could not fight their 
way through the bayonets of the Russians they 
must either starve or be cut to pieces, for they 
knew not the word “surrender.” Schamyl, who 
was ever the foremost and the boldest in attack, 
galloped alone through the enemy’s lines, and 
reached in safety his mountain fastnesses. He 
was the only one to escape with his life, and his 
pious Mohammedan countrymen believed the 
angel Gabriel specially protected him. 

During another fight Schamyl killed three 
Russians, but was himself pierced through by a 
bayonet. Yet he slew his assailant, and got away 
as by a miracle. He was then chosen chieftain 
and ruler of the eastern Caucasus by his com- 
patriots. 

A mountain fortress long held by Schamyl was 
at last captured by the pick of the Russian troops, 
and again he was the only man to escape. It is 
said that he let himself down the steep rock by 
a rope to the river below, boarded a raft, and thus 
got away. Many generals were sent against 
Schamyl, but he eluded them all, and time after 
time rallied his countrymen to his standard. One 
general died through shame at being conquered 
by such a small band of mountaineers. 

Russia’s attention was for a time diverted by 
the Crimean War; but that over, new efforts were 
made to overcome Schamyl and his brave coun- 
trymen. The end was inevitable, for Russia’s re- 
sources were enormous compared with Schamyl’s. 
The latter took refuge in a little fortress on a 
hill in Daghestan, and there, when all except 
forty-seven of his men were killed, seeing that 
even if he did escape, there were no longer any 
patriots to rally, he submitted. 

Schamyl was not a wild brigand, but a wealthy 
man of culture and high character, who ruled 
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with justice and ability, was merciful to the 
Russian prisoners, and fought for love of his 
country during many long weary years. 


DANIEL O’CONNELL, 
THE GOLDEN-TONGUED IRISHMAN 


In the year 1800, when all Ireland was stirred 
to prevent the proposed reunion with England, 
a young lawyer in Dublin made his first public 
speech, which caused such a sensation that he 
soon became the leader of his party. The task 
of organizing his fellow-citizens against the 
evils that came from the Union was a slow 
one, and many years later on one occasion when 
ten members were necessary to have a quorum 
the young orator had to rush downstairs and 
force a couple of priests whom he met by acci- 
dent to come up to the meeting. 

In those days Roman Catholics were excluded 
from sitting in Parliament, but in 1828 there was 
an outburst of enthusiasm for O’Connell, and he 
was elected. He did not attempt to take his 
seat, but he proceeded to organize what became 
literally a vast peaceful army to support the 
cause. The movement was so tremendous and so 
just that the English people recognized the wis- 
dom of yielding, and even the doughty Duke of 
Wellington, who was then prime minister, bowed 
before the storm. So O’Connell came to West- 
minster. 

Now, O’Connell made his life-work the Repeal 
of the Union. His magnetic voice awakened the 
harpstrings of Irish feeling, and he addressed a 
succession of erlormous meetings, at one of 
which, on historic Tara Hill, it was stated that 
a quarter of a million people were present. The 
movement became so mighty that it swept to the 
brink of civil war, and then only O’Connell’s 
magnificent self-restraint prevented the shedding 
of blood. O’Connell always fought in the open 
and stood for the settlement of this burning ques- 
tion by methods of reason, 

He was imprisoned, but such was his popular- 
ity that his short stay in confinement was not 
burdensome. A writer of the time says that “he 
was addressed by bishops, complimented by Amer- 
icans, bored by deputations, serenaded by bands, 
comforted by ladies, half smothered by roses.” 
When he was released he had a frantic ovation. 

But the old man was weakened in health, and 
the bright spirit that had sustained him in his 
triumphal pilgrimages no longer upstayed him. 
A younger element had arisen in his own party 
that counseled violence. His country was upon 
the brink of the terrible famine that became one 
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of the world’s worst catastrophes. He decided 
to leave his land and to die in Rome. 

When he made his last appearance in Parlia- 
ment even his enemies rose to greet him with 
respect and sympathy. His last words were a 
faltering but eloquent appeal for mercy to Ire- 
land. He set sail for the Holy City, but died 
at Genoa on the way. 

Not only was Daniel O’Connell the greatest, 
but he was the typical Irishman. It has been 
said that “every quality, every characteristic, 
good, bad, lovable or the reverse, was found in 
him.” Not only did he know the Irish heart, 
but he had the force to be its leader. “His aims, 
hopes, enthusiasms were theirs, but the effective, 
controlling power was his alone. To the average 
Irishman of his day he stands as Mont Blanc 
might stand were it set down amongst the Magil- 
licuddy Reeks. He had a great cause, and he 
availed himself greatly of it.” 


BOLIVAR, THE WASHINGTON OF 
SOUTH AMERICA 


Simon Bolivar, who had been born in Caracas, 
now the capital of Venezuela, and educated in 
Madrid, visited the United States in 1809, and, 
seeing the prosperity of that free country, deter- 
mined to deliver his own land from foreign op- 
pression. 

Returning to his native land, he joined himself 
with the patriotic party and was sent by them 
to England, in the vain hope of securing Eng- 
lish assistance. When he came back he enlisted 
in the army of freedom and at length captured 
Caracas, where he was given the title of “El Li- 
bertador,” and made dictator. 

He was defeated and driven to Jamaica, and 
at length to Hayti, where he established an inde- 
pendent government and freed the slaves, includ- 
ing those he himself owned. 

He took an army over the Cordilleras and made 
himself master of New Grenada, which he re- 
named Colombia. In turn he conquered the realm 
of the old Incas, Peru. He was named president 
of Colombia and dictator of Peru. The southern 
provinces of Peru were renamed Bolivia in his 
honor, and the grateful people gave him a million 
dollars, with which he purchased the freedom of 
a thousand slaves. 

After a time he was removed from the presi- 
dency of Peru, Venezuela separated herself from 
Colombia and he retired from the presidency of 
Colombia. He died at San Pedro, in Colombia, 
in 1830. His property was mainly devoted to 
the service of his country, 
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STATUE OF SIMON BOLIVAR AT CARACAS 


After his death his unselfish character was bet- His example gave encouragement to the other 
ter understood. His ashes were carried in pomp South American countries to declare their inde- 
to Caracas, where a triumphal arch was built in pendence and led to the removal of all Spanish 
his memory. domination in the southern continent. 


MAKERS OF CANADA 


BY ROSE HENDERSON 


STRANGE COLONIZATION VENTURES 


“THen I shall go to the prisons to find men,” 
declared the Marquis de la Roche when he failed 
to secure enough volunteers for the French 
colony he had planned to found in Canada. To 
the prisons he went, and we have the strange 
spectacle of a body of convicts sailing away in 
1598 with an ambitious noble to plant a settle- 
ment in the wilderness of ‘the New World. 
-“Across the stormy Atlantic came the lonely 
little ship, so small we are told that the convict 
passengers could reach over the sides and wash 
their hands in the waves. At length La Roche 
reached Sable Island, “the graveyard of the 
Atlantic,” it has been called, because of the many 
ships which have met destruction on its long 
curved shore with treacherous shoals. 

A low, sandy stretch of land lying between 
currents off the coast of Nova Scotia, “the grave- 
yard” seemed a good place to land the untrust- 
worthy settlers while La Roche was looking 
around for an appropriate site for his colony. 
There were no trees on the island, but plenty of 
long sand-grass and small shrubs. 

“Here,” said the Marquis to himself, “my 
prisoners can fish and hunt, and thus lay up a 
supply of food. There is no way of their escap- 
ing to wander after gold or adventure. Here 
they will be safe until my return.” 

And safe they were! Safer than La Roche 
had dreamed. For no sooner had he and his crew 
set sail than a storm swept down the gray waters 
and carried the helpless little ship, like a bobbing 
eggshell, back to the shores of France. 

The convicts had been well satisfied on their 
island until they saw the ship swept away, leav- 
ing them alone in a strange land. Then they 
were indeed desolate. Even the jails they had 
left seemed preferable to this lonely waste in the 
midst of the thundering sea. There was plenty 
of fish, to be sure, and a stream of fresh water 
flowed through the sandy island. Wild ducks 


flew about the pools in the long grasses, wild 
berries ripened along the bleak pathways, and 
wild cattle wandered in droves, the descendants 
of herds brought by earlier visitors. 


THE WRETCHED CRIMINALS QUARREL 


You might have thought this much freedom 
would appeal to men who had been chained be- 
hind prison walls. But no! They were quite 
miserable in their solitude. A criminal, it seems, 
is seldom able to enjoy his own company, and the 
forty or more convicts were not a congenial 
group. They fought and killed each other in 
petty quarrels over their wild game. They 
roamed over the thirty miles of narrow island, 
and paced the barren shores watching for a sail. 

The wind tossed the sand in ever-changing 
heaps, and the sea surged in darkening walls of 
wave and foam. Winter was creeping out of the 
north, and the desolate men stopped their quar- 
rels to build huts of driftwood and to dig caves 
where they could take refuge from the fierce 
winds, 

They continued to wander from tip to tip of 
the sandy island, and to search in vain for some 
means of escape. But they found only shifting 
sand hills, rank grasses, and rambling cranberry 
vines. The skies darkened with autumn storms. 
Rain fell, and then snow and sleet. 

Many French boats were fishing off New- 
foundland in the spring and summer months, but 
none of these came near enough to see the 
convicts’ signals. Fishermen had learned to steer 
clear of the shoals of Sable Island. Sometimes 
the wretched colonists sighted a white sail on 
the horizon, only to watch it disappear beyond 
the moaning sea. 

Some died of sickness, others were murdered 
by their maddened companions, and the graves 
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grew thicker and the bare huts lonelier on the 
dreary little island. 

The men killed cattle and made themselves 
clothing of the skins They set traps for birds 
and foxes, and they stole each other’s game, and 
lived up to their reputation for thieving rascals. 
The long winter monotony was especially irk- 
some. But at last Spring came, and great seal- 
herds drifted down on the ice-pans. The colo- 
nists hunted these, collecting the furs for clothing, 
and also hoarding the skins against the time of 
escape. 


SUMMER AND NEW HOPE 


Summer again, with blue skies and green grass, 
was more endurable. And always there was the 
heart-sick hope of a sail. At last, after five 
years, the ship came. La Roche had been im- 
prisoned by a powerful enemy, and had tried in 
vain to send for his deserted colonists. Only 
twelve remained out of the forty or more who 
had been abandoned. ‘These were pitiful wrecks 
of men, with matted hair and beards, clad like 
savages in the shaggy skins of animals. 

The villainous pilot who went to their rescue 
robbed them of their furs, but the king heard of 
this and sent for the convicts. They came before 
him in their wild attire, “like river gods of yore,” 
according to an old chronicle. The king was 
sorry for their plight. He gave them their free- 
dom, awarded each man a sum of money, and 
ordered their furs restored to them. 

La Roche died soon after the return of his 
strange colonists, and thus ended one adventure 
in the history of Canadian colonization. 


ANOTHER WILDERNESS VENTURE 


In 1583, fifteen years before La Roche landed 
his convicts on Sable Island, Sir Humphrey Gil- 
bert had set gayly forth with well-equipped ships 
and a large company of sailors, fishermen and 
mechanics, to plant a settlement in Newfound- 
land. 

This settlement is called England’s oldest 
colony. Sir Humphrey was a striking figure, in 
his rich lace and crimson velvet; and as an omen 
of good luck he carried a golden anchor pre- 
sented to him by Queen Elizabeth. As was 
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usually the case with these early colonies, much 
time was spent in explorations and in searching 
for gold and silver. The people did not realize 
the need for careful, diligent labor at raising 
crops and building warm houses, if they were to 
survive the harsh Winters in the wilderness. 

On one of the trips of exploration Sir Hum- 
phrey’s best ship was lost. Provisions began to 
grow scarce. And the long Canadian Winter was 
almost upon them. 

Sir Humphrey decided to return to England. 
He gathered up some glittering rock which he 
believed to be gold, and had it loaded into his 
flagship, the “Squirrel.” He set sail for England, 
riding away in the diminutive flagship of only 
ten tons’ burden. A wild storm arose, and Sir 
Humphrey’s men urged him to come on board 
the larger vessel. This he refused to do. He sat 
calmly in the stern of his tossing craft and ut- 
tered his famous response: “We are as neay 
heaven at sea as on land.” 

During the night the “Squirrel” disappeared. 
The crews of the other ships watched in vain for 
its light to reappear. Sir Humphrey and his men 
were lost, though the rest of the boats reached 
England safely. 


A COLONY AT TADOUSAC 


In 1599, while the miserable convicts were 
spending their first year on Sable Island, a trader 
named Pontgrave and a naval officer, Chavin, 
formed a partnership to control the fur-trade of 
the St. Lawrence. In order to secure their trad- 
ing privileges, they agreed to plant a colony. 

They left sixteen men alone in the wilderness 
at Tadousac, with scanty provisions and poor 
protection from the severe Winter. When a 
French trading ship visited the “colony” in the 
Spring there was nothing left except empty huts. 
Most of the colonists had perished, and the rest 
had been given shelter by the Indians, and were 
scattered among the wigwams of friendly tribes. 

Though these early attempts at colonization 
seem to us pitiful failures, they did open the way 
for later settlement by more thrifty and prac- 
tical souls, who realized the dangers and difficul- 
ties before them. Later frontiersmen, such as the 
wily Radisson, combined the adventurous taste 
of these first visitors with a hardy skill in meeting 
the demands of life in a savage wilderness. 


THE ADVENTURES OF JACQUES CARTIER 
BY BECKLES WILLSON 


NearLy four centuries ago, in the spring of the 
year, the banks of the river Thames, in England, 
were lined from Windsor to Greenwich with a 
multitude of gayly dressed people. Artisans and 
their wives, tradesmen and apprentices, farmers 
in smock-frocks, gentlemen in doublets and hose, 
and ladies in farthingales, all came out to snatch 
a peep of a brave spectacle. From lip to lip ran 
the news that at last the royal barge in its crimson 
and gold trappings had set out from Windsor. 
Bluff “King Hal,’ as the people affectionately 
termed their monarch, King Henry VIII, and his 
new queen, Anne Boleyn, were that day making 
their first voyage together down the Thames to 
the royal palace at Greenwich. 

Glance at this spectacle, for it will serve to 
fix the date of this story’s opening firmly in your 
mind. The banks are reéchoing with loyal cheers, 
the state bargemen are plying their oars and the 
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state trumpeters are sounding their trumpets, 
while beautiful Anne Boleyn smiles and nods mer- 
rily at the crowds who wave their silken kerchiefs 
in the sunshine. So this first water pageant of 
the season passes along. 

On this selfsame day, April 20, 1534, when the 
English king was setting out on the river journey 
with his new queen, on the other side of the 
English Channel, at the little port of St. Malo, 
in Brittany, another and very different embarka- 
tion was taking place, and a very different voyage 
was begun. 

The object of this enterprise was far indeed 
from pleasure, and its consequences were very im- 
portant and far-reaching, not only to the king of 
France, but to King Henry’s successors, and to 
the English people and the British Empire of our 
own day. Here, too, there was cheering and wav- 
ing of caps and cries of “Vive le Roi!” (Long 
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live the king!) as the soldiers, sailors, and towns- 
folk on the dock at St. Malo bade lion-hearted 
Jacques Cartier godspeed on his adventurous voy- 
age to the New World. 


A YOUNG ADVENTURER 


At this time, you must bear in mind, more than 
forty years had passed since Christopher Colum- 
bus had returned to Spain with tidings of his 
glorious discovery on the other side of the 
Atlantic. When Jacques Cartier, son of a Breton 
mariner, was born, all Europe was still ringing 
with the news. As the child grew up he heard 
tales of how often famous mariners had sailed 
boldly to the west and claimed for Spain, Por- 
tugal, and England the lands that might lead to 
India and serve as gateway to the Spice Islands 
of the East. Among these sailors were John 
Cabot, and his son Sebastian, who, although them- 
selves Venetians, sailed from the port of Bristol 
and flew the English flag. In 1498 the Cabots 
explored the whole coast of North America from 
Labrador to South Carolina, and they were the 
first Europeans actually to land in the country we 
to-day know as Canada. After the Cabots, who 
claimed all the northern lands for England, came, 
a quarter of a century later, a Florentine nav- 


igator, Verrazano, who declared the entire region 


annexed to the French crown. And now, because 
of Verrazano’s claim, King Francis of France was 
sending Jacques Cartier forth from St. Malo with 
two little ships and one hundred and twenty men 
to explore inland and set up the French flag and a 
French colony in a new France beyond the sea. 
So this Frenchman, lean, rugged, and valiant, 
with his little band of compatriots, sailed away 
on that April day while Bluff King Hal of Eng- 
land was merrymaking on the Thames, well content 
with his little isle of England, giving no thought 
to empire or distant deeds of discovery and con- 
quest among the savage nations of the earth, 


A NOBLE GATEWAY 


Straight toward the setting sun steered Cartier 
and his men. As they were not buffeted greatly 
by the waves, in twenty days’ time, on May 10, 
they reached the straits leading to the gulf and river 
of St. Lawrence. How their hearts leaped when 
they sighted land! On their left they saw the great 
island of Newfoundland, and on the right Labra- 
dor’s bleak shores stretched before them. ‘“Sure- 
ly,” cried Cartier, “this is Cain’s portion of the 
earth!” But their spirits rose when they sailed 
into the Gulf and came to rich’ forests of pine, 
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maple, and ash, with abundance of blossom and 
wild berries on every hand. They had been afraid 
that the interior was as desolate as their first 
glimpse of Labrador. The few Indians on the 
banks gazed upon them with a wondering but 
friendly eye. The explorers were unprepared for 
the great heat which overtook them. By day the 
land was bathed in intense sunshine, and at night 
a gorgeous moon lit up the broad waters, while 
owls and bats wheeled in air heavily perfumed with 
wild shrubs and flowers. 

To a bay in which he anchored Cartier gave 
the name Baie des Chaleurs, which means the 
Bay of Heat. Sailing on, he came to a promon- 
tory, which he christened Cape Gaspé. There 
he landed and set up a cross thirty feet high. On 
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its front was a shield with the arms of France. 
As you travel through eastern Canada to-day you 
will frequently come upon crosses by the wayside, 
where the country folk kneel and say their prayers. 
This at Gaspé was the first cross erected in New 
France. While the pious sailors were erecting it, 
Indians flocked near and surveyed the proceeding 
jealously, as if the white newcomers were about 
to charm away their land; but Cartier explained 
as best he could to their medicine men and dis- 
tributed among them knives and trinkets, of which 
he had brought a goodly store. 

Having quieted the suspicions of the Indians, 
Cartier lured two of the young redmen into his 
ship, that he might show them, on his return, to 
the king. Cartier had meant to continue his 
voyage much farther westward; but meeting with 
adverse winds, he abandoned this resolution, took 
counsel with his officers and pilots, and decided to 
set sail for France. 

From the two natives whom he bore away 


Jacques Cartier had learned of the existence of 
the great river St. Lawrence. As truly as Colum- 
bus he had discovered a new world. So much 
interest was awakened in France by Cartier’s nar- 
rative of his voyage, that there was no difficulty 
about procurring the money for another expedi- 
tion. The French court and people were filled 
with enthusiasm about Canada, and so they con- 
tinued to be for more than two centuries. 


CARTIER’S SECOND VOYAGE 


When Jacques Cartier again took his departure 
from St. Malo, in May, 1535, he commanded three 
ships and one hundred and ten sailors. Some of 
the nobles and gentlemen of the proudest families 
in France went with him, eager for adventure. 
They thought, as marine adventurers often 
thought in those days, that this time surely they 
would find the gateway to the passage of Cathay 
(China) and win wealth untold. But they were 
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not so lucky as at first; the winds were so bad that 
seven weeks elapsed before Cartier reached the 
Straits of Belle Isle. From this point the squadron 
steered for the Gulf of St. Lawrence, named by 
Cartier in honor of the saint upon whose day 
it was discovered. Keeping on, as his Indian in- 
terpreters (the two redmen he had taken to 
France) bade him do, he sailed up that stream 
which the Indians called “The Great River of 
Canada,” now known as the St. Lawrence River. 

Can you wonder that Cartier and his attendant 
nobles felt a thrill of excitement as the landscape 
no white man had ever seen before slowly unfolded 
itself to view? Opposite the great mouth of 
the mysterious Saguenay, redmen in birch-bark 
canoes came to greet them, and with these Cartier’s 
two interpreters were able to exchange language. 
Their many months’ residence in France had made 
the interpreters very different in appearance from 
their brother savages of Canada. They now wore 
slashed crimson doublets and brilliant striped hose, 
while the massive feathers in their heads caused 
the Canadian Indians to regard them as chiefs 
of great renown. 


A DELIGHTFUL, COUNTRY 


Cartier led his ships on to what the natives 
called “The Kingdom of Canada,” which stretched 
along the St. Lawrence as far as the island of 
Montreal, where the king of Hochelaga held his 
sway. To the fertile Isle of Orleans, which 
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Cartier reached on September 9, he gave the name 
of Isle of Bacchus, on account of the abundant 
grapevines growing upon it. From here the ex- 
plorer could see on the north bank of the great 
river a towering promontory lit up by the morn- 
ing sun. This was Cape Diamond, at whose base 
crouched the Indian village of Stadacona. Here 
Cartier anchored his little fleet, and the chief of 
the neighboring tribe, Donacona, came to greet 
him, with twelve canoes full of warriors. After a 
speech of welcome, the squaws (women) of the 
tribe danced and sang without ceasing, standing 
in water up to their knees. : 

Jacques Cartier was delighted with the country 
he had discovered, and lost no time in deciding to 
proceed up the river as far as Hochelaga. Dona- 
cona and the other chiefs, on hearing this, did 
their utmost to dissuade him by inventing stories 
about the dangers of the river. Seeing that these 
made little impression on the sturdy sailor, they 
had three Indians dressed as devils, “with faces 
painted as black as coal, with horns as long as the 
arm, and covered with the skins of black and 
white dogs.” Cartier was told that these “devils” 
were the servants of the Indian god at Hochelaga, 
who warned the European strangers that “there 
was so much snow and ice, that all would die.” 
Cartier only laughed at such tricks and told them 
that “their god was a mere fool, and that Jesus 
would preserve them from all danger if they would 
believe in Him.” Wishing also to impress upon 
them his own great power, he ordered several 
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AN INDIAN TOLD THEM HOW THEY COULD BE OURED 


pieces of artillery to be discharged in the presence 
of the chief and his warriors; whereupon they 
became filled with astonishment and dread. Never 
before had they heard such terrible sounds. What 
were these strangers who could produce thunder 
at will? To reassure them, the “paleface’’ chief 
distributed trinkets, small crosses, beads, pieces 
of glass, and other trifles among them, and ther 
he sailed on boldly up the river. 

In a fortnight the town, consisting of about 
fifty large huts or cabins surrounded by wooden 
palisades, came into view. Twelve hundred souls 
belonging to a tribe of the Algonquins dwelt here 
in Hochelaga. The whole population assembled 
on the banks and gave the visitors friendly wel- 
come. All that night the savages remained on the 
shore, making bonfires, dancing, and crying out 
“Asuaze!” which was their word for welcome 
and joy. The poor Indians took Cartier and his 
men for gods. Cartier distributed gifts among 
them and professed to heal their ailments, 


MOUNT ROYAL 


Near the town of Hochelaga was a mountain, 
to which the Indians conducted their visitors. 
From the summit this first band of Europeans in 
Canada gazed down at the wonderful view spread 
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before their eyes—glistening rivers, green 
meadows, and forest of maple brilliant in autumn 
scarlets and yellows. Naming this lofty eminence 
Mount Royal, Jacques Cartier and his companions 
returned to Stadacona. Having decided to ‘spend 
the winter in Canada, they built a fort on the 
shore, but before the little colony could be more 
than half prepared, a fierce Canadian blizzard was 
upon them. Never had they known such cold and 
such tempests. From their lack of fresh food, 
scurvy rioted among them, and out of one hundred 
and ten men twenty-five died. When the disease 
was at its height an Indian told them that they 
could be cured by the juice of a spruce tree. Out 
of their fort they ran with axes, and so quickly 
did they drink the juice that in six days the whole 
of a great tree was consumed. 

Thus was the little colony made well again. For 
a time they continued to fear lest the Indians 
should know how weak they were during that 
terrible winter; but no attack was made upon 
them, and in the spring Cartier made ready to 
return to France. This time Dcenacona and four 
other chiefs were seized by stratagem and taken 
on board ship. A cross thirty feet high, with the 
flag of France fastened to it, was set up on the 
shore, aid in the middle of May the waters of the 
St. Lawrence began to bear them down to the 


322 BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME FAMOUS 


Gulf and the open Atlantic. Exactly one month 
later Cartier was being greeted by the cheers of 
the people of his native St. Malo. 

Alas! Donacona and the other Indian braves 
whom the French had borne away never returned 
to Stadacona and their forest haunts. Before 
Cartier was ready to make another voyage to 
Canada, five years later, all had pined away and 
died. It was then that the Sieur de Roberval, a 
nobleman of Picardy, was appointed by King 
Francis of France as his lieutenant in the New 
World, with the high-sounding titles of Governor 
of Canada, Hochelaga, Saguenay, Newfoundland, 
Belle Isle, Carpunt, Labrador, the Great Bay, and 
Baccalaos, and Lord of Norembaga, a country 
that existed only in imagination. Roberval meant 
to have gone out with Cartier, but was detained 
until the following year. 


CARTIER’S LATER EXPLORATIONS 


On his third voyage Jacques Cartier again 
visited Hochelaga and tried to pass up the river 
beyond the village, but the dangerous rapids of 
Lachine made him pause. On the way back from 


another visit to France he met the Sieur de 
Roberval, who afterward built a fort on the St. 
Lawrence and explored the surrounding country. 
But Roberval accomplished nothing more, and 
famine at length reduced the survivors to a state 
of abject dependence upon the natives. In vain 
Roberval entreated the King to come to his rescue 
with supplies of colonists, food, and ammunition. 
Instead of granting this petition, King Francis 
despatched orders for his lieutenant to return to 
France. Roberval reluctantly obeyed, and thus the 
first attempt to establish a French colony on the 
banks of the St. Lawrence ended in failure. 

Cartier was allowed by the King to bear always 
the title of “Captain.” He undertook no more 
voyages into unknown lands, but died about 1577 
in his own manor-house close to St. Malo. Years 
before, King Francis had been stricken by death, 
and thereupon his country was plunged in unhappy 
civil war. But in the midst of the long and deadly 
strife Canada was not wholly forgotten, and 
Frenchmen still spoke with pride of the valiant 
Cartier, whose adventurous courage had first un- 
furled their country’s flag in the savage wilds of 
the western world. 


MARGUERITE DE ROBERVAL* 
BY W. S. HERRINGTON 


Tue story I am about to relate may be of no 
historical significance, but it furnishes an illustra- 
tion of the courage and endurance of the women 
who first visited these shores. 

It will be remembered that the third voyage of 
Cartier, in 1541, was made under Sieur de Rober- 
val, whom Francis I appointed the first viceroy of 
Canada. He was a wealthy French noble of a 
most determined and cruel disposition. His niece, 
Marguerite de Roberval, was a member of his 
household. She was a bright young girl, full of 
the spirit of adventure of the age, and such a 
favorite with her uncle that he consented to her 
accompanying him upon the voyage. Like many 
another maiden in like circumstances, Marguerite 
had for some time, unknown to her uncle, been 
receiving the attention of a poor young cavalier 
whose love was not unrequited. He could not 
bear the thought of being separated from _ his 
sweetheart, so he managed to enlist as a volunteer 
with Roberval, and sailed in the same ship with 


*From ‘Heroines of Canadian History,'’ by W. S. Herrington. 
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him and his niece. In the course of the voyage 
the lovers’ secret was discovered, and Roberval’s 
affection for his niece gave way to a vengeance 
cruel and inhuman. 

Off the coast of Newfoundland was an island 
called the Isle of Demons, supposed to be the 
abode of evil spirits. Turning a deaf ear to the 
supplications of the frightened girl, the cruel 
monster deposited her upon this lonely shore with 
no other companion to share her solitude than an 
old nurse. With scant provisions, four guns, and 
a limited supply of ammunition, he left her to her 
fate. Her lover was powerless to stay the hand 
of Roberval, and as the ship was getting under 
way again, strapping his gun and a quantity of 
ammunition to his back, he leaped into the sea 
and with sturdy strokes soon rejoined the heart- 
broken Marguerite. 

In vain they hoped and prayed that their pitiable 
plight might move the stony heart of the governor. 
He never returned. Marguerite and her lover went 
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strength and courage to bear up under her heavy 
yy burden. 

Only a few months before, she was the moving 
spirit in the castle of the “little king of Vimeu,” 
as her uncle was called, and no luxury was denied 
her. She was his favorite and had often accom- 
panied him upon his hunting expeditions, where 
fortunately she had become an expert with the 
arquebuse. His love had changed to hatred. The 
gayety of the court was now replaced by the 
dreadful solitude of this lonely isle. Want and 
privation, discomfort and fear now confronted 
her, and the three fresh mounds, bathed with her 
scalding tears, warned her that she, too, was likely 
very soon to join the only human beings who had 
shared her misery. Then there would be no tender 
hands to caress her in her last hours. 
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MARGUERITE IS LEFT TO HER FATE . 


through the form of marriage as best they could 
without the aid of a priest. Did ever a couple be- 
gin housekeeping under such trying circumstances ? 
They built themselves a rude hut. The wild fowl 
and fish furnished their table, and from the skins 
of wild animals they provided themselves with 
clothing to resist the cold of the approaching 
winter. 

In the following summer Marguerite became a 
mother and devoted most of her time to caring 
for her baby. Her husband had hoped that the 
cruel uncle would return to relieve their suffer- 
ing, and the bitter disappointment he experienced 
crushed his spirit. Grieving over the suffering 
of his loving wife, he sickened and died. The 
baby did not long survive him, and the faithful 
nurse also succumbed. In the lonely forest this 
brave young woman knelt beside the graves she 
had made with her own hands and prayed for 
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THEY BUILD A RUDE HUT 

She did not yield to these despairing thoughts, 
but determined to meet her fate with a bold front. 
For eighteen long and dreary months she wandered 
about the shores straining her eyes for a glimpse 
of a sail. Three or four times relief seemed at 


hand as a white speck appearing upon the horizon 
soon disclosed the dimensions of a ship, only to 


melt away again, leaving her more lonely than 
before. 

The third winter was almost upon her when she 
again espied a welcome sail. How was she to lure 
the ship to this dreaded shore—the supposed home 
of mischief-making demons? Mustering all her 
strength for one final effort, she sacrificed her 
little store of fuel that she had painfully gathered 
from the forest and built a huge fire, in the hope 
that the smoke would attract the attention of the 
strangers. -Nearer and nearer came the _ boat, 
a fisherman’s barque. With frantic gestures she 
signaled for help. The fishermen drew near 
enough to descry a lonely figure, clad in skins of 
wild animals, wildly gesticulating as she ran along 
the shore. In doubt as to whether this was a 
human being or a dreaded spirit, they concluded 
to solve the mystery and land upon the island, and 
thus was Marguerite rescued from her perilous 
situation and shortly afterward was returned to 
France after an absence of nearly three years. 

Do the annals of any history furnish a more 
pathetic or a more impressive tale than this? 
The courage that will lead battalions to the can- 
non’s mouth might well waver when confronted 
with the terrors of the awful exile of this brave 
young girl. The strength that will carry hardened 
soldiers through a protracted battle would in most 
instances succumb to the long months of solitary 
suffering such as was endured by Marguerite de 
Roberval. 
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RADISSON, “THE CANADIAN ULYSSES” 


“Do sx careful, Pierre, and promise that you will 
keep near the fort,’ urged Marguerite, the sister 
ef Pierre Esprit Radisson, a French youth of 
about sixteen years of age, who was preparing 
for a hunt in the forest near Three Rivers. It 
was in 1653. The Iroquois were on the war- 
path. Only a short time before the Governor of 
Three Rivers and twelve leading citizens had 
been murdered a little distance from the gate of 
the fort. 

But Pierre laughed merrily at his sister’s fears. 
He was a tall, sturdy youth, as straight and lithe 
as a young Indian warrior. 

“Ma petite sceur,’ he mocked. “Why did I 
come to America then? To sit behind walls, and 
leave the game for Indians to shoot? No! I can 
shoot as well as a greasy red-skin. Perhaps I 
shall bring you a Mohawk scalp. Yes?” He 
kissed his hand gayly to the anxious elder sister, 
and was off for the grassy-bordered lakes and 
the rough woodland trails. 

It was near sundown when Pierre was return- 
ing. The sky glowed red and gold behind the 
brown maples. Wild ducks skimmed darkly 
above the gray swamp-lands. Pierre’s game-bag 
was loaded. He tramped eagerly homeward, 
keeping a watchful eye on the darkening clumps 
of bushes. Something moved in the thick under- 
brush. Pierre slipped behind a tree-trunk, but 
was instantly surrounded by a band of Iroquois. 
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He was taken to the Mohawk village and put 
through preliminary tortures. He was tied to a 
stake and his finger-nails torn out, and he watched 
the Indians gathering wood for his burning. But 
his insolent scorn of pain appealed to the red- 
men. Besides, he would make a fine warrior. 
He was released, and allowed to run the gauntlet. 
He ran and dodged so vigorously that not an 
arrow pierced him. ‘The Mohawks cheered his 
skill and courage. He was given to a captive 
Huron woman for adoption, and treated as a 
member of the tribe. 

Soon he attempted to escape with an Algon- 
quin captive. He almost reached home, but was 
recaptured, and for two days subjected to tor- 
tures. Burned and mutilated, with his undaunted 
spirit he again stirred the Indians. Gifts which 
he made of wampum belts also helped his cause. 
He was released, and a second time allowed the 
freedom of the Mohawk lodges. 

'Again he stole away from his captors. All day 
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he sped through the shadowy forests. Often he 
ran through streams to lose his trail from his 
pursuers. The months of training on Indian 
hunts proved valuable now. His muscles were 
like steel, his sense of danger as keen as that 
of a savage. 

Night came, but still he ran, now stopping to 
drink from a bubbling spring, but always alert, 
like a hunted animal. Dawn came. He was 
dizzy with fatigue, and his moccasins were worn. 
to shreds, but he staggered on. The second 
afternoon he reached the Dutch settlements on 
the Hudson. He hid for three days in Albany, 
with the Mohawks sniffing about in search of 
him. A priest gave him passage-money to 
Europe. He was passed down the river to New 
York and sailed in a Dutch boat to Holland. 


RADISSON AGAIN FOILS THE 
INDIANS 


The next May Radisson was back at Three 
Rivers. At the request of the Iroquois, a Jesuit 
mission had been opened on Lake Onondaga, but 
had been given up on account of the hostility of 
the Indians. The Iroquois now begged for mis- 
sionaries, and a party of French and Hurons was 
setting out with some Iroquois to re-establish the 
abandoned post. Radisson, now a man in experi- 
ence, though only eighteen years of age, volun- 
teered to go along. 

His knowledge of Indian ways and language 
made him a desirable scout. At first the Iroquois 
pretended to be greatly interested in Jesuit ser- 
mons. But as soon as they struck the wilderness 
they began to show signs of treachery. The 
French pretended to notice nothing, and pressed 
on toward the fort. Soon the converted Hurons 
were cold-bloodedly murdered. Only a few In- 
dian women escaped. The French took refuge 
in the fort with their stock and provisions. 
Luckily it was large enough to accommodate 
everything. 

The Iroquois warriors gathered in  ever- 
increasing numbers outside the palisades. They 
threw aside all their pretended interest in relig- 
ious teaching. With miles of savage winter 
forest between them and the white settlements, 
the French were helpless. They sent messages 
to Quebec, but these were captured by the Iro- 
quois. The Indians waited, confident of their 
prey. 

Week after week passed. Spring loosened the 
ice in the rivers, and the savages grew very 
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watchful. Radisson, meanwhile, had not been 
idle. He had the French secretly building boats 
in the lofts of the fort. He came and went freely 
among the Indians, and presently he learned of a 
plot to murder half the colony and keep the rest 
as hostages to be exchanged for some Iroquois 
who were held at Quebec. 

The French could delay no longer. Radisson 
spread word among the Indians that a great feast 
was soon to be given them by the inhabitants of 
the fort. And a great feast it was. Radisson 
knew the Mohawk ceremonial traditions. It was 
a rule that no food should be left uneaten which 
had been prepared for a religious feast, such as 
this was to be. 


THE FEAST IS SPREAD 


Corn-cakes, roast duck, roast pork, fish, veni- 
son—everything aVailable was prepared for the 
occasion. Care was taken, also, to arrange the 
feast outside of the inner walls. Then the whole 
village was invited. Everybody came, even the 
watchful spies who had been lurking about to 
discover any attempt of the whites to escape from 
the fort. 

Radisson played the merry host. The Indians 
danced and ate, and ate, and ate. In vain they 
begged to be excused. Radisson urged the sump- 
tuous viands upon them, reminding them of their 
religious duty. Gorged and drunken, they at last 
fell asleep over the tables. And while the Indians 
were sleeping the French stole out of the rear 
gates, loaded their boats with provisions and 
ammunition and set forth down a little stream to 
the Oswego River, and from there to Lake 
Ontario. 

To deceive the Indians, stuffed dummies had 
been placed on guard at the fort windows. A 
few dogs and chickens were left inside, and a pig 
was tied to the main gate, to tramp busily back 
and forth, like a watchful sentinel behind the 
walls. 

Radisson’s trick had worked. By April the 
French were safe at Quebec. The crowing 
chickens, a barking dog and a tramping pig kept 
up a semblance of life at the abandoned fort. 
It must have been a very disappointed Indian 
who first climbed up to peer over the deserted 
palisades. 


WIDE WANDERINGS 


When Radisson arrived at Three Rivers he 
found that his sister, Marguerite, had married 
an adventurous Frenchman named Chouart. ‘The 
two men became fast friends. In June they set 
out westward with a party of French and In- 


dians, to slip through the hostile camps of the 
Iroquois. 

After many thrilling experiences they explored 
Lake Huron, and went to Green Bay, Lake Mich- 
igan, as the guests of a party of Pottawatomies. 
All that Winter they ‘wandered about, meeting 
tribes of Sioux and Crees and learning what they 
could of the country. 

They visited the Mississippi and the adjoining 
territories. They declared Michigan to be “the 
delightfulest lake of the world—finer than Italy, 
as to climate, and more delightful the farther 
south one goes.” 

The next Winter was spent on Lake Superior 
and around the northern rivers. They heard 
from the Indians about a great “Bay of the 
North,” and this they determined to visit. They 
said little about their plans. But after a year’s 
rest at Three Rivers, they applied to the French 
Governor for a license to leave. They believed 
that not far beyond Lake Superior they would 
find the long-sought passage by sea to Japan and 
China. 

The Governor's proposal that they take along 
two of his servants who would share in the profits 
of the venture did not appeal to Radisson and 
Chouart. They did not wish to be hampered with 
inexperienced men. So they escaped with a re- 
turning party of Northwest Indians, and were 
again free in the fascinating wilds. 

After another year of exploration, Radisson 
and Chouart returned to Three Rivers. As the 
French Governor was very angry at their escape, 
and France would do nothing to aid them, the 
explorers offered their services to England, and 
brought about the formation of the Hudson’s Bay 
Company, one of the most important factors in 
the life and settlement of Canada. : 

It is said that Radisson was never defeated 
in an undertaking, though he was always assum- 
ing the most daring risks. He was as fearless 
and as fickle as the Indians he tricked, and his 
resourcefulness and keen judgment made him a 
match for white men as well. 

After a quarrel with the Hudson’s Bay Com- 
pany, he joined the French and established a 
French fort on the Bay. He returned to Europe, 
and again entered the service of England, and 
led an expedition which captured the fort he 
himself had founded. 

Whether serving the French, English, or In- 
dians, he was a cheerful soldier of fortune, who 
seemed always to draw a winning hand. His 
exploits opened new wilds for trading, and the 
narrative of his adventures is an interesting and 
valuable record of early exploration. 


THE STORY OF MADELEINE DE VERCHERES 
EDITED BY BLISS CARMAN 


IN THE great struggle between France and Eng- danger, Everywhere was lurking terror. No 
land for the possession of the American Conti- man was safe, no life was sure. The trader pad- 
nent, the French were usually aided by the Algon- dling downstream with his store of furs, the 
quin tribes of Indians, and the English by the trapper returning from the woods, the farmer 
Iroquois tribes, the famous Five Nations, This walking behind his plow, each knew that he held 
stirring up of the Indians of course made the war his life in his hands. “The enemy is upon us by 
very barbarous and life for the colonists very and and sea,’ wrote Frontenac; “send us more 
unsafe. The houses in the country were deserted, men if you want the colony to be saved.” 

fields lay untilled, and people crowded to the towns Many stories are told of brave deeds done at 
for safety. Sometimes the people of a village this time. One of the most famous is that of 
would gather and all work together for greater Madeleine de Verchéres, a girl of fourteen, who 
protection. But while they worked, sentinels were held her father’s fort against the Indians for a 
kept on watch to give warning at the first sign of | whole week. 

It was autumn, and all the settlers at Verchéres 
had gone to work in the fields some miles from 
the fort, leaving only two soldiers on guard. Be- 
sides them in the fort were a man of eighty and 
some women and children, among whom were 
Madeleine and her two brothers, one ten and the 
other twelve. 

Everything seemed peaceful and quiet in the 
hazy afternoon. The crickets sang in the ripe 
grass; the air was still and warm; there was no 
sign of danger anywhere. But through the thick 
forest, which already glowed gold and red beneath 
the autumn sun, Indians were stealing on their 
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foes. Thinking that all was safe, Madeleine had 
gone down to the river that flowed not far from 
the fort. Suddenly through the still air was heard 
the sound of a gunshot. Hardly had the sound 
died away when to the girl’s startled ears came a 
cry from the fort. “Run, Miss, run!” shouted the 
old man, “the Indians are upon us!” 

Madeleine turned. There, not a pistol-shot away 
from her, was a band of forty-five or fifty In- 
dians. On the instant she fled like a startled 
rabbit, her heart in her mouth, her light feet 
skimming the beaten path. But how long the way 
seemed! As she ran, she prayed. 

The bullets of forty muskets sang in the air 
and whistled round her as she fled. It seemed as 
if she would never reach the fort! “To arms, to 
arms!” she shouted as she ran, hoping that some- 
gne would come out to help her. No one came, 
but she was well ahead of her pursuers, and with 
a last burst of speed she reached the gate and 
sprang inside. With trembling hands and panting 
breast, she turned and closed and made fast the 
gate, then was almost overcome with joy at her 
escape. But that was only for a moment. She 
must waste no time. There was the fort with its 
other inmates to be guarded. She ran round the 
fort to see that all Here and 
there logs had fallen out of the palisades, leaving 
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holes through which the enemy might get in. 
‘These she ordered to be replaced, herself helping 
to carry the logs. As soon as that was done she 
went to the guardroom where the gunpowder and 
shot were kept. Here she found the two soldiers 
hiding in terror. One had a lighted match in his 
hand. 

“What are you going to do with that?” she 
asked quickly. 

“I am going to set fire to the powder and blow 
us all up,” he answered. 

“You coward!” cried Madeleine. “Go!” 

She was only a girl of fourteen, but she spoke 
so sternly that the soldier was ashamed. He blew 
out his match and left the room. 

Madeleine now threw off her white muslin sun- 
bonnet, put on a steel cap in its place and, taking 
a gun in her hand, turned to her two brothers. 

“Now, boys,” she said, “let us fight to the death. 
Remember what father has taught you, that gentle- 
men must be ready to die for their God and their 
king.” 

The boys were only little fellows, but they were 
as brave as their sister, and taking their guns, 
they went to the loopholes and began to fire upon 
the Indians who were now close round the house. 
The women were much frightened in spite of 
Madeleine’s brave example, and the little children 
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were crying with fear. But this stout-hearted girl 
comforted them all as well as she could, telling the 
children that they must not cry, for if the Indians 
heard, they would learn how hopeless the state of 
the fort was and would attack more fiercely. So 
Madeleine encouraged the little band to help in 
the heroic defense of their stronghold. 

All day long the fight lasted, and with the fall 
of night and darkness a terrible storm came on. 
The wind howled round the walls, and wailed 
dismally in the chinks and chimneys. It was a 
fearful night, and Madeleine, anxiously watching 
the movements of the Indians as well as she could 
in the half-light, became sure that they were mak- 
ing ready to attack the fort under cover of the 
darkness and the storm. She could just see their 
shadowy figures moving among the shadows of 
the woods, gliding silently from cover to cover, 
and always stealing nearer to their prey. It was 
a sight to try the nerves of the strongest man, 
but it did not break the courage of this dauntless 
little French girl. She was made of the finest 
spirit, and the blood of fearless adventurers and 
pioneers ran in her veins. 

In that howling storm, on the edge of a lonely 
forest, beset by a band of cruel enemies, Madeleine 
gathered her little garrison and made a brief 
speech to them. 

“God has saved us to-day from the hands of 
our enemies,’ she said. “But we must watch 
to-night lest we fall into their snares.” 

Then she gave her orders to each of the men, 
posting them as well as she could at the wall. So 
all night long the Indians heard the steady tread 
of sentinels on duty. Every hour from fort and 
blockhouse came the cry, “All’s well!” The wily 
Indians, hearing that call ringing steadily above 
the storm, were completely deceived; and thinking 
that the fort was strongly garrisoned, they dared 
not attack. 

Toward morning there was an alarm. 
sentry nearest the gate suddenly called out: 

“Lady, I hear something.” 

Hurrying to him, Madeleine peered anxiously 
through the loophole, straining her eyes to see. 
And there, against the whiteness of the new-fallen 
snow, black moving figures could be seen coming 
close round the house. For a few moments 
Madeleine watched in fresh dread. Then soft 
lowing and snuffing was heard, and the girl gave 
a sigh of relief. These were not Indians, but 
some of the cattle belonging to the fort that had 
found their way through the snow back to the 
gate. There were only a few of them, for the 
Indians had captured nearly all the herd. 

“Open the gate and let them in,” said someone. 

“No, no,” cried Madeleine, “you forget how 
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cunning these Indians are! Very likely they are 
behind the cattle, wrapped in skins and ready to 
rush in the moment we are silly enough to open 
the gate.” 

“That is true,” said the others. 

Then after some talk it was decided to take the 
risk. For if they were long besieged they might 
be glad of the cattle to keep them from starving. 

Calling her two brothers, Madeleine placed them 
one on each side of the gate, with their guns in 
their hands and their fingers on the triggers ready 
to fire. Then the gate was carefully opened. One 
by one the cattle came in, glad to be back in 
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MADELEINE CAREFULLY OPENED THE GATE 


sheltered quarters, and the gate was again closed 
and barred in safety. And everybody drew a long 
breath of relief. 

So the long night of anxiety wore on and ended 
at last. And as the sun rose and the darkness fled, 
the fears and terrors of the night fled too. 

The sunlight glittered on the white, new snow; 
the sky was clear and blue; squirrels ran and 
chattered in the tall, dark spruce trees; and all the 
beautiful world looked smiling and safe; but the 
brave little garrison did not dare to go off guard, 
for no one knew how long the Indians might lurk 
hidden in the woods. So they took turns at 
keeping watch, and some did the necessary work 
of the besieged household, while others rested. 
So the short, bright day passed and another long 
night shut down on those brave defenders. It 
was starlight and cold, and the guards could see 
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“YOU ARE WELCOME” 


their breath in the frosty air as they tramped 
steadily to and fro and cried their “All’s well!” in 
the still night. Luckily their foes made no at- 
tempt to attack them, and so another night and a 
day passed, and another and another. 

The brave little garrison still kept watch in the 
closed fort. And now and again they caught 
glimpses of the Indians prowling about in the 
woods. Hour by hour Madeleine marched round 
the posts, always smiling, always speaking cheer- 
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ing words, however uneasy she might be at heart. 
For the first two days and nights she hardly slept, 
never laying down her gun nor taking off her 
clothes. 

And so a week went by. On the seventh night 
Madeleine had gone into the guardroom to rest, 
for she was very weary.. With her musket still 
in her arms, she sat down, laid her head upon the 
table for a moment—and went to sleep. How 
long she sat there she did not know. Suddenly 
she started wide awake in a panic. Listening, she 
heard the tramp of men around the house. Spring- 
ing up, she seized her gun. 

“Who goes there?” she called out into the dark- 
ness. 

“French,” came the reply; “it is La Monnerie 
come to help you.” 

Oh, how good his voice sounded! 
the gate, Madeleine threw it open. But even now 
she did not forget to be careful. Posting a senti- 
nel, she marched out to meet the Frenchmen, to 
the cheering of her little band. 

“Sir, you are welcome,” she said, giving La 
Monnerie, the leader, a military salute, “I sur- 
render you my arms.” 

“Lady,” replied the captain, bowing low before 
her, ‘they are in good hands.” 

With that she turned and led the way, and 
La Monnerie and his soldiers marched into the 
fort. Wonderingly he made a tour of the de- 
fenses and found all in good order, each “man” at 
his post. It was perhaps the strangest, bravest 
garrison he ever had seen. Among them were a 
man of eighty and a boy of ten; and this slim gir] 
of fourteen was their leader ! 

“Sir,” said Madeleine, a little wearily, but with 
a joyful pride, “relieve my men. We have not 
been off duty for eight days.” 
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THE THERMOFPYLE OF CANADA 
BY WILFRED CAMPBELL 


A NoteD historical spot on the Ottawa River is the 
Long Sault at the head of the famous rapids, 
where the heroic Daulac and his sixteen young 
followers, assisted by a few Huron Indians, with- 
stood, it is said, fully twelve hundred Iroquois 
for the space of several days, and gave their lives 
in the end for the preservation of New France. 

It seems that Canada had suffered for twenty 
years under the persistent attacks of the famous, 
cruel tribes of Indians called the Iroquois. The 
French population in the whole colony was less 


than three thousand souls, and they were saved 
from destruction only by the fact that their settle- 
ments were grouped around three fortified posts— 
Quebec, Three Rivers, and Montreal. To the 
Iroquois, Canada had become indispensable, and 
they determined, if they could, to destroy the 
French colony, their policy being a persistent at- 
tack on the outskirts of the different settlements. 
This became, in time, a perfect scourge to the 
French settlers, who saw no way of éscape from 
this terrible condition. Outside the fortifications 
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there was no safety for a moment, and a universal 
terror seized the people. 

When things were in this condition, Adam 
Daulac, or Dollard, appeared on the scene as a 
young officer of the garrison of Montreal. He 
formed a desperate plan. Shortly before, it had 
been discovered that twelve hundred Iroquois 
warriors were on the eve of descending on Mon- 
treal and Quebec, with the object of wiping out 
the whole colony. 

Daulac’s plan was a desperate one. He pro- 
posed to meet the Indians and waylay them on 
their descent of the river Ottawa, and fight them 
to the death. He asked for a party of volunteers. 
Sixteen of the young men of Montreal caught his 
spirit, determined to join him, and, gaining the 
governor’s consent, made their wills, confessed, 
and received the sacrament, binding themselves by 
oath to fight to the death and receive no quarter. 
“As they knelt for the last time,” says Parkman, 
“before the altar in the chapel of the Hétel Dieu, 
that sturdy little population of pious Indian- 
fighters gazed on them with enthusiasm not un- 
mixed with an envy which had in it nothing ig- 
noble.” 


The spirit of this enterprise was purely that of 
the Middle Ages. Honor, adventure, and faith 
had to do with its motive and inspiration, Daulac 
was a knight of the New Worid. The names, 
ages, and occupations of the young men are still 
in the old register of the parish at Montreal. They 
were soldiers and artisans of various callings, but 
their spirit made them equal. 

Leaving Montreal in their canoes, they at last 
entered the mouth of the Ottawa and .slowly ad- 
vanced up the stream. They soon passed the swift 
current at Carillon, and after much toil and travail 
reached the foot of the rapid called the Long 
Sault. Here they found an old ruined fort, of which 
they took possession, and were soon joined by 
a small band of Hurons and Algonquins, who, 
hearing of their intention, had followed them up 
the river to share in their victory or defeat. 

Here, a few days later, they were besieged by 
an immense body of the Iroquois, and for five 
days, through hunger, thirst, and want of sleep, 
shut up in their narrow fort, they fought and 
prayed by turns. And here at last they died, but 
not until they had given the fierce savages such a 
dreadful lesson that they never forgot it. 


MACKENZIE, THE 


“Tip Indians say there is a great ocean beyond 
the mountains,’ observed Alexander Mackenzie 
to the commander of Fort Chippewyan. “If this 
is true, there lies our route to India.” 

It was the year 1789, and the little post on Lake 
Athabaska marked the western border of English 
occupation in Canada. The great Northwest was 
still an unknown wilderness, and men had not 
given up the search for a northwest passage to 
the riches of India;*the route which Columbus 
and many others had set out to discover. 

“It will be a long and dangerous voyage,” 
remarked the officer’ of the fort. 

“So much more to our credit if we make the 
discovery,” urged the young explorer.. 


As an agent of the Northwest Fur Company, 


Mackenzie had shown his bravery and endurance. 
Though still in his early twenties he was recog- 
nized as a bold and resourceful leader. 

It was a sunny June morning a few weeks later 
that Mackenzie set out with Indian guides and 
canoes and a few white companions. He pro- 
posed to follow the Slave River to its source, 
and to press on in search of the unknown ocean. 
An Indian guide, called “English Chief,’ was to 
direct the daring voyagers. The chief had his 
two wives with him who were to cook and help 
with the preparation of game. 

The air was crisp, the water sparkled beneath 
the paddles, and ducks and cranes flew honking 
above the trail. It was not all easy sailing, but 
Mackenzie was a fit captain for such an expedi- 
tion. Dangerous rapids in the Slave River 
compelled the explorers to travel miles overland, 
carrying their canoes and luggage around the 
falls. They fished and hunted along the way 
and stopped to make “pemmican,” fish dried in 
the sun and ground to powder. 


HUNTING WHALES AMONG THE 


ICEBERGS 


On the islands of Great Slave Lake they found 
many kinds of delicious wild berries. But here, 
also, were fresh difficulties. Great cakes of ice 
drifted about in the lake even in this summer 
season, and the birch-bark canoes were in con- 
stant danger of being crushed. There were many 
things to try the skill and courage of the adven- 
turous young leader. ‘The Indians were often 
sulky and obstinate. They met strange tribes 
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who told discouraging tales of the dangers and 
hardships ahead. 

But they at last discovered the source of an- 
other stream, flowing. north from Great Slave 
Lake, and Mackenzie pushed on up the river 
that now bears his name. Coal was found along 
the shores of the lake, and banks of it were 
burning, filling the air with a sulphurous smell. 
Further north, the Indians told of meeting the 
mysterious Russians from Alaska, and of Eskimos 
who fought with slings. 

At last the intrepid explorer reached the mouth 
of the river and could look out upon the huge 
piles of ice in the Arctic Ocean. Eskimos were 
hunting whales among the huge icebergs. Mac- 
kenzie would have been glad to explore the new 
country further, but was afraid of delaying in 
this wild’ northland without more adequate pro- 
visions. 

And it was well that he began the homeward 
journey at once. Traveling up-stream was slow 
and difficult. His Indians grew more trouble- 
some and threatened to leave him. But by tact 
and cheerful persistence he managed to keep his 
party together and reached Fort Chippewyan 
early in September when the coming Winter 
made canoe travel exceedingly dangerous. 

Mackenzie now spent a year in study in Eng- 
land so that he could give more scientific reports 
of the land he visited. He wanted to understand 
the significance of all he found. His next under- 
taking was to reach the Pacific, traveling west- 
ward on foot and by canoe. 

His plan required patience as well as courage 
and endurance. By exploring Peace River from 
Slave Lake he found that it was possible to fol- 
low this stream into the Rocky Mountains. So 
he spent the Winter of 1793 on the banks of the 
river at a point as far west as he dared to press. 
As soon as Spring cleared the frozen streams he 
was ready for a start forward through the peril- 
ous mountain passes. 


THEY FOLLOW ELK PATHS 


Early in May he pushed up Peace River with 
his small party of French-Canadians and Indian 
guides. He describes the scenery as most beau- 
tiful, with green slopes, bold precipices, groves 
of poplars and thickets of wild shrubs in blossom. 
Elk and buffalo herded upon the grassy plains. 

But as the ascent grew more rugged the party 


332 


MAKERS OF CANADA 


was forced to travel on foot, carrying goods and 
canoe. Progress was slow, sometimes only a few 
miles a day. But the men pressed on through 
dense forests of pine, cypress, birch, poplar, and 
willow. They were able to follow paths which 
the herds of elk had made through the thick 
jungle of underbrush. They found whole acres 
of poplars cut down by the beavers. 

As it grew warmer, the travelers were all but 
devoured by swarms of gnats and mosquitoes. 
Then they met tribes of hostile Indians. It took 


all of Mackenzie’s skill and courage to win the 
friendship of these frightened natives. 
He decided to camp for a while and see if he 


ALEXANDER MACKENZIE 


could not learn from the Indians about the best 
route to follow. He watched them make their 
canoes from spruce bark, instead of birch, and he 
studied their language and customs. They told 
him that a month’s journey beyond the moun- 
tains there was “a great lake of stinking water.” 
This was their description of the Pacific, the 
goal of the white chief’s journeying. 

Mackenzie was able to secure a guide from 
these Indians and pressed on to the west. This 
was the region in which were the southern 
“sources of the great Mackenzie River which our 
explorer had traced northward four years before. 

There were lofty mountain lakes and swiftly 
flowing streams. One of these streams which 
the Indians called “Bad River” came near mak- 
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ing an end of the luckless exploring party. The 
violent current dashed the canoe madly against 
the rocks. Mackenzie jumped into the water and 
was quickly followed by his men. They held on 
to the wrecked canoe as their one hope of safety. 
This kept them from being battered to death on 
the rocks and swept over the roaring falls. 


MACKENZIE’S FOLLOWERS MUTINY 


Most of the luggage was lost, and the rest 
had to be spread in the sun to dry. The Indians 
sat down and wept at the misfortune. But the 
I’rench-Canadians were glad of the loss, as they 
thought it would discourage Mackenzie, and that 
he would turn back home. They were sick of 
the hardships of the trail, and wanted to give 
up the search for an ocean beyond the mountains. 

The young leader had one friend, however, 
in his countryman, Alexander Mackay, whose 
Scotch pluck was as dauntless as Mackenzie’s 
own. ‘The explorer wisely refrained from argu- 
ing with his mutinous followers until they were 
dry and warm again, and had cooked and eaten 
a good dinner. Then he was able to persuade 
them to go ahead, with the canoe mended and 
the remaining goods re-packed. 

The guide promised that they would soon reach 
a larger and less turbulent river. Flies and 
mosquitoes still tortured them, and they waded 
through swamps in which they were almost 
drowned. The new Indian guide now deserted 
them, and Mackenzie was obliged to direct the 
journey as best he could from what the Indians 
had told him. Floods of driftwood threatened 
their canoe with another disaster whenever they 
tried to embark on the swift mountain streams. 

But at last they found themselves “on the bank 
of a navigable river on the western side of the 
first great range of mountains.” Down this wide 
stream they paddled between snow-capped moun- 
tain ranges. Red deer grazed along the river, 
and the short rations were soon supplemented 
with plenty of venison. 

Strange Indian tribes were again encountered, 
and not being able to speak their language, Mac- 
kenzie needed to be very careful not to give them 
offense. He made them presents of trinkets, and 
succeeded in making peace even when they ap- 
proached with drawn bows. But he had to be 
prepared for war continually, in case his peace 
overtures should fail. 


PLPSHAtvic GO \ON “TO? THE sPACLEICY: 


The canoe was again full of holes from its 
rough voyaging among the rocks, and chilling 


334 BOYS AND GIRLS WHO BECAME FAMOUS 


rain and hail storms drenched the travelers. In 
the midst of these troubles his followers again 
grew mutinous. But Mackenzie faced the men 
fearlessly. “I know your plans to desert me,” 
he declared. “But come what will, I am going 
on to the Pacific.” 

His courage probably shamed the mutineers. 
At any rate, they all went to work at building a 
new canoe. Perhaps they realized that a man 
who could command treacherous Indians and 
white men and fight his way cheerfully through 
such overwhelming odds was not an undesirable 
companion on a wilderness trail. 

Whatever the reason, they stayed with Mac- 
kenzie, and they would surely have been badly 
off without his leadership. Presently the desert- 
ing guide returned with apologies. The party 
buried their belongings, sc that they could be 
found on the return trip. They left their canoe 
with a shelter of boughs to protect it from the 
sun, and started on foot for the last long climb 
up the wooded mountains and on to the unknown 
sea. 

Each man had his load of from seventy to 
ninety pounds, consisting of food, ammunition, 
and presents for the Indians. All of the white 
men also carried guns. Toiling up the steep 
slopes they would be soaked with perspiration 
and then drenched with chilling rains. They 
traveled thirteen miles the first day and were 
told by the natives that the coast was about a 
six days’ journey west. 

The Indians met with now were generally 
more friendly. They lived in fairly well-built 
wooden huts. They were tall, often gray-eyed, 
and dressed in leather. The men were unusually 
clean from being constantly in the water in their 
swimming and canoeing feats. When they found 


that the white travelers were hungry they fed 
them generously with roast salmon, berries, and 
salmon roe. 


MACKENZIE MEETS THE INDIANS’ 
ARROWS 


Occasionally, however, the Indians ran away, 
or appeared very hostile. At one village the men 
armed themselves with arrows, spears, and axes, 
and stood waiting the signal for attack. Mac- 
kenzie walked up to them alone, and fearlessly 
shook hands with the first man he came to. This 
cool courage stirred the red-men. An old war- 
rior came out of the crowd and threw his arms 
about Mackenzie. Another took off his beauti- 
ful robe of otter skin and put it over the shoul- 
ders of the brave young leader. 

They took him to their homes, gave him their 
choicest food, and showed him every honor. So 
at last the little party reached the tossing waters 
of the blue Pacific. Mackenzie was the first 
white man to cross the continent north of Mex- 
ico. 

On the face of a seaward-looking cliff the suc- 
cessful leader painted the following words: “Al- 
exander Mackenzie, from Canada, by land, the 
twenty-second of July, one thousand seven hun- 
dred and ninety three.” Then, yielding to the 
entreaties of his men, he led them safely back 
and reached Fort Chippewyan, August 24, 1793, 
after an absence of eleven months. 

A trail had been blazed through the great 
northwest of Canada. The myth of an inland 
sea west of the Rockies was exploded; colonists 
and mounted police were soon following in the 
tracks of Mackenzie’s party. 


THE UNITEDZEMPIRE LOY Alisis 


“T wonpvER what ships those are?” said a Cana- 
dian frontiersman as he looked out of his cabin 
doorway one morning and noticed loaded vessels 
landing their crowds of men, women and _ chil- 
dren on the shores of a northern lake. The man 
went down to speak to the immigrants, and dis- 
covered that they were United Empire Loyal- 
ists, exiles from the States, seeking new homes 
in the pine-forests of the north. 

The people were a sad yet eager company. 
They carried their few household treasures as 
if they were precious mementoes of happy days 
that had long passed. There were fine gentle- 


men in velvet and laces and white silk stock- 
ings, and there were soldiers and farmers and 
city-bred clerks. Some of the women were 
dressed handsomely in silks and brocades, which 
were strangely out of place in the wilderness to 
which they had come. 

Along the lakes and rivers, and across the bor- 
der by rough forest or prairie roads, the Loyalists 
streamed into Canada. Some of them had left 
luxurious homes. Some of them had barely suc- 
ceeded in paying for humble farm-houses. But 
all these possessions were now left behind. Many 
had helped to build roads, and bridges, and towns 
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in a new land, only to find themselves now in 
another new land where fresh roads, and bridges, 
and towns must be built. 

Canada owes much of her later prosperity to 
these bands of sturdy exiles who crossed over 
from the United States during or following the 
Revolutionary War. ‘These were the people who 
wished to remain true to England, instead of 
joining the revolting colonists. They were se- 
verely persecuted by the zealous patriots, who 
could see no excuse for loyalty which differed 
from their own. 


LOYALISTS PLUNDERED AND HANGED 


After England’s defeat and the establishment 
of American independence, the fate of the Loy- 
alists was wretched in the extreme. England 
failed to provide for the protection of these 
Americans who had served her most faithfully. 
And though Washington and other wise and just 
leaders protested in their behalf, some of the 
Loyalists were hanged and others beaten and 
plundered. Their estates were confiscated, and 
they were exiled under penalty of death. 

Thousands flocked into Canada and made 
homes for themselves on the lands which Eng- 
land at last provided. ‘Two main divisions 
streamed across the border or along the coast in 
ships. One branch spread through the provinces 
of Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince 
Edward Island, and the other settled along the 
St. Lawrence and on the northern shores of the 
Great Lakes. 


LOG HUTS AND CLAY CHIMNEYS 


The British government issued land-grants, 
implements, and food, and agreed to provide ra- 
tions for three years. Partial indemnity was 
paid for their losses in the war. Each family 
was given a plow and a cow. Many of the set- 
tlers were unaccustomed to pioneer life. But 
there was no choice now. They set to work in- 
dustriously to make new homes in the wilderness. 

They had to construct rude mills for grinding 
their Indian corn and wild rice. They felled 
trees for their log cabins, and built chimneys 
hastily of sticks and clay. Later better chimneys 
were made of stone or brick. In some places 
they suffered severely from cold and famine dur- 
ing the first winter. Deep vegetable cellars had 
to be dug to keep the precious garden vegetables 
from the penetrating frost. 

Many homes were miles and miles from any 
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neighbor. ‘Towns and forts were far beyond 
stretches of savage wilderness. ‘Their sheep were 
carried away by wolves and bears. 

Little furniture had been saved or could be 
carried over the long forest trail. Rude beds 
were made of poles and bark, and men and 
women who had been used to luxuries were glad 
to find shelter in huts little better than Indian 
wigwams. Occasionally an old clock, or treas- 
ured chair or writing desk, added a touch of civ- 
ilization to the crudeness of pioneer cabins. 

But the Loyalists had scant time for grieving 
over their losses. Land must be cleared and 
planted, and supplies gathered for the long Win- 
ter. Some who had no knowledge of farming, 
or of the best methods of pioneering, were natur- 
ally not always successful in their first ventures. 
They had to learn by experience, often a costly 
teacher. 


“THE HUNGRY YEAR” 


In 1787, the year the government supplies 
ended, there was a general failure of crops in 
the lake region, and 1788 was known as the “Hun- 
gry Year.” The people had to gather nuts and 
roots to keep from starving. Some ate poison- 
ous plants which they dug up in the woods, and 
died from the illness which followed. 

They had little ammunition, and spent much 
time and strength trying to kill game with poles 
or home-made traps. They fished clumsily with 
home-made hooks through holes cut in the ice. 
It was a gloomy, disheartening experience for 
the strongest. Some of the less hardy actually 
died of starvation before Spring came and plen- 
tiful harvests followed. 

Housewives gathered eagerly the first buds of 
trees and cooked them with pigweed and other 
wild “greens.” When the wheat-heads began to 
fill, the gaunt, hollow-eyed settlers devoured the 
young grain. With the growth of a good crop 
comfort crept back to the hunger-haunted homes. 

The trials of the wilderness life taught them 
to co-operate; and they celebrated their return- 
ing prosperity joyously. Work became play 
when done by a band of jolly workers. There 
were “bees” or “frolics’”” when all hands joined 
to build a cabin, to clear a garden patch or to 
gather the harvest. “Husking bees’ became 
merry occasions, with a hearty feast after the 
work was done. There were “sugarings off” in 
the spring woods on moonlight nights, with the 
sirup dripping into wooden troughs and the huge 
kettles boiling over red coals. The evening ended 
with a taffy-pull and perhaps a concert, before 
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‘the young people went their homeward ways 
through the dim, fresh woods. 


FROM VELVET TO HOMESPUN 


The Loyalists began to know the joys of suc- 
cess after their hard struggles. The velvet coats 
and white silk stockings had disappeared. Men 
who had been used to ordering slaves or servants 
for every task had learned to swing their own 
axes, plow their fields, and wrest a living from 
the forest wilds. 

Women spun and wove suitable garments for 
the rough toil. Many dressed in deerskin before 
other clothing could be provided. Soap and 
sugar as well as clothing were home-made. Burnt 
peas were used for coffee, and tea was made 
from the leaves of wild blackberries or other 
shrubs or herbs. 

Wooden dishes and spoons were in general 
use. Venison and wild turkey were generally 
plentiful, after the “Hungry Year,’ and there was 
corn-bread, and flour for cakes and pastry. Wild 
berries and plums made excellent pies, with maple 
sugar for sweetening. 

So these hardy pioneers have given to Canada 
a spirit of enterprise and devotion. In some 
places the refugees settled in towns and felt less 
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Isaac Brock loved the wild sea and the danger- 
ous cliffs of his boyhood home. No peak on the 
whole island was too rocky or steep for him to 
climb. He explored the hidden caves and the 
bare, jutting shelves where the seagulls nested. 
He laughed at the rough winds and the dashing 
clouds of spray. 

Thus, while the Revolutionary War was being 
fought and the power of the English restricted 
to the northern section of the American conti- 
nent, the English boy who was later to he called 
“the Savior of Canada” ran and played over 
the rocky island of Guernsey, near the goast of 
“Britain, a 

Isaac was the eighth son in the Brock ‘family, 
and he enjoyed many adventures with his “be- 
loved brothers,” as he called them. He grew up 
a handsome, athletic youth with winning manners 
and a kind and generous spirit which made him 
a favorite wherever he went. 

He was very proud of the English flag, and 
when at the age of sixteen, he was made an en- 
sign, he determined to study and advance as a 
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the sting of frontier hardship. Schools and 
churches were built, and the Loyalists’ love of 
independence had a large part in developing lib- 
eral, representative government. . 


FIGHTING FOR CANADA 


National improvements were carried forward 
by the help of these new arrivals. The channel 
of the St. Lawrence was deepened and improved 
by those who settled near its shores. Where port- © 
ages had been necessary, the passage was cleared 
for light ships. Gradually a system of canals 
was developed, and a great inland water-way 
opened. 

Under General Brock’s inspiring leadership 
the Loyalists showed their patriotism in the War 
of 1812. So many thronged to his call for de- 
fenders of Canada that arms could not be found 
to supply them all. Where a feeling of indiffer- 
ence or mere selfish greed had existed, the Loy- 
alists brought convictions which they were ready 
to fight for. To them and to Brock’s brave and 
sagacious planning and fighting Canada owed her 
success in the War of 1812. And in Canada’s 
response to the need of England in the great 
World War there may be seen something of 
this same old Loyalist devotion. 


HERO OF QUEENSTOWN 


soldier so that he would be ready to serve his 
country when she needed a loyal and efficient 
leader. 

Cliff-climbing and athletic sports were all very 
well, but Isaac Brock realized that there were 
other things to be accomplished if he were to 
make a place for himself in the army. So, not 
minding the laughter of his companions, he set 
himself at his studies with the same dogged reso- 
lution with which he struggled up a lofty cliff. 
His heart was set on becoming a good soldier. 
And in this he succeeded. 

After distinguished service in Jamaica and 
other English “frontiers,” Brock went to Canada 
and was put in command of Fort George, the 
lonely post opposite Niagara. It has been noted 
that the English were not usually as successful 
as the French in making friends with the In- 
dians. Brock was an exception to this rule. His 
genial and commanding personality won the al- 
legiance of red-men as well as of French fur- 
traders and colonial aristocrats. Brock was a 
“good mixer.” He joined the rough traders in 
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their rollicking boat songs. He admired the 
strength and courage of a sturdy packman who 
could carry five hundred pounds on his back 
and jog merrily along over a rough portage in 
the midst of continual perils. 


“THIS IS A MAN” 


A strain of Viking blood in his own veins re- 
sponded to the hardy life, and he longed to make 


SIR ISAAC BROCK 


these stalwart Canadians more loyal to the Eng- 
lish King. He built roads in the wilderness, and 
reveled in the picturesque beauty of the great 
new land. He read Homer, studied history, and 
kept his soldiers under excellent control. 

He hated the cruelty of brutal officers who put 
a man under the lash for the slightest offense. 
By tact and kindness he won the devotion of his 
regiment. His athletic training stood him in 
good stead in this wilderness life. He stood six- 
feet-two in his stockings, and his muscles were 
like iron. In the rich uniform of his country, he 
made an imposing officer. 

“This is a man!” ‘T'‘ecumseh, the great Indian 
chief, is said to have remarked when he first 
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met the stalwart Englishman. The two were 
fast friends after this meeting. 

In a wild trip across the lake in pursuit of de- 
serters, Brock took his turn at the oars along 
with his men. He caught the deserters, too, 
though an English officer reproved the rashness 
of the journey. English officers, it seemed, were 
not in the habit of crossing the lake in open 
boats. 

But Brock won the hearts of the Canadians. 


‘Tur-traders, soldiers, and farmers cheered at 


sight of his cocked hat and scarlet uniform. And 
the dashing young officer was equally popular in 
the clubs and ball-rooms of Montreal and Que- 
bec. ‘Thomas Moore, the Irish poet, was his 
guest at Fort George, and the two paddled down 
the St. Lawrence with the Canadian boatmen. 

Brock’s gentleness and modesty distinguished 
him as well as his energy and courage. Having 
ordered some mutineers to death, in accordance 
with the regulations of the army, Brock declared 
after their execution: “Since I have had the 
honor to weary the British uniform I have never 
felt grief like this.” 


BROCK PREPARES FOR WAR 


There was no more trouble when Brock was 
put in command in place of a brutal officer who 
had really caused the uprising. 

When, in 1806, Brock had gone to England, 
he heard rumors of a war with the United States. 
He realized the danger of Canada’s long, un- 
fortified frontier, and, without waiting until his 
leave was up, he returned to America to make 
ready for an attack. He was inadequately sup- 
plied with soldiers and supplies, but he made the 
most of the resources within his grasp. 

The United Empire Loyalists who had come 
into Canada at the time of the Revolution flocked 
to his standard. He erected hospitals and forti- 
fications, and drilled the raw recruits who came 
to his aid. He was made a Major-General, and 
President and Administrator of Upper Canada. 
With no hope of re-enforcements, and with an 
empty treasury, the situation ‘looked desperate. 
Brock worked day and night to prepare for the 
threatened invasion. 

He formed a brigade of the young volunteer 
farmers of York. He kept his alliance with Te- 
cumseh and the other Indians he had been able 
to gather to his banners. Men plowed with 
their guns beside them, and drilled after working 
all day in the fields. 

June 18, 1812, the United States declared war 
against England, with Canada as the point of 
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attack. The Canadians rallied to the support of 
Brock, and he insisted that the Indians perpetrate 
no outrages. Their respect for his leadership 
kept them loyal to their pledge. It had been said 
in the United States that the taking of Canada 
would be a “mere matter of marching.” Brock 
proposed to dispute this theory. With a handful 
of men he swept over tne border and captured 
Detroit from the cowardly Hull. Many people 
in the United States were opposed to fighting 
Canada, and her soldiers often showed their lack 
of enthusiasm. 

Brock planted batteries along the border, and 
thrilled the Canadians with his stirring addresses 
and his personal valor and resolution. England 
recognized his ability, but still sent him no more 
troops. Bells rang throughout the kingdom to 
celebrate his capture of Detroit. His brothers 
heard with pride the reports of Isaac’s victory. 
In London, an extra order of the Knighthood 
of the Bath was conferred upon him. 


AN ARMISTICE FOILS BROCK’S PLANS 


An armistice signed at this point spoiled 
3rock’s plans for further aggression and gave 
the United States time for new preparation. 
England was anxious to avoid war, and thought 
the United States would disavow the declaration. 
She was badly mistaken. 

Brock was awakened at midnight by the sound 
of firing at Queenstown. He mounted his horse 
and rode till dawn, gathering his army, and him- 
self leading the assault. Here again he opposed 
vastly superior forces, and many of his men had 
never seen service. 

But his was a rare gift of leadership. Young 
and old rallied to the support of “the General,” 
while the United States troops often fought half- 
heartedly. There were valiant leaders among the 
Americans at Queenstown, however. In _ his 
flashing’ British uniform at the head of his men, 


Brock was an easy mark. He rode forward in 
the face of a scathing fire and fell mortally 
wounded. 

“My fall must not be noticed, to stop the vic- 
tory,” he gasped. His men swept forward “to 
avenge the General.” His death was one of the 
great tragedies of war. During his funeral the 
guns of Fort George were answered by the Amer- 
ican batteries of Fort Niagara, salute for salute, 
and the Stars and Stripes floated at half-mast as 
a tribute to the valorous foeman. 

Though successful at first, the Americans were 
later driven from their position and forced to 
surrender. Brock’s enthusiasm and courage 
made him a national hero. His work of inspir- 
ing and unifying Canada was not lost, though 
his death deprived the colonists of magnificent 
leadership. He had awakened a sense of loyalty 
and idealism in the rough frontiersmen, had 
strengthened Canada for the winning of this war 
and for the difficulties which came with the set- 
tlement of the great Northwest. His work led 
naturally to the splendid service of the Mounted 
Police, and aided the labors of such faithful 
teachers as the zealous Father Lacombe. 

The motley character of Brock’s army attested 
his personal magnetism and faith in the cause. 
French, Loyalists, English regulars, Indians, tra- 
ders—outnumbered but not out-generaled, they 
followed their adoted chief, and caught the fire 
of his high-spirited devotion. 

In St. Paul’s Cathedral, London, you may find 
a monument to the memory of this champion of 
Canadian freedom. The carved scene shows the 
stricken general in the arms of a British soldier, 
and an Indian looks down sadly on the face of 
the fallen leader. A lofty monument marks the 
field where he fell at Queenstown, and it has 
long been a custom for Canadian schoolboys to go 
through military drill in regimental form on the 
anniversary of Brock’s heroic death at the Battle 
of Queenstown Heights. 


A BLACK-ROBED® VOY AGEUR 


“Wo knows? Some day our little Indian may 
be a priest and work for Indians,” said the old 
curé. For years he had taught Albert Lacombe, 
the ambitious Canadian farmer boy who was now 
anxious to go to college. 

“Mon petit sauvage” (my little Indian) was a 
favorite nickname which the curé had for this 
dreaming, dark-eyed youth. A strain of Indian 
blood ran in the boy’s veins. His mother was a 


descendant of a beautiful young French woman 
who married an Ojibway chief. Perhaps this 
remote ancestor was responsible for Albert’s love 
of roving and his interest in the Matis, or half- 
breeds. 

At any rate, the curé’s kindness made college 
possible. The old priest provided the money him- 
self, and persuaded Albert’s father to let the son 
have an education and go to teach Indians if he 
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liked. The boy had worked faithfully on the 
frontier farm, plowing, feeding hogs, picking 
up stones. Meantime, he had his dreams of books 
and far places. 

At Quebec he enjoyed college life, and he liked 
to meet the pleasant, kindly priests who taught 
and worked in the town. But their lives did not 
attract him. “No, that is not for me.’ I would 
not live a quiet life like that for the world,” he 
would say to himself. “I must go out and work.” 

The wild camps of the Indians called him. 
There, he believed, was his mission. 

Ordained as priest in June, 1849, the young 
father returned to Montreal to learn of the death 
of his beloved patron. He remembered the old 
curé’s words as the two had walked together 
oniy the evening before. 

“Mon cher Albert, I shall pray to-morrow that 
you will always be a good priest.” This prayer 
of the curé’s was to be realized. Up and down 
the far prairies, and along, the forest ways, 
Father Lacombe came to be known and loved as 
the “Black-robe Voyageur,” and the “Man of 
Good Heart.” 

He began his work with a taste of the pioneer 
hardships which he was to endure for over sixty 
years of service. He was assigned to the mission 
of Pembina, on the Red River. On the muddy 
trail to the post his party was attacked by In- 
dians and robbed of most of its provisions. 


THE BUFFALO HUNT 


But the young priest was not dismayed. He 
loved the wild beauty of woods and prairies, and 
the bold spirits of the roaming hunters. Buffaloes 
still herded on the plains in unnumbered thou- 
sands. At the time of the hunt the mission be- 
came a village of Indian tents. 

Father Lacombe was made chaplain of a great 
hunting expedition. He gathered the bands about 
him in the open and taught them hymns trans- 
lated into Indian. A _ half-breed hunter was 
chosen chief. There was early mass, and the 
party moved out over the prairie like a vast 
primitive pageant. There were about a thousand 
wagons and over a thousand men, women, and 
children, together with horses, oxen and dogs. 

Scouts rode ahead and signaled the advance 
of the herd. ‘Then the hunters plunged against 
the brown line of galloping animals. It was a 
fierce combat between men and beasts. At any 
moment a hunter might be hurled from his horse 
and trampled under the stamping hoofs. 

In twenty minutes the great herd was routed, 
and about eight hundred buffaloes lay dead or 


The next day a wooden cross was 
Says a historian de- 


wounded. 
planted in the mountains. 
scribing this period: 

“From the first, the missionaries had learned 
to look upon the time of the buffalo hunt as 
most favorable for teaching Christian doctrine 
to the Indians. They were then most comfort- 
able and correspondingly amiable, and in the long 
evenings and longer days, when they sat sunning 
themselves while the women prepared the meat 
of the last kill, the Indian warrior smoked his 
pipe and listened with pleasure to the old story 
of the redemption.” 

So began the long service of Father Lacombe, 
“the praying-man, the man of good heart.” As 
chaplain, physician, counselor, peacemaker, he 
won the love of his untamed flock. 


HEALING THE SICK 


“They were a beautiful race, then—those chil- 
dren of the prairies,” he declared. Mass was held 
in the Father’s tepee. Wood-smoke scented the 
altar linen, and travel frayed the robe of the 
nomadic priest. 

At Fort Edmonton, on the Saskatchewan, a 
still larger field awaited. As a physician to the 
Blackfeet during a scarlet-fever scourge the tire- 
less Father won the hearts of these fiery tribes. 
With almost no resources the little missions grew. 
Devoted Indians built houses and chapels. Corn- 
fields were planted, corn mills constructed, and 
schools for the children followed the humble 
churches. 

It was Father Lacombe’s habit to found a set- 
tlement, leave it to the care of some younger 
priest, and push on to the wilds with his Red 
Cross flag, his medicines and his plow. He 
foresaw the time when the buffalo herd would 
fail, and he wanted to prepare his people for the 
dark days of change. Food, clothing, tepees, 
weapons — everything the Indian needed was 
largely provided by the buffalo. A new way of 
life must be learned. 

Taken desperately ill, the priest awaited death 
cheerfully. “I will die happy among my neo- 
phytes,” he declared. “I will minister to them as 
long as I have strength.” 

But with health restored, he wrote joyfully: 
“Hurrah for the prairies! I am in my element. 
I feel like a king here, a new Moses in this new 
Land of Israel.” 

While in camp with the Blackfeet he was awak- 
ened by the bullets of a band of Crees. The 
priest was alert and fearless. He rushed out 
with his Red Cross flag, shouting to the warriors. 
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But they could not hear or recognize him in the 
tumult of the attack. A bullet struck his fore- 
head, and a Blackfoot cried out, “Dogs, you have 
killed your Black-robe!” 

Then the Crees ceased firing and withdrew. 
‘he wound proved slight, and Father Lacombe 
reappeared at Edmonton on Christmas Eve, to 
the great joy of the Crees. 

On a trip over the plains to collect funds for 
his missions, the priest and some Indian friends 
were almost starved. ‘They had only soup made 
from moccasins and old skins which had been 
used for bags. 

“Up to that time,” he confessed, “in my ser- 
mons and instructions to the Indians I had pro- 
claimed that those who did not want to work 
should not eat. But now, after such an experi- 
ence I have changed my ideas, and I have taken 
‘he resolution to share my last mouthful with 
anyone who is hungry.” 


SMALLPOX RAVAGES THE BLACKFEET 


Poverty, hunger, thirst, cold and disease, all 
were a part of the priest’s lot. Smallpox swept 
a camp of 2,700 Crees in 400 tepees. Father 
Lacombe took care of the sick and dug graves 
for the dead. His simple heroism in the face of 
the plague moved the warriors more than any 
sermons or prayers. After this the Black-robe 
was always welcome. 

General Sir William Butler wrote: “No other 
man but Father Lacombe could pass from one 
hostile camp to another—suspected nowhere, wel- 
comed everywhere, carrying as it were the ‘truce 
of God’ with him wherever he went.” 

As time went on, matters grew worse for the 
Indian, and Father Lacombe grieved over the 
destitute Blackfeet. Says his biographer, Miss 
Hughes: 

“He had known them in their pride, kings of 
the open plains in their barbaric power, brave, 
proud, honorable and hospitable; dwellers in frail 
skin lodges, yet lords of all the outer world. Now 
he heard of them as miserable dependents upon 
the charity of mounted police and missionaries.” 

Whiskey-peddlers brought vice and destruction 
in their wake. But the tireless Father toiled on, 
bronzed and eagle-eyed as one of his Indian 
charges. He was made permanent chaplain for 
the workmen who were building the Canadian 
Pacific Railway, and he exerted a splendid in- 
fluence over the rough camps of men, which in- 
cluded many types and nationalities. His work 
was praised by the president of the company 
and by contractors who employed the men. 
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Father Lacombe’s willingness to understand 
and make allowances for the temper of his In- 
dians is seen in his “picture-catechism,” planned 
to catch the attention of the imaginative red- 
men. It represented a history of mankind, from 
the Creation to the missionary activities of the 
church. It was printed by the thousands, and 
used in the work of the Catholic missionaries all 
over the world. 

On a visit to Europe the priest was welcomed 
by the Pope and by the great statesmen of Eng- 
land, who recognized what he was doing for Can- 
ada. He sought aid for the French-Canadians, 
but was more successful in England than in 
France. But he longed for his wild prairies. 
In England he says: 

“IT am writing from a nobleman’s palace, but 
it is not as precious as my poetic tent in the wil- 
derness, where I wrote on my knees my sermons 
in Cree and Blackfeet.” 

In an address in England, Sir John Macdon- 
ald declared: “The finest moral police force in 
the world is found in the priesthood of French 
Canada.” No more heroic figure could be found 
among this loyal band than that of Father La- 
combe, the black-robe voyageur, the brother of 
every man of whatever color or creed. You feel 
his influence still in the life of the great North- 
west. 


BROTHER TO THE INDIANS 


He was happy to return to end his days among 
the western camps. And he must have been 
thrilled by the tribute paid him by Chief Crow- 
foot, who by his magnificent personality stirred 
an English audience at a reception in Ottawa. 
Said this Indian: “This man is our brother; 
not only our Father, as the white people call 
him, but our brother. He is one of our people. 
When we weep, he is sad with us; when we laugh, 
he laughs with us. We love him. He is our 
brother.” 

The Indians did well to realize his worth. He 
brought them ideals of peace, and justice, and 
brotherly helpfulness. He was able to do much 
toward the difficult adjustment of Indian and 
white settler, and his line of missions was a 
tangible evidence of the splendid dreams which 
stirred his soul. It is pleasant to know that such 
men as Father Lacombe were successful in show- 
ing the Indians the highest qualities of the white 
race, and to erase in a measure the memory of 
early wrongs which the red-man had been mad 
to suffer, 


THE STORY OF LAURACSEGCORD 
EDITED BY BLISS CARMAN 


IN THE early years of the nineteenth century the 
great Napoleon was fighting England. He was 
fighting her on many a bloody battlefield; and he 
was fighting her in other ways, doing his best to 
ruin British trade and shipping. He forbade any 
country to trade with Great Britain, and his ships 
watched the seas, ready to attack any vessel carry- 
ing goods to British ports. 

King George’s ministers replied by forbidding 
any nation to trade with France, and threatened 
to seize all ships carrying gocds to French ports. 
Here was a state of things likely to ruin the trade 
of many lands. The United States did a great 
deal of trading with France, and the Americans 
were very angry with King George and his gov- 
ernment for the Orders in Council, as the decree 
was called. They quite forgot that Napoleon had 
begun the quarrel by forbidding people to trade 
with Britain. 

Great Britain, being an island, has always 
needed a large navy to watch her shores. At this 
time it was difficult to find enough sailors to man 
her ships, and sometimes, too, the sailors would 
run away. So the British claimed the right to 
search all ships belonging to neutral countries 
(that is, all countries taking neither one side nor 
the other in the quarrel), in order to find runaway 
sailors. Countries at war have always had this 
right, but it made the Americans angry, and on 
June 18, 1812, they declared war against England 
once more. 

The Americans of course did not sail across 
the sea to fight Great Britain there. They had 
no thought of that. But they would have been 
glad to possess another and much nearer land. 
They marched over into Canada, and carried the 
war into that country. The Canadians had really 
nothing to do with the quarrel, and the Americans 
thought that Canada would not wish to fight for 
England, because a !arge part of Canada was 
settled by French people and had only lately been 
conquered by England. They were much mis- 
taken. The French of Quebec had been allowed 
complete self-government under British rule—had 
been allowed to keep all their national customs, 
beliefs, and habits—and they remained loyal to 
England. 

If you look on the map, you will see that all 
across the continent of North America the United 


341 


States and Canada lie side by side. The line where 
one country touches another is called a frontier. 
Canada had seventeen thousand miles of coast and 
frontier to defend, and not six thousand men to 
do it with. And Great Britain, fighting in Europe 
against Napoleon, had few soldiers to spare. 

But the people of Canada, both French and 
English, gathered to defend their homes. Many 
Indians, too, well pleased with British rule, joined 
them, and the Americans found they had no easy 
task in front of them. 

A British officer named Fitzgibbon had been 
sent to hold a post called Beaver Dams, about 
twelve miles from Niagara. He had only sixty 
men, half of whom were Indians. The post was 
important, and the Americans made up their minds 
to seize it. With great secrecy they made their 
preparations to take the place by surprise, for a 
few miles off, at a place called Twelve Mile 
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Creek, lay another force of two hundred men. 
The Americans hoped to surprise Fitzgibbon so 
that he should have no time to get help. 

But the secret leaked out. A Canadian named 
James Secord, who was lying ill, overheard their 
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SHE SET OUT DRIVING 


talk and learned their plans. He had fought with 
Brock at Queenstown Heights, where he had been 
badly wounded, and he was still unable to move. 

With five hundred men, fifty horses, and two 
cannons, the Americans were marching upon the 
handful of men at Beaver Dams. Secord knew 
this, but could do nothing. To the helpless sick 
man the knowledge was torture. Only twenty 
niles away his fellow-countrymen were awaiting 
certain death, and there was no means of warning 
them! There was no man he could send, for all 
the country was watched by American sentinels. 
Even if any man had been willing to risk his life, 
Secord knew of none he could trust. But there 
Was one person that he could trust—his wife. To 
her he whispered the thought that tormented him. 

“They must all die,” he said, “for lack of a word 
of warning!” 

“But that shall not be,” said Laura Secord; “T 
will go,” 

So the a still June morning, 
Laura Secord started on her long and dangerous 
walk. And she had to be very careful not to 


as sun rose on 


ae 
* C7 i 
@ 
" 


O BECAME FAMOUS 


arouse the suspicion of the sentinels. So she 
made no sign of haste. There was nothing to 
show that she was beginning a journey. In order 
to deceive people more easily, she set out slowly 
driving a cow before her, as if she were taking 
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A COW BEFORE HER 
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it home to be milked. So she passed the American 
sentinels in safety. Slowly down the country road 
she passed, with excitement in her heart, you may 
be sure, but not a trace of it in her look or 
manner. 

The birds were singing in the dawn, the air 
Was sweet with the scent of wild flowers, and as 
that brave woman walked, her dress brushed the 
dew from the grass. But she had no eyes nor 
ears for the beauty of the day. With beating 
heart she strolled along. And at last the edge of 
the forest was reached. Under the shadow of the 
great trees passed the woman and the cow. Soon 
they were deep in the forest, shut from all eyes. 
Then there was no more need of pretense. Leav- 
ing her cow to find its way home as best it might, 
Laura ran through the cool, still woods upon her 
heroic errand. The way was rough, but she did 
not hesitate. On and on she went, panting, breath- 
less, now stopping a moment to rest, now hurry- 
ing on again, startled by a rustle in the bushes, 
trembling at the call of some wild animal, but 
always pressing forward to the end of her journey. 
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FOR TWO HOURS THE FIGHT AGAINST AN UNSEEN 
FOE LASTED 


She was not made of the stuff that turns aside for 
difficulties. 

A walk of twenty miles along a level, well- 
made road may not seem a great task for a strong 
woman used to life in the country. But to go 
twenty miles through a pathless wilderness, up hill 
and down, over rocky streams, through swamp 
and bog, haunted every moment by danger of dis- 
covery, is a task that needs all the strength and 
courage of a brave woman. 

Hour after hour Laura walked and ran and 
scrambled onward. The sun rose high and beat 
down in the hot woods; the brambles caught and 
tore her clothes; the stones bruished her feet. 
Still she pushed on. At last the sun began to 
sink ; twilight came, and the moon rose, before she 
neared the end of her journey. Just as she thought 
her labor was over, Indians rushed out upon her 
from behind some trees and barred her path. For 
a moment it seemed that all her toil and courage 
had been of no use, and that a death of torture 
was to be her fate. Then with relief she saw that 
the Indians were friendly, and in a few minutes 
she was led before Fitzgibbon. 

Quickly Laura’s story was told, and as the 
soldier listened he bowed in respect before the 
brave woman. Then with glowing words of 
thanks and praise ringing in her ears, she was led 
away to a nearby farmhouse to rest. 

Fitzgibbon made his plans quickly. First he 
sent a messenger hurrying toward Twelve Mile 
Creek to ask for help. Then he ordered his In- 
dians to scatter through the woods and watch for 
the approach of the enemy. 

The night passed quietly, but as day dawned, 
the gleam of steel was seen and the tramp of men 
was heard. As the Americans came on, the In- 
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dians, yelling horribly, fired upon them from all 
sides. They made so much noise and fired with 
such deadly aim, keeping out of sight all the time, 
that the Americans believed there were hundreds 
against them. For two hours this fight against an 
unseen foe lasted. Then the Americans began to 
waver. Their leader was uncertain what to do. 
Believing himself surrounded, he hesitated whether 
to go on or to go back. At this moment Fitz- 
gibbon, at the head of his thirty redcoats, appeared 
bearing a flag of truce. The firing ceased, and 
after a few minutes’ parley the American com- 
mander surrendered. 

Fitzgibbon had hardly expected to succeed so 
easily. Now he scarcely knew what to do with 
the prisoners he had made. How could thirty 
soldiers and a few savages guard five hundred? 
But soon, by good fortune, two hundred men ar- 
rived from Twelve Mile Creek, and his difficulties 
were at an end. 

Canada did not forget Laura Secord and her 
brave deed. Nor did Britain forget her. Years 
later, when the Prince of Wales, afterward King 
Edward VII, visited Canada, he found time in the 
midst of many balls, parties, and official engage- 
ments, to go to see an old woman, and hear from 
her own lips how, when she was young, she had 
carried a message through woods and wilderness 
to save her country from defeat. 


SIR JOHN A. MACDONALD, THE FIRST PREMPER OP iii: 
DOMINION OF CANADA 


BY W. J. 


In 1837, the year in which Abraham Lincoln 
hung out his shingle as a lawyer in Springfield, 
Illinois, young John Alexander Macdonald did 
likewise in the Canadian town of Kingston, on 
Lake Ontario. Like Lincoln, he had to deiend 
himself more than once with his fists. The times 
were rough. Many years later, when he was an 
old man, he used to tell the story of his first case. 
He and the lawyer opposing him went at each 
other vigorously with words at first, and then 
with blows. They clinched and fought in open 
court. The judge ordered the court crier to sep- 
arate them. The court crier was an old man, who 
was a great admirer of Macdonald. In obedience 
to the judge’s order, he circled round the two 
fighting lawyers, shouting as loud as he could 
“Order in the court! Order in the court!” But 
coming close to Macdonald he said in a low voice, 
“Hit him again, John!’ Often in later life Mac- 
donald, who as a political leader had the devoted 
loyalty of his followers, used to say that in a 
hard-fought contest he seemed to hear an encour- 
aging voice saying, “Hit him again, John!” 

It was in that same year of 1837 that the rebel- 
lion broke out in Upper Canada (as the present 
Province of Ontario was then called), which 
resulted in the establishment of democratic self-. 
government. Young Macdonald shouldered his 
flintlock musket on the side of law and order. 
In the year following occurred the brief invasion 
of Canada by a party of armed men from the 
State of New York, who crossed the St. Lawrence 
River at Ogdensburg and captured a windmill near 
Prescott on the Canadian side, which they held for 
eight days, when they were dislodged and captured. 
Their leader was Von Shoultz, a Pole by birth, 
who was tried by court-martial, condemned, and 
hanged. Macdonald did all that was possible in 
defense of the unfortunate Von Shoultz; and his 
connection with that case did a great deal to 
establish his reputation as a lawyer. 

Life in those early years was a hard struggle 
for him. He had had to begin as a boy of fifteen 
to earn his own living and help support his fam- 
ily. His father, Hugh Macdonald, had been a 
merchant in Scotland, and failing at that had 
started a factory for making bandanna handker- 
chiefs. The factory failed, too; aad in 1820 the 
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family sailed from Glasgow to seek a new home 
across the Atlantic in Canada. Hugh Macdonald 
tried farming for a time, aiter which he tried 
storekeeping; but he prospered at neither. Nor 
was he successful at his next, and final, venture 
as a miller. His eldest son, John Alexander, thus 
found heavy responsibilities placed upon his shoul- 
ders at an early age. He told the story once in 
his later life that at the time of a general visita- 
tion of sickness in Kingston, when many died, he 
came home from school one day to find the door 
of the house locked. He had to climb in at the 
kitchen window. The whole family were ill in 
bed, and for several days he had to attend to them. 
Among his duties at that time was the baking of 
the family’s supply of bread; not knowing how 
to go about doing it, he carried his sister down- 
stairs on his back and placed her on a couch 
before the kitchen fire, and under her supervision 
kneaded the dough. 

An earlier memory of his dated back to his 
seventh year, when he and his brother James, two 
years younger, were left in the care of an old 
soldier named Kennedy, while their father and 
mother and sister went to visit a neighboring 
family. Kennedy took the two little boys to a 
tavern, and compelled them to drink some gin with 
him. Continuing his own drinking, he became 
violent; and John, taking James by the hand, 
started home. The drunken man followed them 
with loud threatenings of what he would do to 
them if they did not come back and stay with him. 
The younger boy tripped and fell, and as he lay 
on the ground, Kennedy struck him with a heavy 
stick, The child, already made ill by the liquor 
and terrified by Kennedy’s behavior, collapsed, 
and soon afterward died in convulsions. 

His father died the year before John Alexander 
began to practice law. His mother it was who, 
to use his own words, “kept the family together.” 
From her he inherited his energy and strength of 
will. He loved her with constant and affectionate 
devotion; she did not die until he was a man of 
forty-seven and had already made a great success 
of his life. The life-span of John Alexander 
Macdonald covered a space of Canadian history 
in which the struggle for the establishment of 
government by the people was fought and won, 
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and the establishment of the principles of democ- 
racy was followed by developments which led to 
the formation of the federal union of the Domin- 
ion of Canada. Macdonald became the leading 
figure in the work of bringing about this union, 
which began in 1867 with only 
four Provinces, and at the time of 
his death, in 1891, numbered seven 
Provinces linked together by a 
transcontinental railway. 

From 1867 until his death he 
was at the head of the Dominion 
Government as Premier, except 
for the years between 1873 and 
1878, when he and the political 
party led by him was out of power 
on account of the manner in which 
certain wealthy men who were in- 
terested in getting contracts for 
building the transcontinental rail- 
way, which has just been men- 
tioned, furnished large sums of 
money to be used in helping the 
political party led by Macdonald 
to win in the elections. Not that 
he himself was ever accused of 
taking a dollar for himself dis- 
honestly. One great lesson of his 
life is that he pulled himself suc- 
cessfully out of those dark days, 
and gained completely the confi- 
dence of the Canadian people 
again. He was triumphantly re- 
stored to power in 1878; and dur- 
ing all the remaining years of his 
life he was the captain of the 
Canadian ship of state. 

It was on the formation of the 
Dominion that he was given the 
title of “Sir” to wear in front of 
his name. Even Wilfrid Laurier, 
who became Premier of Canada 
in 1896, and who had previously 
declared that he was “a democrat 
to the hilt,” had not found it pos- 
sible to avoid escaping the title of 
“Sir” which was conferred on him 
when he visited London in 1897 
for the Jubilee celebration of 
Queen Victoria’s completion of 
the sixtieth year of her reign. 
The feeling of the Canadian people against this 
went on growing until in 1917, the year before 
the end of the World War, the Parliament of 
Canada passed a resolution suggesting to England 
that no more titles be granted to Canadians. 

When John Alexander Macdonald became a 
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“Sir,” some of his admirers announced that he 
was descended from the Macdonalds, Lords of the 
Isles in Scotland, whose line goes back to leg- 
endary times. One of them, Alexander, who had 
been at war with King James I of Scotland, was 
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invited by that monarch, with a great show of 
friendliness, to meet him at Inverness, where he 
was treacherously seized by the King’s soldiers, 
and on Easter Sunday in 1429, in the royal chapel 
at Holyrood, he had to appear clothed only in his 
shirt and drawers, and on his knees, holding a 


346 


naked sword by the point, implore the King’s 
forgiveness. One close friend of the Canadian 
statesman, said: “That chieftain has a descendant 
and namesake who would never have walked into 
the trap of the Scottish King!” Certainly no 
belief was more strongly held in Canada than 
that nobody could outwit “Sir John,” as he was 
known from coast to coast, though older people 
continued to call him by his former appellation, 
Sohn AL” 

He had a wonderful influence over his fellow- 
countrymen. His followers served him with un- 
failing devotion. Among the things believed of 
him was that he rarely if ever forgot anybody 
with whom he had once spoken, but could always 
greet him by name. One great source of his 
power and popularity was his kindliness and 
humor. Innumerable stories about his good nature 
and his wit became current throughout all the 
Provinces of Canada. He was not merely popu- 
lar, he was beloved, because with all his great 
abilities, people felt that he was sincerely one who 
loved his fellowmen and did not hold himself 
above them. 

It was said by one of his political opponents 
that fortune always favored “John A.” The truth 
of the matter was that he was unfailingly bold 
and resourceful in taking advantage of every 
opportunity. After his party was defeated in the 
elections of 1873 he did not lose heart, but set to 
work immediately to prepare for the next elections, 
which came in 1878. In the years between 1873 
and 1878 there came hard times in Canada, There 
was scarcity of employment and wages were low, 
the farmers were getting low prices for their 
products, the manufacturers were not prospering, 
and the general discontent throughout the country 
made the party that was in power unpopular. 
“John A.” and his friends held meetings through- 
out the country, and announced a tariff policy, 
which they named the National Policy; they prom- 
ised to introduce that policy, if they were returned 
to power, and predicted confidently that it would 
bring back good times to the country. In the 
elections of 1878 “John A.” and his party, the 
Conservatives, were triumphantly returned to 
power. They proceeded without delay to introduce 
their promised tariff policy of protection. 

About the end of the year 1879 came the be- 
ginning of an era of prosperity in Canada. The 
good times were said by the supporters of Mac- 
donald and his National Policy to be due to him 
and that policy. The opposite political party said 
that there had been a period of world-wide hard 
times, which had now come to its end, and that 
Canada was sharing in the return of good times to 
every country. In any case, the Canadian people 
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were satisfied, and Macdonald and his colleagues 
in the new Dominion Government received the 
full benefit of the general satisfaction. The build- 
ing of the Canadian Pacific Railway across Can- 
ada to the Pacific Ocean was proceeded with 
vigorously, and was completed in 1885. Sir John 
Macdonald had several other political campaigns 
to fight, but he was successful in every one of 
them, and continued to be at the head of the 
Canadian Government until his death in June, 
1891. 

He had a genius for managing men and tor 
political leadership. Around no other name in 
Canadian history gathers so much of story and 
legend. The great majority loved him and trusted 
him. He had a humor which the people under- 
stood. For example, there was a Colonel Playfair, 
who bothered Sir John about the construction of 
a colonization road of which he desired to be 
appointed superintendent. Finally, failing to get 
what he wanted, he went to Ottawa and sent an 
urgent message to Sir John to come out of the 
Cabinet chamber. When Sir John saw him, he 
grasped him by both hands and exclaimed, “Well, 
Colonel Playfair, is that you? I am delighted to 
see you! We have been discussing a military 
matter which we cannot decide. Now you, with 
your military experience, will be able to solve the 
question. How many grains of gunpowder would 
have to be put under a bull’s tail to blow his horns 
off?” And with that Sir John disappeared again 
through the door into the Cabinet chamber, and 
left the Colonel gasping. Later on Sir John ap- 
pointed the Colonel to the position he desired. 

One of the rules by which Sir John A. Mac- 
donald guided his life was that a man should 
cherish no resentments. “It is a fatal mistake,” 
he said, “for a public man to be led by his hates.” 
He cherished his friends; but he never let dis- 
like of an opponent prevent him from doing jus- 
tice to an opponent’s good qualities. His strongest 
characteristic was his love of Canada and his 
desire to serve Canada. His daily thought might 
well be expressed in the words of Daniel Webster: 
“Let our object be our country, our whole country, 
and nothing but our country.” Above all others 
of the statesmen who are remembered in Canadian 
history as the Fathers of Confederation he was 
the greatest. In the supreme art of managing and 
governing men he was gifted as few men in any 
land have been gifted; he would have been a 
leader in any land. When he entered public life 
as a young man, Canada consisted of what are 
now the Provinces of Ontario and Quebec. There 
are still old people in Nova Scotia and the other 
Fastern Provinces of the Canada of today who 
when they say Canada mean what the word meant 
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when they were young. The three Atlantic Prov- 
inces, namely, Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and 
Prince Edward Island, are still spoken of by all 
Canadians as the Maritime Provinces, though 
Canada has also a vast maritime Province on the 
Pacific coast, namely, British Columbia. John 
Alexander Macdonald took the leading part in the 
work of linking up the scattered Provinces and 
Territories which lay across the map in disunion 
into the federal union of the Dominion of Canada, 
which consists now of nine Provinces spanning 
the continent, with Manitoba as the keystone of 
the arch. 

He said in one of his greatest speeches: “I 
have fought the battle of Confederation, the battle 
of Union, the battle of the Dominion of Canada. 
It is no vain boast for me to say that there does 
not exist in Canada a man who has given more 


of his time, more of his heart, more of his wealth, 
or more of his intellect and power, such as they 
may be, for the good of this Dominion of Canada.” 
On the day following his death, Sir Wilfrid 
Laurier, who some years later became Premier of 
Canada himself, said in the House of Commons 
at Ottawa: “His loss overwhelms us, as if, in- 
deed, one of the institutions of the land had given 
way.” The sorrow which was manifested from 
coast to coast throughout all the Provinces of the 
Dominion when he died gave convincing proof of 
how large a place he filled in the hearts and minds 
of his fellow-countrymen. Like his great succes- 
sor in the premiership of the Dominion, he could 
say with truth at the close of his life that he had 
labored faithfully to make Canada a united coun- 
try. He was in his seventy-seventh year when he 
died at Ottawa on June 6, 1891. 


JOSEPH HOWE OF NOVA SCOTIA 
BY W. J. HEALY 


WHEN Joseph Howe was a boy his father taught 
him to box and to swim and to be good at games 
as well as at his books. One Sunday morning 
when he was in his fifth year his father took him 
after church down to the waterfront to see a large 
new ship which had just come into Halifax 
harbor from the West Indies.: There were no 
steamships until Joseph Howe was a grown-up 
man; when he was a boy there were only sailing 
ships, and he used to watch them setting sail from 
Halifax for the West Indies with cargoes of fish 
and: coal and lumber, and arriving back with 
cargoes of sugar and rum and molasses. On that 
Sunday morning his father, holding him by the 
hand as they walked down to the wharf, saw two 
men fighting. He called out to them to stop, and 
asked what they were fighting about. They paid 
no attention to him, but continued to roll 
on the ground and strike each other when they 
could. 

“Here, hold my Bible and stick, Joe!” said 
Joseph Howe’s father, who was a man of great 
strength. Taking hold of each of the two fighting 
men by the neck, he swung them round, half 
raised them from the ground, and then with a 
lunge from one shoulder, followed by a lunge 
from the other, he sent them sprawling in differ- 
ent directions. “Let this be a lesson to you,” he 
said to the two men, taking back his Bible and 
walking-stick from the youthful Joe, “to behave 
yourselves on Sunday.” 

Joseph Howe was born in Halifax in 1804. 


At the age of thirteen he went to work in his 
father’s printing office, and continued his education 
while learning his trade. The youngest hand in a 
printing office, being usually smudged with ink, 
was always called “the printer’s devil.” Young 
Joe Howe, being called as a witness in a trial, the 
lawyer who was questioning him said, “So you’re 
the devil?” “Yes, sir, in the office, but not in the 
Courthouse!” he replied, with a look and gesture 
that threw the name back at his questioner, and 
caused laughter against the lawyer. He was a 
quick-witted boy, fond of fun and sports of all 
kinds, and was a great favorite; he played as hard 
as he worked. Thus he grew from a boy to a 
young man, mastering his trade, making himself 
an athlete, and at the same time enriching his 
mind. 

As a young man it was his usual practice on 
summer nights before he went to bed to go for a 
swim in the Northwest Arm, the beautiful inlet 
of the Atlantic which extends from Halifax har- 
bor for several miles behind the city. Howe’s 
home during his whole life was the house in 
which he was born, on a hillside near the beach 
of the Arm, which is there not more than a 
quarter of a mile wide. An orchard of apple and 
cherry trees surrounded the house. One night as 
he was having his swim, he was seized with 
cramp. He knew that the thing to do when such 
a mishap befalls you in the water is to kick vigor- 
ously and throw yourself on your back and float; 
but a cramp seems to make a swimmer unable to 
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do these things. Young Howe felt that he was 
about to drown in the darkness, alone; but, sud- 
denly, his eye being turned toward his home on 
the hillside, he saw the candle being placed by his 
mother on the window-sill for him. The thought 
of his father and mother and of all that home 
meant to him, and of the grief of his father and 
mother if he were drowned, made him give so 
fiercely vigorous a kick that it drove the cramp 
out of his leg. He was able to swim to shore, 
where he sank down exhausted. and had to rest 
before he could go home. Often in the struggles 
of his later life, the thought of what he had been 
taught at home and of the noble purposes he was 
fighting for saved him and made him win out, 
just as that candle placed on the window-sill by 
his mother saved him from drowning by inspiring 
him to an effort into which he threw all his power 
of mind and body. 

That experience did not make him give up 
swimming at night. He kept up that practice for 
many years, as he also kept up his cruises in his 
sailboat, his fishing and lobster-spearing, and his 
skating in the winter. He was only in his 
twenty-fourth year when he managed to make 
himself proprietor of a small weekly newspaper, 
and began his journeyings on horseback through 
all the districts of Nova Scotia, getting the people 
to subscribe for his paper and: writing interest- 
ingly and humorously about his travels. His re- 
ports were printed in the paper week after week. 
He made himself at home in every nook and cor- 
ner of his native Province. Everywhere he went 
he was liked. Before long he came to be known 
from end to end of Nova Scotia, and to be spoken 
of as “Joe Howe,” the name by which he was 
popularly known not only in Nova Scotia but in 
the other Canadian Provinces until the end of 
his life. 

His journeying on horseback throughout Nova 
Scotia and his visiting the people in their homes 
won for him their confidence, which grew into 
loyalty to him as their leader. Gradually he 
began criticizing and attacking the evils of the 
existing system in Nova Scotia, by which, as he 
wrote in his newspaper, “the hard earnings of the 
people were taken in taxes and lavished upon an 
aristocracy.” The ruling families at first regarded 
him and his newspaper with scorn. Then, as 
they felt the growing strength of his attacks upon 
their power and privileges, they became angry. 
Young men of the aristocratic families talked of 
horsewhipping him and driving him from the 
country. On one occasion one of those young 
bloods, inflamed by drink, mounted his horse, 
sword in hand, and swore loudly he would kill 
Howe. He rode upon the wooden sidewalk in 
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front of Howe’s printing office and began to 
smash the windows, calling on Howe to come out. 
Howe was setting type at the time. He hastened 
out, pulled the young man from his horse, took 
his sword from him and threw him on his back in 
the street. The young man’s friends took him 
away, shrieking in drunken rage against Howe. 
But he took care never to cross Howe’s path 
again. 

The government of Nova Scotia was then in 
the hands of a few families of wealth and social 
distinction, who considered themselves as of finer 
clay than the common herd of humanity, to which 
Joseph Howe and the great mass of the people 
of Nova Scotia belonged. Their manners and 
ways of life were modeled on those of the highest 
aristocratic circles on the other side of the Atlan- 
tic, of which some of those families were members. 
One of the grandees sent out from England to 
govern Nova Scotia was Lord Falkland, a young 
nobleman singularly handsome and singularly lack- 
ing in sense. The fact that his wife was a relative 
of King William IV increased the haughtiness 
which was his chief characteristic. Howe in 
carrying on the campaign for the establishment 
of government by the people, of the people, for 
the people, covered Lord Falkland with so much 
ridicule that he resigned the governorship and 
returned to England; King William consoled him 
for his unpleasant experience in Nova Scotia by 
having him appointed governor of Bombay. Be- 
fore he sailed away from Halifax, Lord Falkland 
had his carriage-horses shot, lest after his depar- 
ture they might be bought by any of “the common 
people” and be used by them, after having had the 
honor and glory (as he considered it) of drawing 
himself and Lady Falkland in their state car- 
riage. 

In the course of his campaign, which extended 
over a number of years before it was finally suc- 
cessful, Howe printed in his newspaper, The Nova 
Scotian, an article accusing the magistrates in 
Halifax of carelessness, inefficiency, and corrup- 
tion. They prosecuted him for criminal libel, 
counting upon being able to put him in prison and 
so silence him. He sought legal advice, but every 
lawyer told him it was a hopeless case. He de- 
voted a week to studying law books and preparing 
his defense; and defended himself in court with- 
out the help of any lawyer. His address to the 
jury was so eloquent and powerful that they 
brought in a verdict in his favor, amid the great 
rejoicings of the people of Halifax. After that 
he was elected to the Legislature, and became the 
recognized leader of the fight for popular self- 
government. In the end the fight was won, The 
irresponsible power of the governor and his execu- 
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tive council was done away with, 
and the Legislature, elected by the 
people, was made the really gow- 
erning body. 

Not long after his election to 
the Legislature, Howe was chal- 
lenged to a duel by the son of 
Chief Justice Haliburton on ac- 
count of certain things he had said 
about the Chief Justice in a 
speech. He had on several previ- 
ous occasions been challenged, but 
took no notice of the challenges. 
Now he felt that he had to fight 
a duel, or be branded as a coward. 
The meeting took place at dawn 
on a spring morning. Haliburton 
fired first, and narrowly missed 
hitting Howe, who then dis- 
charged his pistol in the air. 
Howe went home to breakfast, and 
was so silent at that meal that 
Mrs. Howe said, “One would 
think you had been at a funeral!” 
Then for the first time he told her 
of the duel. On the day before 
he had written two letters for pub- 
lication in case he should be 
killed. In the letter for his wife, 
after telling her the provision he 
had made for her and the chil- 
dren, he wrote: ‘“There shall be 
no blood on my hand. Yours till 
death.” 

In the letter addressed to the 
people of Nova Scotia he wrote, 
after declaring that several attempts had already 
been made to make him pay the penalty of 
life for fighting the people’s fight: “Knowing 
that even a shadow of an imputation upon 
my moral courage would incapacitate me for 
serving my country with vigor and success here- 
after, I feel that I must hazard my life, rather 
than blight all prospects of being useful. If I fall, 
cherish the principles I have taught, forgive my 
errors, protect my children.” Very soon afterward 
he was challenged by Sir Rupert George, another 
member of the ruling caste. Howe replied in a 
letter in which he said: “Having never had any 
personal quarrel with Sir Rupert George, I should 
certainly not fire at him, if I went out; and 1 
have no great fancy for being shot at whenever 
public officials whose abilities I may happen to 
contrast with their emoluments think fit to con- 
sider political arguments and general illustrations 
‘insolent and offensive.’”” Howe had no more need 
of paying attention to challenges. He had given 
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proof that he possessed the courage of his convic- 
tions. 

Before he was forty years old Howe had suc- 
ceeded in bringing about a complete change in the 
system of government of Nova Scotia. Having 
won the battle for self-government, he turned next 
to the problems of transportation. He was the 
first man in British North America to have the 
vision of the possibilities of railway expansion; 
and he lived ta see much of his vision realized. 
In 1851 he said in a speech in Halifax, before 
the first stretch of Canadian railway was in exis- 
tence: “I believe that many in this hall will live 
to hear the whistle of the steam engine in the 
passes of the Rocky Mountains, and to make the 
journey from Halifax to the Pacific in five or six 
days.” These words were uttered sixteen years 
before the Canadian Provinces united to form the 
Dominion, and thirty-four years before the steel 
of the first Canadian transcontinental .ailway was 
laid through the passes of the Rocky Mountains. 
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Howe, in addition to being responsible for the 
construction of the first stretch of railway on 
Canadian soil, also led the way in securing the 
establishment of the first steamship service be- 
tween Great Britain and Canada by his friend, 
Samuel Cunard, of Halifax. Still earlier in his 
career he had been a leader in the work of laying 
the foundations in Nova Scotia of the first Cana- 
dian public school system. His whole life was 
devoted to work for the welfare and progress of 
his native land and for the betterment of its con- 
ditions of life. He said truly in one of his 
speeches: “You seat eight or nine men on red 
cushions in gilded chairs, with nothing to do but 
pocket their salaries, and call that a government ! 
To such a pageant I have no desire to belong. 
Those who aspire to govern others should be 
afraid neither of the saddle by day nor of the 
lamp by night. In advance of the general intelli- 
gence they should lead the way to improvement 
and prosperity. I would rather assume the staff of 
Moses and struggle with the perils of the wilder- 
ness and the waywardness of the multitude, than 
be a golden calf elevated in gorgeous inactivity, 
the object of a worship which debased.” 

No State or Province has ever been loved more 
strongly by a favorite son than Joseph Ilowe 
loved Nova Scotia. In one of his speeches in 
England he said: “You boast of the fertility and 
beauty of England. Why, there’s one valley in 
Nova Scotia where you can ride for fifty miles 
under apple blossoms. Talk of the value of land, 
I know an acre of rocks near Halifax worth more 
than an acre in London. Scores of hardy fisher- 
men catch their breakfast there in five minutes, 
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all the year round, and no tillage is needed to make 
the production equally good for a thousand years 
to come.” He said once to an audience of Nova 
Scotian schoolboys: “Boys, brag of your coun- 
try! When I'm abroad I brag of everything that 
Nova Scotia is, or has, or can produce. And 
when they beat me at everything else, I turn on 
them and say, ‘How high does your tide rise?” 
One boast can always be made by Nova Scotians ; 
nowhere else in the world do the tides rise as 
high as in the Bay of Fundy. 

No other Canadian public man has excelled 
Joseph Howe in breadth of view, in eloquence, 
or in the power of the pen. None other among 
the makers of Canada better deserves to be an 
outstanding figure in the national memory of the 
Canadian people. Not only was he a statesman 
of vision and creative power and true love of 
country; he was a warm-hearted man, full of love 
of humanity. He was genuine and sincere to the 
core of his being. 

It was fitting that Joseph Howe should die in 
the honorable position of occupant of Government 
House in Halifax, the position held long before by 
Lord Falkland, and that he should die, as he did, 
on his feet, a month after attaining that post of 
highest dignity in his native Province. His death 
was on June 1, 1873. A column of Nova Scotia 
granite marks his grave near Halifax, within 
sound of the murmuring pines and the salt sea 
water he knew and loved as a boy. His statue in 
bronze stands near the building of the Legislative 
Assembly, which so often rang to his eloquence. 
His name will live in the memory of his country- 
men. 


SIR- WILFRID LAURIER 
BY W. J. HEALY 


THousanps of French-Canadians work during the 
winters in the lumber woods. In the summer of 
1911 one of these loggers who had been two years 
in the far northern regions of Quebec came down 
home to his native parish near Tadousac. When 
his family were telling him about the notable 
things that had happened while he was in the 
lumber woods, they mentioned that King Edward 
VII had died the year before, and George V was 
now King in London. He said: “Dat George you 
spik about, who get de King job, say, he mus’ sure 
have some beeg pull wit’ Laurier—hey?”’ Sir 
Wilfrid Laurier, who had been Premier of Can- 
ada since 1896, was thus thought by the simple- 
minded “habitants” of his native Province to be 
a potentate with far-reaching power in the world 
at large. Throughout all the Provinces of Canada 
he was immensely popular, 


He was the first native of the French-Canadian 
Province of Quebec to become Premier of the 
Dominion. Most of the French-Canadian fam- 
ilies go back for more than two hundred years on 
Quebec soil. The father of the future Premier 
was Carolus Laurier, a farmer near the village of 
St. Lin. His family had settled in Quebec in 
1666, six generations hefore. In addition to being 
a farmer, he carried on the business of land sur- 
veyor. He was a man of an inventive turn of 
mind. Dissatisfied with the old method of thresh- 
ing wheat and oats and barley with a flail, he 
devised and constructed the first attempt at a 
threshing machine in Canada. It was not a strik- 
ing success, but it attracted a great deal of atten- 
tion. Another invention for which he took out a 
patent looked like a clock; he fastened it on the 
dashboard of his buggy, and it ‘registered the 
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number- of miles he traveled when he was going 
about the country as a land surveyor. It was a 
forerunner of the instrument which is now seen 
in every automobile. 

Carolus Laurier was a man of strong character 
and ability. He realized early that his son Wilfrid 
was a boy of great natural gifts; and he deter- 
mined that Wilfrid should have the best education 
it was within his means to provide. The boy spoke 
French as his mother-tongue, like all French- 
Canadians. His father realized the importance of 
his having an equally good command of the 
English language, and with that 
end in view sent him to live for 
several years in the Quebec village 
of New Glasgow, the center of a 
Scotch-Canadian settlement. In 
later years, when Sir Wilfrid was 
an honored visitor both in England 
and in France, his oratory in 
French was no less admired in 
France than his oratory in English 
was admired in England. 

Wilfrid Laurier’s mother died 
when he was six years old. He 
was not strong in his boyhood, 
and his father was greatly dis- 
tressed about his health; but as 
he grew to manhood he became 
stronger. By wise care of his 
health and by exefcise he made 
himself an exceptionally vigorous 
and long-lived man. From his 
earliest youth he gave signs of his 
liking for public affairs. Even 
as a boy he liked to attend political 
meetings and listen to the speeches. 
He studied law in Montreal, and it 
is recorded that in a speech he 
made to his fellow-students in 
1864, when he was twenty-two 
years of age, he said he “would 
gladly devote his whole life to 
serve Canada and bring about true 
friendly understanding and con- 
cord between all the different 
elements of the Canadian people.” 
In 1871 he was elected to the 
Quebec Legislature, in which he 
served until in 1877 he was elected 
to the Parliament of the Dominion 
of Canada, of which he was a 
member continuously during the 
remaining forty-two years of his 
life. In 1887, when he was forty- 
six years old, he was chosen the 


leader of the Liberal party then The first 


out of office. In 
the Conservative 
elections, and he 
The country was 
times, 

Soon after the Laurier administration began, 
prosperity returned to Canada. New settlers 
poured into the vast prairies of the Western 
Provinces in tens and scores of thousands from 
the United States and from Europe. The Laurier 
administration revised the tariff and introduced 
certain preferential duties in favor of manufac- 


1896 his party defeated 
party in the Dominion 
became Premier of Canada. 
then suffering from hard 


SIR WILFRID LAURIER 


French-Canadian to become Premier of Canada 


352 


tured goods coming from Great Britain; and later 
on negotiated a reciprocity arrangement with the 
United States, which, however, failed to be rati- 
fied by the votes of the Canadian electors in an 
election in which the issue was confused with 
others. One of the first things to which he gave 
attention after he became Premier was the com- 
pletion of the Canadian canal system. The con- 
struction of new lines of railway all across the 
continent was gone on with vigorously, Canada’s 
ocean ports and harbors and navigable rivers were 
improved, a Railway Commission, like that in the 
United States, was created, a Labor Department 
instituted, postal rates were reduced, and free rural 
mail delivery introduced, a Canadian mint was 
established, trade treaties with various countries 
were negotiated, and in many other ways the 
welfare and progress of the country were fur- 
thered. 

In London and in Paris he did important work 
in helping to lay the foundation for the alliance 
between Great Britain and France which proved 
its strength in the World War. President Loubet 
of the French Republic, who signed that agree- 
ment as the French head of state, declared after- 
ward that Sir Wilfrid Laurier had “implanted in 
his mind and confirmed the belief that France and 
Great Britain should be united by strong bonds 
of friendship and alliance.” Sir Wilfrid also 
played an important part in advocating the policy 
of giving the South African Union self-govern- 
ment, a policy which prevailed. Self-government 
had been established in Canada, in Australia, and 
in New Zealand long before. Laurier was all his 
life a leader in the development of self-govern- 
ment, and was one of the earliest as he was one 
of the most eloquent exponents of the conception 
of the Empire as ‘a sisterhood of self-governing 
nations.” 

When he was knighted in London in 1897 and 
became Sir Wilfrid Laurier, instead of plain Mr. 
Wilfrid Laurier, the news came as a surprise to 
his followers in Canada, because he had in pre- 
vious years most emphatically declared himself 
opposed to all such titles. Upon the facts coming 
to light, it appeared that he had been placed in a 
position in which he could not very well refuse 
the knighthood. The occasion of his visit to 
London in 1897 as Canada’s chief representative 


was the Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria, in: 


celebration of the completion of the sixtieth year 
of her reign. The aged Queen made him sit at 
her right hand at the state dinner in Windsor 
Castle. When Mr. Laurier took his place at the 
table, he found a card before him, on which the 
Queen had written: “The Right Honorable Sir 
Wilfrid Laurier.” There was no way out for 
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him but to accept the title from the great and 
good Queen. Titled, or untitled, he was himself ; 
no title could confer upon him any honor equal 
to that which he already possessed, by his own 
high character and achievement. The Canadian 
people understood that Wilfrid Laurier accepted 
the title of “Sir” in front of his name because, in 
the circumstances, he could not do otherwise. 
Twenty years later, in 1917, when the Parliament 
of Canada passed its declaration against any 
further titles in Canada, Sir Wilfrid Laurier said 
(Queen Victoria being then dead) that he would 
gladly see a bonfire made of all such titles, and 
would throw his upon the bonfire, too. He was a 
true democrat to the end of his life. 

Richard Harding Davis, in his description in 
Harper’s Magazine of the scenes in and around 
Westminster Abbey at the time of the Diamond 
Jubilee of Queen Victoria, wrote that the two 
individuals who, after the venerable, white-haired 
Queen herself, most aroused the enthusiasm of the 
hundreds of thousands of people who thronged the 
streets of London, were the aged Field Marshal, 
General Lord Roberts, whose military career con- 
tained so many mstances of heroism, and Sir 
Wilfrid Laurier. Sir Wilfrid was a tall and 
strikingly handsome man, who looked what he 
was, the born leader of men. Honors were show- 
ered upon him in England and in France. But 
he never lost his head, and never forgot that he 
was, in his own proud words, ‘fa democrat to the 
hilt.” Pomp and display did not appeal to him. 
Genuine and sincere himself, he had a clear- 
sighted perception of the same qualities in others. 
He had no use for flatterers or pretenders. 

The man in all history whom he admired most 
was Abraham Lincoln. In his early manhood he 
began to collect books about Lincoln; it was his 
ambition to possess every book of any real value 
about Lincoln, and when he died a section of his 
library consisted wholly of such books. When he 
went to Washington for the first time he spent 
his first day in that city in visiting the places 
consecrated by association with Lincoln. His 
likeness to Lincoln in rising above strife and tur- 
moil was often commented on. He never failed 
to stand steadfastly by his principles and convic- 
tions; but at the same time he never failed to 
speak and act with broadmindedness and toleration. 

This spirit was manifested in his last speech 
in London, in which, turning to a number of 
young men who were present, he said: “As for 
you who stand to-day on the threshold of life, I 
shall remind you that many problems rise before 
you, problems of race division, problems of creed 
differences, problems of economic conflict, prob- 
lems of national duty and national.aspiration. Let 
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me tell you that for the solution of these problems 
you have a safe guide, an unfailing light, if you 
remember that faith is better than doubt, and 
love is better than hate. Banish doubt and hate 
from your life. Let your souls be ever open to 
the strong promptings of faith and the gentle 
influence of brotherly love. Be adamant against 
the haughty; be gentle and kind to the weak. Let 
your aim and your purpose, in good report or in 
ill, in victory or in defeat, be so to live, so to 
strive, so to serve as to do your part to raise the 
standard cf life.” Speaking in 1913 to a large 
assembly of students in Toronto, he said: “My 
young friends, go out into the world to service. 
Make the highest thought of service your inspira- 
tion. Problems there are—big problems. To- 
morrow and the day after to-morrow it will be your 
turn to grapple with them. Serve God and your 
country. Be firm in the right, as God gives you 
to see the right. You may not always succeed. 
Progress is often punctuated with reverses. You 
may meet reverse—but the following day stand 
up again and renew the conflict for truth, and 
justice will triumph in the end.” 

His whole career was guided by the principles 
to which he gave expression in a speech to the 
Acadians of Nova Scotia, to whom he said: 
“Thank Providence that we live in a country of 
absolute freedom and liberty. Let us always bear 
in mind our duties, for duty is always inherent in 
right. Our fathers had to labor to secure these 
rights. Now let us fulfill our part. Three years 
ago, when visiting England, I visited one of the 
marvels of Gothic architecture which the hand of 
genius, guided by an unerring faith, had made a 
harmonious whole, in which granite, marble, oak 
and other materials were blended. That cathedral 
is an image of the nation I hope to see Canada 
become. As long as I live, as long as I have the 
power to labor in the service of my country, I 
shall always repel the idea of changing the nature 
of its different elements. I want the marble to 
remain marble; I want the granite to remain the 
granite; I want the oak to remain the oak; I want 
the sturdy Scotchman to remain the Scotchman; 
I want. the brainy Englishman to remain the 
Englishman; I want the warm-hearted Irishman 
to remain the Irishman; I want to take all the 
elements in the Canadian people and build a 
nation that will be foremost among the nations of 
the world.” 

He was nearly half a century in active politics. 


His first recorded speech is a pleage to devote 


himself to the cause of conciliation, harmony, and 
concord among the different elements of the Cana- 
dian people. He was before all elise a patriot. 
His devotion to Canada was his strongest feeling. 
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During his Premiership, from 1896 to 1911, Can- 
ada had its greatest period of expansion. Speak- 
ing at the beginning of the twentieth century, he 
stirred every Canadian heart by claiming the new 
century for Canada. “The nineteenth century,” 
he said, “has been a century that has been remark- 
able for the marvelous development of the United 
States. During the whole period of that cycle of 
time the United States has been the great center 
of attraction for all the world. But a new star 
has arisen upon the horizon, a star not in the orbit 
of the American constellation, but a star standing 
by itself resplendent in the western sky, and it is 
toward that star that every immigrant, every 
traveler, every man who leaves the land of his 
ancestors to come and seek a home for himself, 
turns his gaze.” Fittingly the London Morning 
Post said of him on his sixty-sixth birthday: “No 
other statesman could have accomplished so much 
in the space of a lifetime as the great French- 
Canadian who combines an imaginative eloquence 
unsurpassed in British history with the charm and 
courtesy of a cultivated Frenchman.” 

When Sir Wilfrid Laurier died on February 17, 
1920, in his seventy-eighth year, there were no 
warmer tributes paid to his memory than by the 
leading journals of the United States. “Among 
Canadian statesmen of our day,” said the New 
York Tribune, “Sir Wilfrid Laurier ranked first. 
The Canada of the present is in a large measure 
his work. His horizon was spacious.” The New 
York Sun said: “The fifteen years in which he 
served as Premier saw the greatest growth of the 
Dominion in railroads, trade, anc! agriculture. of 
any period in its marvelous history.” Said the 
New York World: “His name is one of the great- 
est in the history of the sister republic’—thereby 
making note of Canada’s advance as a self-govern- 
ing nation, and while not a republic, a sister 
democracy. And the New York Times said: “No 
other Colonial statesman so impressed the Eng- 
lish. This French-Canadian, this first French- 
Canadian Premier, this bilingual orator, this per- 
sonage of suavity, dignity, and distinction, has 
not left his like behind. Resourceful, subtle, a 
master of debate, the unmatched leader of the 
Liberals, he seemed to belong to the generation of 
Disraeli and Palmerston and Gladstone.” 

Speaking within a few weeks after the invasion 
of Belgium which began the World War in 1914, 
at a great mass meeting held in Toronto under 
the auspices of the American Aid Society, an 
organization of American residents of that city, 
Sir Wilfrid Laurier said: “All vestiges of politi- 
cal differences have vanished. This war must be 
fought to a finish, and Canada will help, to its 
last man and its last dollar. Arms must not be 
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laid down until the principle fought for is vindi- 
cated, and the day has come when right takes the 
place of might. There can be no peace in the 
world until it knows that it is to be governed by 
truth, liberty, and justice.’ Later on, in regard 
to conscription, he found himself at variance with 
the majority of the Canadian people. But there 
was never any question of the steadfast sincerity 
of his patriotism, 


Not many days before he died he said: “I am 
content to leave my record to the judgment of 
men’s thoughts and to future generations of Ca- 
nadians.” The demonstration of feeling through- 
out Canada, from ocean to ocean, when he died, 
proved that those words were justified. Sir Wil- 
frid Laurier was the seventh Premier of Canada, 
and the only one whose tomb is in Ottawa, the 
capital of the Dominion, 


THE ROYAL NORTHWEST MOUNTED POLICE 


“AS LITTLE gold lace, fuss and feathers as pos- 
sible,” was the instruction for the planning of 
uniforms for the Royal Northwest Mounted Po- 
lice when this famous frontier patrol was first 
organized. The men were required to be good 
riders and expert marksmen, able to read and 
write both French and English. 

Scarlet, to impress the Indians, was considered 
a practical feature of the police garb. ‘We all 
know that the soldiers of our Great Mother wear 
red coats and are our friends,” one old chief is 
said to have observed, when discussing the prob- 
able character of some soldiers who wore dark- 
colored uniforms. 

So red coats were decreed for the Northwest 
Mounted. Friendship of the Indians was a thing 
greatly to be desired by all lovers of peace in 
Canada. It was certainly a welcome aid to some 
six hundred troops whose task was to establish 
law and order throughout the thousands of square 
miles from the Red River to the Rocky Moun- 
tains and north to the frozen Arctic. 

This was the country first penetrated by Pierre 
Radisson and his camping pal, over a hundred 
years before the police took possession. Peopled 
by scattered Indians, half-breeds, and adventur- 
ers from all corners of the globe, it was a region 
remote from the restraining hand of the law. 
So the mounted police rode into the west carry- 
ing the law with them. And they wore scarlet 
jackets, and in Winter, fur caps and coats and 
moose-hide moccasins. 

In 1873, when Father Lacombe’s little missions 
were feeling the grip of new disasters for the 
Indian, the police force began its efficient service. 
Whiskey and the encroachment of white settlers, 
together with the scarcity of buffaloes, were 
hastening the tragic downfall of the red-men.« In 
the lawless raids of greedy adventurers abuse of 
the Indian was common. 

Treaties lived up to by all concerned, fair 
terms and justice without bloodshed, was the aim 
of the British Government in policing these west- 
ern wilds. It was a sane and sensible idea. And 
the work of the mounted police is a matter of 
legitimate pride to Canada. 


CHANGES ARE REPORTED 


With good horses and practical equipment, the 
men patrolled the great plains, for a long time 
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the favorite haunts of infamous desperadoes. 
They were vigorous, resourceful leaders—pion- 
eers as well as soldiers. Soon a vast change 
was noted. 

Colonel MacLeod was “happy to report” that 
the whiskey trade had been completely stopped 
in a whole section where drunken riots had been 
the rule. By being scrupulously honest with the 
Indians, the police won their confidence. Said 
Chief Crowfoot: “If the police had not come to 
the country where would we be now? Bad men 
and whiskey were killing us so fast that very few 
of us indeed would have been left to-day. The 
police have protected us, as the feathers of the 
bird protect it from the frosts of Winter. I 
wish them all good, and trust that our hearts 
will increase in goodness from this time for- 
ward.” 

“Before you came, the Indian crept along,” 
said one old chief. “Now he is not afraid to 
walk erect.” 

Indian wars in the United States led to a great 
influx of tribes across the border and complicated 
the work of the police. Duties were heavy and 
irregular. A man never knew how many hundred 
miles he might have to ride after an outlaw. 
Scores of incidents reveal the endurance and 
faithful devotion of these fearless, hardy troop- 
ers. 

Three men ride 120 miles through a blinding 
snowstorm to capture a horse-thief. They find 
their man in a camp of eighty half-breeds who 
are all ready to fight. But the cool courage of 
the policemen and the traditional magic of the 
red jackets prove equal to the occasion. Three 
to eighty, they triumph and ride back with their 
prisoner in safety. 


LOST IN A BLIZZARD 


“Lost. Horse dead. Am trying to push on. 
Have done my best.” ‘This was the note taken 
from the pocket of one of these riders of the 
plains who was found dead in the snow after a 
blizzard. It suggests the traditions of these 
soldiers. 

Many died in forest fires, in river-floods or 
shipwrecks on the stormy lakes, or were mur- 
dered by hostile Indians. The heroism and 
service of the faithful troopers has been sug- 
gested by Kipling in such ringing lines as these: 
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“Follow after—we are waiting by the trails 
that we have lost, 

For the sound of many footsteps, for the tread 
of a host. 

Follow after—follow after, for the harvest 
is sown; 

By the bones about the wayside ye shall come 
to your own.” 


The building of the Canadian-Pacific called 
for additional police. The discipline of the re- 
mote railroad camps, with thousands of workmen 
of all nationalities, was no easy job. And the 
Indians often got mixed up in the trouble. 

The story of Pie-a-Pot is typical. This Cree 
chief decided to block the way of the railroad 
builders. ‘I'wo mounted police were notified, and 
rode out to the village where Pie-a-Pot sat 
stolidly before his tepee. The chief insolently 
refused to listen to the sergeant’s order of evacu- 
ation. Indian men rode about shooting off their 
guns and telling what they would do to white 
men who got to interfering. Other land had 
been given them, in this instance. They were 
asked only to move aside for the railroad. 

But they were obstinate. The women sat 
around making faces and calling names. The 
police sergeant told the chief he would give him 
fifteen minutes to make up his mind. But Pie-a- 
Pot’s mind was made up. The policeman took 
out his watch. The quarter ticked away, and the 
chief sat still. 

Then the sergeant left his horse, walked up 
to the tepee and began kicking down the poles. 
The women scrambled about with loud screams, 
but the sergeant went on, knocking down other 
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tent-poles, and the Indians quietly picked up 
their belongings and moved on. 


CARING FOR THE INSANE 


Cool courage in a mob of strikers who out- 
numbered the police ten times over brought 
obedience among rioting white men. In the 
north the police traveled by dog-sleds, or floated 
in Eskimo “kayaks,” skin boats with a hole in 
the cover just large enough for a man’s body. 
These were paddled through the icy waters and 
down foaming rapids. 

In gasolene launches they patroled the lakes 
and protected fisheries. The variety of duties 
which fell to these patrols was often great, espe- 
cially in the more remote Provinces. ‘The tasks 
included: patrols, rescue work, care of the asy- 
lums and penitentiaries, court bailiffs, health- 
supervision, mining-recorders, inspectors, timber- 
agents, royalty-collectors, customs-house agents, 
magistrates, coroners, mail-carriers, postmasters. 

A Yukon wilderness drives many a _ lonely 
camper mad. The police are responsible for his 
safe conduct to an asylum. One sergeant with a 
dog-team carried a raving Indian 500 miles 
through the white desolation of winter plains and 
forests. 

Another similar trip was made with an insane 
missionary. This policeman was three weeks on 
the lone and terrible journey. Storm-bound for 
forty-eight hours,-he tied himself and his patient 
to a tree and put up the sled as a wind-shield. 
At night he built huge fires to keep away packs 
of timber-wolves who were sniffing along his 
trail. The patient refused to eat, and had to be 
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fed by force. He tried to escape whenever he 
had a chance, and once gave his keeper a long 
chase and a hard struggle to get him back on the 
sled. 

With never a thought of giving up, the officer 
kept on. The missionary’s life was saved, and he 
recovered his sanity after receiving treatment. 
But the long strain proved too much for the 
sergeant. He started back on the return journey, 
but lost his mind and was taken in charge at one 
of the stations he visited. He went to an asylum, 
and was afterward pronounced cured and re- 
turned to the service. But he never seemed quite 
himself again after the blighting experience of 
the terrible trip through the wilderness. 

So the work of these men has thrilled Canada, 
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and has, kept her frontier decent and law-abiding. 
There is no Roll of Honor for this important 
service. Heroism is taken for granted. Fighting 
a prairie fire, quelling an Indian riot, taking care 
of a sick man, or dying in a blizzard is all a 
part of the job. Courage, resourcefulness, 
honesty, devotion, faith and the milk of human 
kindness are needed for such duties. 

The numbers of the patrol were greatly re- 
duced during the war with Germany. And the 
dashing Canadian regiments carried into the 
battlefields of France some of the same sort of 
fighting spirit which has distinguished the 
mounted police. It is a spirit that has attracted 
the admiration of the world, as well as the grati- 
tude and pride of the British Empire. 
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GENERAL INDEX | 


N the following pages is an INDEX. Just what is an Index? The dictionary tells us 

that anything that points out, or shows, something else is an index. The guide-post we 
find where two roads meet is an index, because it tells us whither the roads lead. An index 
to a book, or to a set of books, is a guide to the things mentioned therein, and shows where 
each is to be found. ; 

The very first necessity in using a book-index is to know the alphabet—not just know an 
A when you see it, but know that A is the first letter of the accepted order in which the 
letters of the alphabet are arranged. It is upon this arrangement of letters that dictionaries, 
encyclopedias, and indexes depend for their usefulness in helping us find our way. Thus, 
when you want to find out what the BooxsHerr tells you about Schools, you open this INDEX 
and turn the pages until you come to the letter S; if you are thoroughly familiar with the 
order of the alphabet, you will not waste time among the first few pages, but will quickly 
pass to about three-quarters of the way to the end. After finding S you will run your eye 
down the entries there, quickly passing over all those beginning with Sa, and going more 
slowly when you reach those beginning with Sc. Now you watch the third letter of each 
word until you come to Sch; then the eye follows the fourth letters until Scho is reached ; 
then you follow the fifth letters until o is again reached, and you have words beginning Schoo. 

You now understand the principle on which an index is made. All words beginning with 
the same letter are grouped together; then these groups are divided into others depending 
upon the second letter of the word; then these divisions are subdivided into still smaller 
groups, depending upon the third letter of the word; and so it goes on until there are no letters 
alike in the same column, and the word drops into its individual place. 

When the same word begins two or more entries, we must continue our subdividing through 
the second word, and in some cases through the third, fourth, and fifth words, and sometimes 
even further. 

There are a few special points about this INDEX which the user should remember. 

First: The black-faced figures indicate the volume, and the light-faced indicate the page; 
thus “6, 25” means that the reader should look on page 25 of volume six. Second: Some- 
times only the light-faced figure, indicating the page, appears; then the reader refers back 
in the same paragraph to the nearest black-faced figure for the volume number. Third: 
Entries printed in large-and-small capitals are the names of authors, editors, composers, or 
artists. This enables you to tell at once whether the item referred to is by, or about, the 
person indexed. Thus, “Wasuincton, GrorcE: Privations at Valley Forge, 9, 202” indicates 
that in volume nine, on page 202 you will find a statement by him: while the entry just 
below, “Washington, George, (1732-1799) American General, patriot and statesman, first 
president of the United States, Boyhood of, 9, 22,” indicates that in volume nine you will 
find something about him. Fourth: In the entry last quoted are two numbers inclosed in 
parentheses -(1732-1799). These are the years of Washington’s birth and death. Fifth: Not 
in all entries about persons is it possible to give two dates, or to give them accurately. One 
date and a long dash, as “John Joseph Pershing (1860- ),” indicates that the person is 
living. The letters “ca.” before a date is an abbreviation of the Latin word “circa,” meaning 
“about.” Thus, “Carver, John (ca. 1575-1621),”’ indicates that no record has been found 
giving the exact year of the birth of John Carver, but we know from other evidence that it 
was about 1575. Sixth: There are no useless entries in this INDEX. You will not find 
under “London” any reference to Benjamin Franklin’s visits there, because the mere fact that 
he did go to that city does not tell you anything about London. Neither under “Franklin” 
will you find a great many references. The first one says “story of’; this could have been 
subdivided into twenty or more entries, but they would each and all have referred to the 
article about him which begins on page 204 of volume nine. 

This INDEX will guide you to information on many subjects which would probably be 
entirely overlooked by you without its assistance, : 
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B C Company, 2, 23° 

BC) DH EG, 7, 258 

birdie with a yellow bill, 2, 199 

boy that was spare and a girl that was fair, 1, 

231 

centipede was happy quite, 5, 375 

diller, a dollar, a ten o’clock scholar, 2, 98 

farmer went trotting upon his gray mare, 1, 20 

gift—a friend—a foe, 7, 257 

is Aladdin, 2, 22 

is for apple, 2, 18 

is for arm, apple, artichoke, and Ann, 2, 4 

is for the antelope, 2, 12 

little boy and a little girl, 1, 8 

little fairy comes at night, 1, 74 

little old man with a shiny bald head, 1, 58 

A million little diamonds, 2, 197 

“A Roland for an Oliver”: origin of expression, 8, 
375 

A sky above, a sky below, 5, 327 

A sturdy little donkey, 1, 312 

A traveler on a dusty road, 1, 186 

A was an ant, 2, 6 

A was an apple pie, 2, 11 

A was an archer, 2, 17 

A was once an apple-pie, 2, 8 

A white tent pitched by a glassy lake, 5, 332 

Axssprey, Epwin A.: The castle of the maidens, 4, 
104; The round table of King Arthur, 4, 100 

Abou ben Adhem, 5, 349 

About six little chickens, 1, 78 

Abraham Lincoln (verse), 5, 321 

Abraham, Plains or Heights of, near Quebec, Canada: 
battle of (1579), 9, 171 

Acadia, Ploughing in, 4, 142 

Ace of diamonds (dance), 4, 297 

Acheron, river: one of the seven rivers of Hades, 8, 
262 

Achilles: at the siege of Troy, 8, 359 

Acorn: and the oak tree, 1, 186; what it said, 2, 
199 

Acorns and leaves: as source of amusement, 7, 228 

Acre, Palestine: siege of, 8, 382 

Acrobats: children in India as, 8, 144; 
Physical Fitness 

Across the narrow beach we flit, 7, 57 

Acrostic, Military, 7, 279 
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Action plays, 1, 1 i 

Adams, John (1735-1826), American statesman and 
second president of the United States: first . to 
occupy the white House, 4, 363; signs Declaration 
of Independence, 9, 192 

Adams, Samuel (1722-1803), American nee 
calls a public meeting, 9, 121; signs Declaration 
of Independence, 192 

ADDISON, JOSEPH: The voice of the heavens, 5, 338 

Additions (riddle), 7, 289 

Address or note-book: how to make, 6, 205 

Address, Warren’s, 5, 311 

Ademar, Bishop of Puy: joins the Crusade, 8, 377 

Admetus, King of Thessaly: legend of, 4, 108 

Admiral (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 171 

Adoration, 4, 106 

Adoration of the child Jesus, the, 4, 158 

Adrian I (d. 795 A. D.), Pope, 722-795: 
290 

Adriatic Sea, The: “marriage” of, 8, 29 

Advancing statues (game): how to play, 7, 252 

Advantage of knowledge, 3, 392 

Advantages of the vulgar story, 7, 240 

Adventurers, The first, 8, 167 

Adventures, The (game): how to play, 7, 267 

Adventures of Lewis and Clark, The, 9, 240 

Afacus, a judge in Hades, 8, 263 

Aigean Sea: how it was named, 8, 259 

ffigeus, legendary King of Athens: story of, 8, 253 

Aineas, legendary Trojan hero: story of, 8, 266; and 
Queen Dido, 157 

Afolian harp: how to make and play, 7, 271 

Afolian Isles: origin of name, 8, 269 

Afolus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 313; 

f®son, legendary Greek King: story of, 

Alsop: fables, 3, 363 

Affable Andy, 2, 2 

Africa: articles of personal adornment in, 8, 113; 
babies born pink, 109; how babies are carried, 110; 
child on her mother’s back (photograph), 111; 
children, 109; Congo village (photograph), 47; 
diamond mines, 17; Egypt, 12; everyday life 
(photographs), 111; girl carrying baby brother 
(photograph), 41; huts, 108; letter writing in, 4, 
355; markets, 8, 80; Morocco, 6, 162; playtime, 
74, 132; policemen of, 56; postman, 58; schools, 
68; the story of Isis, 4, 354; travels and tales, 8, 
151; treatment of teeth, 113; tribal tattooing, 113; 
village life, 1083 work of women, 110 


story of, 9, 


8, 269 
8, 247 
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After his feast, 1, 244 

Agamemnon, overlord of Greece: and the siege of 
Troy, 8, 353 

Aglaia, Greek goddess, 3, 313 

Agpat, an Eskimo village: visited by white men, 8, 
97 

Agra, a city in northern India: described, 4, 361 

Agriculture, Greek goddess of, 3, 310 

Ahweah, the Eskimo doll: how to make costume 
for, 6, 108 

Aidan, teacher of Cuthbert: a vision of, 8, 369 

Aietes, the war-god (Grecian): and the Argonauts, 
8, 247 

Ailmar, King: fosters Childe Horne, 8, 279 

Air: facts about, 7, 187 

Airplane mail service: Italy as pioneer, 6, 360 

Airplane model: directions for making, 6, 345 

Aithra, princess, mother of Theseus, 8, 252 

Aladdin and the wonderful lamp, 5, 5 

Alas! my child, where is the pen, 5, 375 

Alaskan brown bear: description of, 7, 4 

ALBANESI, E. Marta: The doll that was rich, 2, 117 

Albania, Europe: wins freedom from Turkey, 9, 310 

ALBRIGHT, SARA JOSEPHINE: Maggie’s very own se- 
cret, 1, 86 

Alcestis, wife of Admetus, King of Thessaly: legend 
of, 4, 108 

Alemene, mother of Jupiter, 8, 259 

Alcohol, solid: how to make, 6, 385 

Aucotr, Loutsa M.: Little Annie’s dream, 2, 235 
Little Gulliver, 153 

Alden, John (1599-1687), magistrate of Plymouth 
Colony: courts Priscilla Mullins, 8, 190 

AtpricH, THOMAS BaiLry: Before the rain, 5, 333 

Alecto, Greek goddess, 3, 314 

Aleinous, ruler of the sea-kings: aids Odysseus, 8, 
232 

Alexander the Great, King of Macedonia: 
Diogenes, 4, 322 

ALEXANDER, CecrL Frances: All things beautiful, 2, 
193; burial of Moses, 5, 348; Evening Song, 1, 72 

Alexius, Emperor of the Hastern Kingdom: his aid 
in delivering Christians from Turkish oppression, 
8, 377; his treatment of the second Crusade, 8, 
378 

Alfred the Great (848 [or 849]-901 a.p.), king of the 
West Saxons: story of 8, 370 

Algiers: customs in, 8, 35; a school in (photograph), 
9; a store in (photograph), 82 

Ali Baba and the forty thieves, 5, 14 

Alice, 4, 66 

Alice in wonderland: A mad tea-party, 5, 112 

Alighieri: see Dante 

All around the cobbler’s bench, 4, 194 

All round the green gravel, 1, 34 

All things beautiful, 2, 193 

All things bright and beautiful, 2, 193 

All was well on Sunday morning, 1, 124 

Allarm, the dog, 3, 223 

ALLEN, Avice E.: A yery little story for a very little 
girl, 1, 196 
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ALLEN, Caroine S.: A real little boy blue, 1, 214 

ALLEN, Mrs. M. R.: The rabbit and the peas, 1, 
354 

Allen-a-Dale, (verse), 8, 295 

Allen-a-Dale and Robin Hood (verse), 8, 295 

Allenby, General: wins Palestine from the Turks, 8, 
379 

All-hallow eve: see Hallowe’en 

Alligator and King of tiny frogs, 1, 368 

ALLINGHAM, WILLIAM: The fairies, 3, 91; The lepra- 
caun, or fairy shoemaker, 89 

Alliterations, 7, 289 

All-up relay (game): how to play, 7, 252 

ALMA-TADEMA, LAURENCE: A blessing for the blessed, 
1, 72; playgrounds, 2, 188; the gravel path, 1, 
157 

Atmy, ANNA K.: The fairies’ trolley, 2, 88 

Alpaca (animal): description of, 7, 10 

Alphabet: preserved and taught by Pheenicians, 8, 
157 

Alphabet, Japanese, 8, 102 

Alphabet, The Chinese, 8, 70-71 

Alphabet, Scripture (game), 7, 332 

Alphabets; Amusing, 2, 1; blocks, 6, 157, 160; 
games, 7, 331; how to cut from paper, 6, 160; 
how to draw, 75 

Alpine glacier, An: description of, 7, 221 

Alsatian school children (photograph), 8, 69 

Alva, Fernando Alaverez de Toledo, Duke of (1508- 
1582), Spanish general: invades Belgium, 9, 167; 
sent to Holland, 311 

Altebrus of Westernesse: instructs Childe Horne, 8, 
279 

Always traveling (puzzle), 7, 325 

Amazon River (So. America): description of, 7, 
203; 8, 163 

“Ambo, ato,” Spanish children’s singing game, 8, 
117 

America: discovered by Columbus, 4, 338; 8, 172; 
Canada colonized, 9, 315; explorations of the Vik- 
ings, 8, 167; Louisiana Territory named by La- 
Salle in honor of King Louis, 209; Raleigh at- 
tempts to establish a colony, 9, 296; the Flem- 
ings and Walloons colonize, 166; Quakers colon- 
ize, 183; the Pilgrims and Puritans colonize, 157; 
see also: Explorers and discoverers; United States 

America, A soldier of, 4, 154 

American bison: description of, 7, 10 

American coins, rare: list and valuation, 6, 358 

American elk: description of, 7, 6 

American flag: origin of, 9, 149 

American flag, The (verse), 5, 309 

American history: stories from, 9, 119 

American Indians: see Indians 

American Revolution: see Revolution, American 

American writers, Stories by favorite, 2, 203 

Amphitrite, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 311 

Amsterdam, Holland: photograph of a street in, ie 


AMUNDSEN, Roatp: Amundsen, discoverer of the 
South Pole, 8, 213 
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Amusements: basketry, 6, 278; bead-stringing, 97; 
collecting nature materials, 7, 227; crossword puz- 
ales, 6, 185; doll-dressmaking, 103; drawing made 
easy, 3; experiments in chemistry, 381; father and 
mother plays, 1, 2; getting up a party, 7, 235; 
gymnastics, 7, 339; hammer and nails, 6, 98; 
handicraft for girls, 267; handwork for the holi- 
days, 6, 201; illustrated puzzles and charades, 7, 
273; indoor games, 259; little mother’s work 
basket, 6, 231; modeling in white soap, 33; 
mothers’ cooking school, 213; outdoor games and 
sports, 7, 241; physical exercises for boys, 365; 
physical exercises for girls, 351; picture making, 
6, 33; riddles and puzzles, tricks and stunts, 7, 
305; riddles, charades and conundrums, 283; self- 
directed work and play, 6, 109; shadow pictures, 
163; the camera, 361; things to make and do, 345; 
what’s wrong pictures, 173; weaving, 100; wishes 
and charms, 7, 257; wood-work, 6, 287; mechanics, 
371; see also Playtime 

Amusing alphabets, 2, 1 

An elephant from the east, 4, 223 

An even-leaved ash, 7, 257 

Anagrams, 7, 292 

“And now,” said the Governor, gazing, 5, 324 

And where have you been, 5, 303 

ANDERSEN, HANS CHRISTIAN: Five peas in a pod, 2, 
84; The emperor’s new clothes, 5, 30; The night- 
ingale, 3, 351; The snow queen, 129; The ugly 
duckling, 198; The wild swans, 203; Thumbelina, 
1, 201 

Andes Mountains: description of, 8, 163 

Andrew, St., patron saint of Scotland: cross of, 9, 
149 

Andromache: story of, 8, 358 

Andromeda: Perseus rescues, 8, 227 

Anemone: legend about, 3, 310 

Angelica, Princess, character in “The rose and the 
ring,” 5, 251 

Angels’ heads, 4, 86 

Angels’ song, The, 5, 348 

Angelus, The, 4, 32 

Animal blindman’s bluff: how to play, 7, 252 

Animal cages: how to make of paper, 6, 57 

Animal crackers (song), 4, 262 

Animal folk tales, 1, 363 

Animal puzzles, 7, 274, 286 

Animal show, The fine good, 1, 304 

Animal stories, 1, 273; 7, 46 

Animal toys: how to make of clay, 6, 37; how to 
make of lima-bean pods, 140; how to make of 
paper, 58, 157; how to make of wood, 299; of 
Kafir children, 8, 40 

Animals, Assembly of, 3, 388 

Animals, Kindness to, 1, 159 

Animals in New York “Zoo”: a visit to the, 8, 54 

Anne of Brittany (1476-1514), Queen of France: 
story of, 9, 109 P 

Another portrait of Giovanna Tornabuoni, 4, 130 

Another story, 2, 48 

Answer this (puzzle), 7, 327 


Answers to all sorts of puzzles, 7, 299 

Answers to Bible questions, 7, 332 

Answers to charades, 7, 301 

Answers to conundrums, 7, 301 

Answers to crossword puzzles, 6, 197 

Answers to illustrated puzzles and charades, 7, 279 

Answers to New Testament queries, 7, 336 

Answers to Old Testament queries, 7, 335 

Answers to puzzle pictures, 7, 300 

Answers to riddles, charades and conundrums, 7, 299 

Answers to Scripture alphabet (game), 7, 332 

Answers to “what’s wrong” pictures, 6, 183 

Ant and the dove, 3 371 

Antarctic exploration: discovery of South Pole, &. 
213 

Antelope, Prong-horned: description of, 7, 6 

Antelope: rhyme about, 2, 12 

Antietam, a river of Pennsylvania and Maryland: 
battle of, 9, 260 

Antilochos: Greek messenger at siege of Troy, 8, 361 

Antonio, character in “The Tempest,” 5, 136 

Ants and the grasshopper, 3, 386 

Ants: white, in Africa, 8, 109 

Ape and the elephant, 3, 389 

Ape, fortune-telling: in Don Quixote, 5, 105 

Apes: see Monkeys 

Aphrodite and Paris: legend of, 8, 353, 357 

Aphrodite, Greek goddess (called Venus in Roman 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 310 

Apollo: Alneas receives a message from, 8, 267; 
aids the Trojans, 360; legends of, 4, 108, 110; 
Greek god: sketch of, 3, 308 

Appetite, P’ve lost my, 1, 244 

Apple (trick), 7, 318 

Apple jelly: recipe for, 6, 215 

Apple pie, If all the world were, 1, 42 

Apple pie, The, 2, 11 

Apple pie, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 195 

Apple tree, Planting of the, 5, 333 

Apple tree, Swinging ’neath the old (song), 4, 276 

Apples: how to draw, 6, 6; how to print pictures on, 
383; how to tear out of paper, 89 

Apples, Baked: recipe for, 6, 214 

Apples, Stuffed: recipe for, 6, 214 

Apples, Golden: awarded Aphrodite, 3, 310; Hercules 
and, 8, 261; Scandinavian myth about, 3, 327 

Apples ripe (song), 4, 207 

Appleseed, Johnny: story of, 9, 139 

Appomattox Court House, Virginia: scene of Lee’s 
surrender, 9, 262 

Aquarium: how to stock and care for, 7, 234 

Arab, An: story about, 2, 86 

Arab saying, An (rebus), 7, 277 

Arabian Nights, Stories from the, 5, 8 

Arabs: family customs of, 8, 35; in terror of 
Richard the lion-hearted, 383; their treatment of 
Christian pilgrims, 376; peddlers, Palestine (pho- 
tograph), 118; women (photographs), 8 

Archer, A was an, 2, 17 

Arehery: in Africa, 8, 74; in America, 75 
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Archimedes, Greek Mathematician: his discoveries 
in mechanics, 6, 371 

Arctic exploration: discovery of North Pole, 8, 
210; Henry Hudson discovers Hudson’s Bay, 197; 
Sir John Franklin, 9, 15; the Vikings, 8, 167, 303 

Arctic fox: description of, 7, 5 

Ares, Greek god (called Mars in Roman mythology) : 
sketch of, 3, 308 

Argonauts, The, §, 241 

Argus, faithful dog of Odysseus, 8, 238 

Ariadne, princess of Crete: aids Theseus, 8, 257 

Ariel: character in “The Tempest,” 5, 132 

Arise, my maiden, Mabel, 3, 92 

Aristocrat of the pigeon world: how to draw, 6, 5 

Arithmetic: how taught in India, 8, 124; how taught 
in Italian village school, 126 

Arkansas, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Arm plays: Pump, pump, pump, 1, 10; Wash the 
lady’s dishes, 1, 7 

Armada, The invincible: defeat of, 9, 295 

Armenia: dressing a doll in the costume of, 6, 103 

Armor, Three boys in, 4, 92 

Arms: in ancient Erin, 8, 370 

Army, How a woman saved an, 9, 133 

Army, Magic: Jason vanquishes the, 8, 249 

Army of two, The, 9, 119 

ARNOLD, SARAH L.: The stone in the road, 2, 158 

Arrow and the eagle, 3, 368 

Arrow and the song, The, 5, 344 

Arrow puzzle, 7, 292 

Art: influence of early Greek, 4, 323; see volume 4, 
Picture stories and Music 

Art of living together, The fine, 7, 237 

Artaxerxes, King of Persia, 8, 363 

Artemis, Greek goddess (called Diana 
mythology) : sketch of, 3, 309 

Artesian wells: in Australia, 8, 160 

Artful Dodger, The: character in Oliver Twist, 5, 
171 

Arthur, King of Britain: and his knights, 5, 285; 
legends of his court, 4, 100 

Arthur, Prince (1187-1203), count of Brittany: story 
OLE Oso 

Arthur O’Bower has broken his band, 1, 25 

Artistic reflections (game): how to play, 7, 269 

“As one who cons at evening o’er an album all 


in Roman 


alone,” 5, 362 
Asia: babies in China, 8, 31; babies of the great 
tents, 35; crossing plains of, 8, 165; David of 


the Holy Land, 118; games and feasts in Japan, 
128; games and festivals in China, 136; Hugh in 
India, 122; Ismail of the upside down land, 104; 
Marco Polo, Venetian traveler at the Court of 
Kublai Khan, 169; Persia, 10, 162; the land of 
palms, 157; the river holiday in India, 143; Tibet, 
159 

Ass, stories and fables about: ass, the cock and the 
lion, 3, 366; ass and the dog, 372; ass, the fox and 
the lion, 380; the horse and the loaded ass, 370; 
ass in the lion’s skin, 377; ass, the miller and his 


Ass, stories and fables (cont'd) 
son, 375; ass and his shadow, 372; ass with the 
salt, 370; ass and the war-horse, 364 

Assembly of animals, The, 3, 388 

Assuan Dam (Egypt), 8, 153 

Aston, FLoRENCE: The first crusaders, 8, 376; The 
knights of chivalry, 374 

Astyages, King of the Medes: 
349 

Astyanax, son of Hector and Andromache, 8, 358- 
359 

At evening when the lamp is lit, 1, 180 

At the back of the north wind, 5, 273 

At the spinet, 4, 56 

Atalanta’s race, 4, 38 

Athabasea Indians: family life of, 8, 88 

Athabasca Lake trading-station, 8, 91 

Athalf, true friend of Childe Horne, 8, 278 

Athelstan, the Victorious (ca. 895-941), Anglo-Saxon 
King: sends his sword to King Harald of Nor- 
way, 8, 305 

Athene, or Pallas Athene, Greek goddess (called 
Minerva in Roman mythology): sketch of, 3, 309; 
aids Achilles, 8, 361; aids Perseus, 223; Athene and 
Paris: legend of, 353; encourages the Greeks be- 
fore Troy, 355; guide of Odysseus, 354; wor- 
shipped by Trojan women, 358 

Athens: Theseus enters, 8, 255 

Athletics: see Volume 7, Nature, Recreation, and 
Physical Development 

Atlas, the “endurer” (Greek mythology) : 
the world, 8, 261 

Atlé, the viking: and Frithiof, 8, 300 

Atropos, one of the Fates of Greek aphieses s/ sketch 
of, 3, 314, 8, 259, 263 

Attar of roses, Persian, 8, 10 

Attila the Hun: in Rhine regions, 7, 206 

Augean stables: cleaned by Hercules, 8, 260 

Auk: description of, 7, 15 

AULNOY, ComTESSI D’: The white cat, 3, 73 

Aunt Jan, 1, 261 

Aunt Sally (game): how to play, 7, 246 

Auntie, Gifts for: how to make, 6, 261 

Aunts and uncles and other relatives, 1, 255 

Aurora, Roman goddess: sketch of, 3, 312 

Aurora borealis, 8, 94 

Austin, Mary: The fire bringer, 3, 286 

Australia: description of, 8, 160; a picnic in the 
bush, 146; a world food source, 160; picture of 
a home, 148 

Auto (crossword puzzle), 6, 194 

Auto truck (toy): how to make, 6, 321 

Automatic drill: how to use, 6, 290 

Automedon, charioteer of Achilles, 8, 359 

Autumn: a study of, 7, 160; walks, 232 

Autumn oaks, 4, 7 

Avignon: on the bridge at (song), 4, 271 

Axe, the magic: and the white cat, 2, 318 

Ay; tear her tattered ensign down! 5, 316 

Ayr: besieged by Robert the Bruce, 8, 388 

Aztees: and Hernando Cortez, 8, 180 


his strange ways, 8, 


supporting 
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Baa, ae black sheep, 1, 26; 4, 191; how to play, 
4, 167 

Bascock, Maursir, D.: Be strong, 5, 344 

Babe, Hush my, 4, 186 

Babies: across the sea, 8, 31; American Indian, 83; 
in Africa, 109; in Algiers, 35; in China, 31; in 
Greece, 33; in Japan, 103; in Persia, 105, 106; 
in Spain, 42; gifts to make for, 6, 256; how to 
make a ball for, 205; of Kafirland, 8, 40; of the 
great tents, 35; where they go, 1, 157; why they 
say “goo,” 3, 289 

Babies, The water-, 5, 45 

Baby, A Dutch: and her nurse, 4, 46 

Baby, Hush-a-bye, 1, 70 

Baby, In search of a, 1, 142 

Baby, O hush thee, my, 4, 182 

Baby, Rock-a-bye, 1, 72 

Baby, The, 5, 343 

Baby, The Snow (Peary’s daughter): in the snow- 
drifts of Greenland, 8, 211 

Baby, baby, clap your hands, 1, 9 

Baby wants a lullaby, 2, 190 

Baby, would you like to make, 1, 12 

Baby Bunting, 1, 37; 4, 214 

Baby bye, here’s a fly, 4, 224; how to play, 4, 166 

Baby doll: dressing a, 6, 243 

Baby mustn’t frown, 1, 157 

Baby-land, 2, 50 

Babylon, Babylonia: how many miles to, 
buried city of, 8, 152 

Baby’s first Christmas, 2, 79 

Baby’s play days, 1, 126 

Baby’s toes, 1, 6 

Bacchus, Roman god of wine: sketch of, 3, 312 

Bachelor’s kitchen (game): how to play, 7, 264 

Back and forth (game): how to play, 7, 270 

Back saw: description of, 6, 288 

Back stitch: how to make, 6, 237 

Backward balance, The: how to do, 7, 364 

Backward roll (exercise): how to do, 7, 359, 367 

Backyard argument, The (drawing), 6, 10 

Bag, Punching: work with, 7, 383 

Bag, snatch the bean (game), 7, 251 

Bagdad (Asiatic Turkey): city famous in Arabiaz 
Nights stories, 5, 21 

Bags: how to make various, 6, 231 

Bags: made from stick-printed gingham, 6, 51 

Bags, bean, 6, 257 

Bags: collar, 6 ,254 

Bags: knitting, 6, 262 

Bags, laundry, 6, 255 

Batmry, Carotyn SHERWIN: The flag-bearer, 2, 203; 
The Prince who wasn’t hungry, 138; The travels 
of the little toy soldier, 208; What happened to 
Dumps, 209 

BaitEy, Henry TurNeER: Ulysses deriding Polyphe- 
mus, 4, 97 


1, 26; the 


Barrp, JAMES B.: Mang’anda of Central Africa, 8 
108; Story of the rabbit and the hippopotamus, 1, 
363; What they play in Africa, 8, 132 

Bajjerkeit: rhyme about, 2, 12 

Baked apples: recipe for, 6, 214 

Baked custard: recipe for, 6, 225 

Baking-powder biscuit: recipe for, 6, 222 

Balance, Head-aiid-hand: how to do, 7, 363 

Balance, The backward: how to do, 7, 364 

Balance, The forward: how to do, 7, 364 

Balance, The sideward: how to do, 7, 364 

Balancing horse (toy): how to make of wood, 6. 
204 

Bald brow Christmas trees, 2, 361 

Bald eagle: description of, 7, 27 

Baldur, son of Odin, Scandinavian god: story of, 3. 
315 

Baldwin (V), king of Jerusalem 1183-1186: story of, 
9, 74 

Baldwin, Count of Flanders: made Governor of 
Antioch after Second Crusade, 8, 378, 379 

Baliol, John (1249-1315), King of Scotland: sup- 
ported by William Wallace, 8, 385 

Balkan people in their home village, 4, 340, 341 

Ball: Chinese game of, 8, 136; for the baby, 6, 205; 
indoor games with, 7, 344 

Ball, Swinging: for exercise, 7, 344 

Ballads: a runaway donkey, 1, 312; an Ulster, 3, 
77; East and: West, 5, 393; Piping Will, 2,.227; 
Richard, the lion-hearted, 8, 384; the little page, 
Ga, DANES 

Barbara, St., a Christian martyr, slain at Nicomedia, 
in Bithynia, in 240 or 306 a.p.: picture of, 4, 88 

Barbara Frietchie, 5, 312 

Barbary lion: description of, 7, 2 

BARBAULD, ANNA LaTITIA: Riddles, 7, 282 

Barber, Egyptian (photograph), 8, 13 

Barber’s fifth brother, The story of the, 5, 26 

Barebones’ Parliament: why so called, 9, 305 

Barmecide’s feast, The, 5, 26 

Barn: how to make of paper, 6, 85 

Barn swallows: description of, 7, 39 

Barinc-Goutp, 8. (English poet): Now the day is 
over, 4, 189 

BARNARD, CLIVE: Maisanguaq, “Frosty Eskimo,” 8, 
94; Running rabbit, Little Indian, 8, 88 

BARNARD, GEORGE GREY: The two natures, 4, 162 

Barney, J. (English composer) : Now the day is over, 
4, 189; Sweet and Low, 4, 188 

Barnes, H.: The Round Robin, 7, 51 

BARNES, GEORGE Foster: The troubadours, 8, 379 

Barnyard, The, 2, 188 

Barnyard argument, A (drawing), 6, 21 

Barquillos, Spanish cakes sold by street vendors, 8, 
116 

Barrel, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 195 

Barrel, Crawling through the (game), 7, 254 

Barrel roll (exercise): how to do, 7, 367 

Barriz, J. M.: The story of Peter Pan, 5, 72 

BarrowsEs, O. R. (composer): Swinging *neath the 
old apple tree, 4, 276 
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Bars, parallel: how to make, 7, 349 

Bartlett, Josiah (1729-1795), physician: signs Declar- 
ation of Independence, 9, 188 

Balloon, The, 4, 11 

Balloons (song), 4, 222 

Balloons, fire-: in China, 8, 137 

Balls, meat, recipe for, 6, 226 

Balthazar, Don Carlos: story of, 4, 92 

Baltic, Battle of the: description of, 9, 18 

BaLtTzELL, W. J. (American composer): Evening 
song, 4, 187; Gaelic lullaby, 181; The Sandman, 
178; The soldier, 240 

Banana plantation, Great Fiji, 8, 20 

Bandbox house: how to make, 6, 120 

Banes, JoHN KenpriIk: Friends out of doors, 5, 
342 

Banner, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 194 

BANNERMAN, HELEN: The story of little black Sambo, 
2, 81 

Bannockburn, a town of 
battle of, 8, 388 

Banqueting halls of Middle Ages, the, 8, 374 

Bar, Crossing the, 5, 352 

Bar, horizontal: for exercise, 7, 345 

Basket: how to make of paper, 6, 95; how to make 
of reeds, 280, 281; old woman tossed up in, 1, 24; 
raffia, 6, 270; woven by Filipino, 4, 360 

Basket, cake: how to make of reeds, 6, 284 

Basket, candy: how to make of reeds, 6, 283 

Basket, flower: how to make of reeds, 6, 286 

Basket, nut: how to make of reeds, 6, 282 

Basket, the Thanksgiving, 2, 125 

Basketry, 6, 277 

Baskets, May: hanging, 2, 84 

Bas-relief defined, 4, 158 

Bastia, JOAQUIN SoROLLA Y.: Beaching the Boat, 
Valencia, 4, 19 

BASTIEN-LEPAGE, JULES: Joan of Are, 4, 87 

Basting, 6, 233 

Bat, Casey at the, 5, 377 

Bat, bat, come under my hat, 1, 45 

Bates, BENTLEY: Your friends, 7, 238 

Bathing: of African children, 8, 112 

Bathing ghats, Benares, India (photograph), 8, 145 

Battery, electric: how to renew, 6, 398 

Bannockburn, Battle of, 8, 388 

Battle of the Baltic: description of, 9, 18 

Battle of the birds, The, 3, 247 

Battle of Trafalgar Bay, (1805), 9, 309 

Baum. L. FRANK: Juggerjook, 1, 288 

Bay of Fundy: noted for great rise and fall of its 
tides, 9, 350 

Bay people: see Vikings 

Bayberry candles: making of, in colonial days, 9, 171 

BayLy, THoMas Haynes: Long, long ago, 4, 316 

Bazaars: at Cairo, Egypt (photograph), 8, 78; in 
Persia, 107 

Be kind and tender to the frog, 5, 376 

Be strong, 5, 344 

Beaching the boat, Valencia, 4, 19 


Stirlingshire, Scotland: 


Beads: used in costumes of Africans, 8, 112, 113 

Bead-stringing: directions for, 6, 97 

Beagle (dog): painting of, by Walter, 4, 28 

Bean bag, pussy cat: how to make, 6, 257 

Bean bag, Snatch the (game), 7, 251 

Bean-bags, games with: how to play, 7, 264 

Bean-pod animals: how to make, 6, 140 

Beans and knife: game with, 6, 155 

Beanstalk, Jack and the, 3, 37 

Bear: how to saw from wood, 6, 300; stencil of, 150 

Bear, Alaskan brown: description of, 7, 4 

Bear, grizzly: description of, 7, 4 

Bear, The grizzly (crossword puzzle), 6, 191 

Bear, polar: story of, 7, 46 

Bears, polar: description of, 7, 4 

Bears, Russian: description of, 7, 4 

Bear, Teddy: drawing a, 6, 66 

Bears, stories and fables about: bears and the arti- 
ficial flowers, 1, 382; bears and the fox, 1, 374; 
bear and the lion and the fox, 3, 366; bear and 
the lost boy, 2, 124; bear and the tomtit, 3, 393; 
bears, the three, 1, 344; why bears have stumpy 
tails, 2, 80 

Beast, Beauty and the, 3, 58 

Beastland, Ben in, 2, 90 

Beasts, King of (lion), 7, 2 

Beate and Viggo, 3, 220 

BEAUMONT, MADAME LEPRINCE DE: Prince Hyacinth 
and the dear little princess, 3, 49 

Beautiful city of the floating island, 8, 179 

Beautiful grandmamma, 1, 258 

Beautiful princess and ugly prince, 3, 178 

Beautiful princess Goldenlocks, 3, 44 

Beauty and the beast, 3, 58 

Beauty, Greek goddess of, 3, 310 

Beauty, Black, 5, 193 

Beauty, the sleeping, 3, 56 

Beaver: description of, 7, 7 

Bed comfort: how to make, 6, 243 

Bed, doll’s: how to make of paper, 6, 91; how to 
make of wood, 331 

Bed in summer, 1, 169 

Bed-bag: of the Eskimos, 8, 96 

Bede (672 (or 673)-735 a.p.) English historian and 
theologian: story of, 8, 369 

Beds: in Japan, 8, 100 

Bed-time songs and stories, 1, 59 

Bee, How doth the little busy, 1, 159 

Bee, queen, The, 7, 197 

BEEMAN, J. M.: David of the Holy Land, 8, 118 

Bee-man of Orn, The, 2, 242 

BEEBE, KATHERINE: Collecting nature materials, 7, 
127 

Beef stew with dumplings: recipe for, 6, 225 

Bees, A hive of (puzzle), 7, 287 

Bees, A swarm of (puzzle), 7, 290 

Bees: as builders and workers, 7, 196; more about, 
197 . 

Beethoven and Mozart, 4, 359 

Beetle, A useful little, 7, 176 

Beetle, great water: lesson on, 7, 183 
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Beetles, 7, 61 

Befana, the Italian Santa Claus, 8, 127 

Before the rain, 5, 333 

Beggars are come to town, 1, 37 

Belé, King, hero of Scandinavia, 8, 297 

Belgium: in ancient times, 9, 166 

BELL, Linrtan: Land of mine, 5, 317 

Bell, Captain, and his family: stories of, 8, 45-82 

Bell, Ring the, 1, 7 

Bell, The Liberty: story of, 4, 329 

Belling the cat, 3, 378 

BELLOC, Hivarre: The frog, 5, 376 

Bells, The, 5, 306 

Bells and buzzers, Blectirie, 6, 397 

Bells (Christmas): how to make of paper, 6, 203 

Bells, Jingle (song), 4, 261 

Belted Kingfisher: description of, 7, 29 

Ben, Idle, 1, 148 

Ben in Beastland, 2, 90 

Benares, India: the bathing ghats (photograph), 8, 
145 

Bend, The forward (exercise): how to do, 7, 375 

Benedict, of Jarrow: teacher of Bede, 8, 369 

Bengal tiger: description of, 7, 2 

BENNETT, Eminy: Hetty’s dollar, 1, 227 

BENNETT, HeNRy Hotcoms: The Flag Goes By, 5, 323 

BENNETT, JOHN: A Jest of Little John, 8, 290; How 
eats came to purr, 3, 396; Week-days in dolly’s 
house, 6, 81 

BENNET, VIRGINIA: A field-mouse tale, 1, 333 

Beowulf legendary Danish knight: story of, 8, 273 

Berengaria: princess of Navarre, marries Richard 
Ceur de Lion, 8, 382 

Bernouse, Arabian robe, 8, 36 

Berries: stringing, 6, 98 

Berries, Ten curious (riddle), 7, 290 

BERTRAND, G.: The hymn of the earth to the ‘sun, 
4, 148 

Bertrand de Bosn, French revyolutionist, 8, 380 

Beside the old hall fire, upon my nurse’s knee, 3, 78 

Best thing in the world, 2, 204 

Best things in life, The, 5, 343 

Best, tree, The, 2, 378 

Bethlehem, O little town of, 5, 320 

Betrayal of William Wallace by Menteith, 8, 387 


Betsinda: character in the Rose and the Ring, 5, 
254 

Betsy Ross House, Philadelphia, a national memorial, 
9, 150 


Between the dark and the daylight, 2, 180 

Bevel (Try square): how to use, 6, 294 

Beveling and champering (woodwork), 6, 290 

Bib: how to make, 6, 256 

Bibi, Baba, and Bobo, 2, 295 

Bible characters (game): 7, 332 

Bible curiosities and memory tests, 7, 331 

Bible, Curious facts about the, 7, 336; questions, 332; 
The first things of the (memory-test), 333; the 
four horsemen, 4, 111 

Big at the top (riddle), 7, 307 

Big house, little house, 7, 258. 


Bigger little folks: stories for, 2, 111 
Bighorn sheep: description of, 7, 11 

Bill Sikes: character in Oliver Twist, 5, 173 
“Billy, The”: tin tea-pot, Australian, 8, 147 
Billy Bobs, 2, 60 
Billy boy, 1, 46 


Biloxi Indians: a legend of, 1, 368 


Biography: see Volume 8, Stories from Everyland, 
aud Volume 9, Boys and Girls Who Became 
Famous 


Binary colors, 6, 39 

BineHam, G. CLirton: When, 2, 192 

BineHam, Mapce A.: Little Wee Pumpkin’s Thanks- 
giving, 2, 205 

Birp, Ropert: The Fairy folk, 1, 73 

Bird, Dinkey: how to make of wood, 6, 304 

Bird, I had a little, 1, 159 

Bird, Once I saw a little, 1, 25 

Bird, Oven: description of, 7, 41 

Bird, Shadow picture of, 6, 164 

Bird, Stencil of, 6, 151 

Bird, The Golden, 3, 10 

Bird, The story of the blue, 5, 126 

Bird: and the fox, 1, 379 

Bird book-mark: how to make, 6, 210 

Bird in the tree, The, 2, 45 

Birdie wants to fly away, 2, 80 

Birdies: where they go, 1, 157 

Birdhouse, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 187 

Bird’s nest, The (finger play), 1, 3 

Bird’s nest, The (Froebel finger play), 

Birds, 2, 44 

Birds: descriptions of, 7, 13; heron pilots the Argo- 
nauts, 8, 247; how to draw in oblongs, 6, 20; 
primitive legends of, 7, 86, 87; that cannot fly, 8, 
160; Norwegian legends, 3, 195; St. Francis and 
the, 3, 336; the harpies of Greek mythology, 8, 
268; the “laughing jackass,” 160 

Birds, Battle of the, 3, 247 

Birds, Five little, 2, 32 

Birds, If ever I see, 1, 167 

Birds, Little: sleep sweetly, 1, 72 

Birds, Feeding her, 4, 60 

Birds of a feather, 1, 45 

Birds of Killingworth, The, 5, 116 

Birds, Stymphalian: Hercules destroys the, 8, 260 

Bird-woman, Indian guide: story of, 9, 242 

Birth, Days of, 1, 126 

Birthday cake, Dot’s, 1, 141 

Birthday honors of the fairy queen, The, 3, 153 

Birthday present, The, 2, 159 

Birthday present for mother: how to make, 6, 211 

Birthdays: in Greece, 8, 33; in Kafirland, 8, 40 

Biscuit, baking-powder: recipe for, 6, 222 

Bison, American: description of, 7, 10 

Bivouac of the dead, The, 5, 314 

BJORNSON, BJORNSTJERNE: Oeyvind and Marit, 1, 
218; The Tree, 2, 195 

Black Beauty, 5, 193 

Black Cafion (Colorado): description of, 7, 225 

Black dog and the white dog, The, 3, 389 
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Black Forest (Germany), 7, 205 

Black pond, The, 3, 226 

Black Sambo, Story of little, 2, 81 

Black Tartarus: mythological region of eternal tor- 
ment, 8, 263 

Black vulture: description of, 7, 25 

Black-as-night, 1, 385 

Blackbird, white: in Pinocchio, 5, 42 

Blackbirds: baked in a pie, 1, 11 

Blackbirds, Two little (finger play), 1, 10 

Blackboard: drawing on, 6, 33; how to prepare on 
a fence, 118 

BLACKI£, JOHN Stuart: The musical frogs, 7, 56 

Blacking Cabinet: directions for making, 6, 332 

Black-robed Voyageur, A, 9, 338 

Blacksmith (toy): how to make of wood, 6, 304 

Blacksmith (painting), by Landseer, 4, 25 

Blacksmith, Mimer the: story of, 3, 308 

Blacksmith, The village, 5, 98 

Blair, Castle, 5, 280 

BLAKE, WILLIAM: The tiger, 7, 58 

Blancandrin, Knight of Saragossa: as envoy to Char- 
lemagne, 8, 319 

BLAND, RosAMuND Nessit: The little bull-calf and 
the poppy, 1, 346 

Blanket stitch: how to make, 6, 233 

Bleaching, 6, 391 

Blessing, The, 4, 84 

Blessing, The, or The never ending prayer, 4, 122 

Blessing for the blessed, A, 1, 72 

Blessings on thee, little man, 5, 352 

Blind fish (mammoth eave), 7, 216 

Blindman’s buff: Chinese games of, 8, 136-137 

Blind man’s buff, animal (game), 7, 252 

Blind man’s stab (game): how to play, 7, 267 

Blind nailing (woodwork): directions for, 6, 291 

Blind partners (game): how to play, 7, 267 

Blind sister, Little, 3, 117 

Blindfold games: how to play, 7, 266 

Block, Adrian, a Dutch navigator: surveys coast of 
Connecticut and Rhode Island, 9, 168 

Block, nailing: as source of amusement, 7, 346 

Blocks, building: how to make, 7, 346 

BLopGEeTT, Harriet F.: December, 1, 263 

Blondel, the English minstrel: finds Richard Coeur de 
Lion, 3, 360; 8, 384 

Blood: circulation affected by exercise, 7, 352 

Blood-root: how to draw in half-oval, 6, 26 

Blossom time (song), 4, 306 

Blotters: how to make, 6, 205 

Blow, wind, blow, 1, 37; 4, 259 

Bludso, Jim, 5, 395 

Blue and the Gray, The, 5, 324 

Blue Bird, The story of the, 5, 126 

Blue boy, The, 4, 54 

Blue jay: description of, 7, 33 

Blueberry muffins: recipe for, 6, 220 

Bluebird, The (verse), 7, 56 

Bluebird: description of, 7, 45 

Blueprints: how to make Haster cards from, 6, 207 

Blynken, Wynken, and Nod, 2, 190 


Boadicea (British queen, d. 62 A. D.): leading her 
army, 4, 326 

Boar: Hercules captures the wild, 8, 260 

Boar and the lion, 3, 366 

Board, bridge (marble game), 7, 260 

Board, Sliding: how to make, 7, 347 

Boat, Beaching the: Sorolla’s painting of, 4, 19 

Boat race: Chinese (photograph), 8, 142 

Boat riddle, A, 7, 292 

Boatman’s story, The, 1, 223 

Boats, Where go the, 1, 177 

Boats, (toy): how to make, pea-pods, 6, 111; power 
129; sail, 99; walnut-shells, 111 

Bobwhite (bird): description of, 7, 23 

Bobby becomes a knight, 2, 99 

Bobby drives Prince, 2, 104 

Bobby Shaftoe’s gone to sea, 1, 30 

Bobolink: description of, 7, 33 

Body scissors hold (wrestling) : 

Boemund, Prince of Tarento: 
Edessa, 8, 378, 379 

Boiled rice: recipe for, 6, 218 

Boiling-point: how first ascertained, 7, 112 

Boleyn (Bullen), Anne (1507-1536), queen of Eng- 


how to do, 7, 395 
made governor ot 


land, 1533-1536: accompanies Mary ‘Tudor to 
France, 9, 93 
Bolivar (Bolivar of Ponte), Simon (1783-1830): , 


South American patriot; story of, 9, 313 

Bonaparte, Napoleon: see Napoleon I 

Bones, or clappers: how to make, 6, 319 

BonuHEuR, Rosa: Ploughing in the Nivernais, 4, 136; 
The horse fair, 4, 3 

Bonheur, Rosa: Victor Hugo’s tribute to, 4, 140 

Bonnat, Lion: Roman girl at the fountain, 4, 2 

Bonnet, Johnny shall have a new, 1, 18 

Bonnet, doll’s: how to make, 6, 250 

Bonnie Prince Charlie, 8, 391 

Bonny lass, bonny lass, wilt thou be mine, 1, 28 

Bonsai, Mrs. ELIZABETH Hupparp: Our home gym- - 
nasium, 7, 339 

Book, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 190 

Book-ends: how to make of wood, 6, 342 

Bookholders: how to make, 6, 342 

Book-mark: how to make, 6, 210 

Book-rack: how to make, 6, 342 

Book-troughs: how to make, 6, 342 

Books: early English manuscript, 8, 370 

Books: written on bricks. 8, 152 

Books, scrap: how to make, 6, 109 

Boomerang: how to make of eardboard, 6, 139 

Boone, Daniel (1735-1820), American pioneer and 
Indian fighter; 9, 232 

Boots, Puss in, 3, 14 

Boots and his brothers, 3, 219 

Bo-peep, Little, 1, 32; 4, 195; and Mother Goose, 1. 
54 

Borders: designing and printing, 6, 40 

BoreLum, Gurzon: Abraham Lincoln, 4, 156 

Bors, Sir, a knight of the Round Table: searches for 
The Holy Grail, 5, 293 

Boston, Massachusetts: siege of, 9, 200 
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Boston Tea Party: story of, 9, 121 

BoTticELLI, SANDRO (Alessandro): Giovanna, Torna- 
buoni and the three graces, 4, 128; Pallas and the 
Centaur, 118 

Botticelli, Sandro: story of, 4, 128 

Bottle: woman who lived in a, 3, 127 

Bottle and candle (trick), 7, 327 

Bottle and candle: experiment with, 7, 182 

Bottle and cork (trick), 7, 306 

Bottle, fireless hot-water: how to prepare, 6, 391 

Bottomless Pit (Mammoth Cave), 7, 216 

Bouillon: a milk cart in (photograph), 8, 80 

Boum-Boum: A tale, 2, 129 

Bounce-eye (marble game): how to play, 7, 246 

Bouvet, P. C.: The story of Molly Pitcher, 9, 136 

Bow of promise: Bible story of the, 4, 22 

Bowtey, M.: A fairy story about a philosepher’s 
stone which was lost, 3, 121 

Bows and arrows: see Archery 

Bow-wow-wow, 1, 37 

Box pattern: how to weave, 6, 100 

Box, Rainy day: how to make, 6, 147 

Boxes and sand (gymnasium), 7, 340 

Boxes, cigar: used for making toys, 6, 299 

Boxes, Cracker: how to transform to gift boxes, 6, 51 

Boxes, Paper (cut-paper designs): how to make, 6, 
53 

Boxes, Stationery: transformation of, 6, 53 

Boxing: as an exercise, 7, 388 

Box-kites, 8, 73 

Boy (picture puzzle), 7, 330 

Boy, The barefoot, 5, 354 

Boy, The blue, 4, 54 

Boy, The gingerbread, 1, 209 

Boy and girl of old New York, A little Dutch, 8, 198 

Boy and good hear, 2, 124 

Boy and the little girl and the donkey, 2, 34 

Boy and the sea-shell, 2, 73 

Boy Blue, Little, 1, 36; 4, 206; and Mother Goose, 
1, 54 

Boy Blue: a real little, 1, 214 

Boy falconer, The, 4, 50 

Boy hero, A, 2, 333 

Boy stood on the burning deck, The, 5, 359 

Boy who braved the Duke of Wellington, The 9, 78 

Boy who never told a lie, 1, 161 

Boy who was helped, The (Benjamin West), 9, 13 

Boy who went to the north wind, The, 3, 212 

Boy’s hymn, The, 5, 350 

Boy’s mother, A, 1, 253 

Boy’s song, A, 1, 167 

Boyhood: of a great saint, 8, 368; of a knight, the, 
374; of Alfred the Great, 370; of Bede, 369; of 
Brian, 370; of Edison, 9, 10; of Benjamin Frank- 
lin, 26; of Sir John Franklin, 15; of Gainsborough, 
4, 54; of Garibaldi, 9, 86; of Handel, 63; of 
Lincoln, 4, 347; 9, 30; of Michaelangelo, 9, 50; of 
Millais, 54; of Millet, 59; of Mozart, 4, 359; of 
Napoleon, 9, 84; of Olaf the Brave, 8, 372-373; of 
Raleigh, 4, 18; of Stevenson, 9, 1; of Washington, 
4, 346; 9, 22; of Watt, 4, 350; of Webster, 4, 348 

1X—zZod 


Boys: Arabian, 8, 36; at Congo mission school 
(picture), 68; Canadian Indian, 84; in Africa, 
132; in China, 31; in Japan (picture), 100; in 
Samoa (picture), 21; in Spain, 113; in Syria, 
118; Red Indian, -86 

Boys and girls, Stories for, 2, 263 

Boys and girls, come out to play, 1, 33 

Boys in armor, Three, 4, 92 

Boys of many lands and times, 9, 71 

Boys’ feast (of flags): the Japanese, 8, 130 

Boz: The frog who would a-flying go, 1, 243 

Bracelets: many kinds of, in Africa, 8, 113 

Braddock, Edward (1695-1755), English general: his 
defeat at Fort Duquesne, 9, 197 

Bradford, William (1590-1657), governor of Plym- 
outh Colony: gives Pilgrim movement its name, 9, 
160 

Bradfute, Marian, wife of William Wallace, 8, 385 

Brahman, the tiger, the jackal, and the, 3, 271 

Braid, Florentine: how to make, 6, 145 

BRAINE, SHEILA: Defending the fort, 2, 345 

BrancHo, ANNA HempsteaD: The ballad of Piping 
WUE, a, D2 

Braxton, Carter (1736-1797), planter: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 196 

Bray, Guido de: writes the Belgian confession of 
faith, 9, 166 

Bread: its uses in Persia, 8, 105, 106, 107 

Bread-winner, The, 4, 17 

Breadwinner, A young, 4, 70 

Breakfast, How to get, 2, 176 

Breakfast in Japan, 8, 100 

Breathing, deep, 7, 345 

Br’er Coon and the possum, 1, 358 

Br’er Fox and Cousin Wildeat, 1, 361 

Br’er Fox tackles old Br’er Tarrypin, 1, 359 

Br’er Possum loves peace, 1, 359 

Br’er Rabbit: and his neighbors, 1, 353; goes fish- 
ing, 357 

Br’er Tarrypin and the fox, 1, 359 

Brekekekex! coax! coax! O happy, happy frogs, 7, 
56 

Bremen Town musicians, The, 3, 184 

Breton, JuLES: The song of the lark, 4, 134 

Breton caps: the various caps worn by girls and 
women of Brittany, 8, 93 

Brian, king of Erin, (926-1014 a.p.), 8, 370 

Briar stitch, 6, 249 

Bricks: as books, 8, 152; as storytellers, 8, 152 

Bridal carriage, For the, 7, 258 

Bridge (wrestling): how to do, 7, 399 

Bridge, Horatius at the, 5, 109 

Bridge, London, 4, 272 

Bridge, Natural (Virginia) : 

Bridge, the invisible, 5, 375 

Bridge at Avignon: on the (song), 4, 271 

Bridge of Sighs, 8, 29 

Bridge-board (game): how to play, 7, 260 

Bridges, Natural: description of, 7, 217 

Brigade, The charge of the light, 5, 312 

Brindisi, Italy: fountain, 8, 27 


description of, 7, 218 
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Bring the dogs to life (trick), 7, 326 

Bringing in the wood, 2, 102 

Brinker, Hans, 5, 202 

Britain: visited by the Pheenicians, 8, 167 

Britons: treatment of, by the Romans, 4, 326 

Brittany: becomes part of France, 9, 109 

Brittany, Anne of, 9, 109 

Brirron, H. DarNneLL: Tumbling and pyramids for 
beginners, 2, 365 

Broadsword: see Singlestick 

Brock, Sir Isaac (1769-1812), British army officer: 
hero of the battle of Queenstown, 9, 321 

Broken pitcher, The, 4, 10 

Bronzino (Agnolo di Cosimo di Mariano): Marie de’ 
Medici, 4, 40 

Brook, Song of the, 5, 328 

Brooks, Ersrivgr, §8.: Benjamin Franklin, 9, 204; 
Patrick Henry, 174 

Brooks, Puinires: O little town of Bethlehem, 5, 
320 

Broom, Doll’s: how to make, of raffia, 6, 206 

Broom-straw kite: how to make, 6, 323 

Brother Fox’s tar baby, 1, 353 

Brother, Gifts for: how to make, 6, 258 

Brotherly Love, City of: see Philadelphia 

Brothers, the black: characters in The King of the 
Golden River, 5, 72 

Brow bender (face play), 1, 14 

Brown, ABBIE FARWELL: Ballad of the little page, 2, 
22 

Brown, CoLIn CAMPBELL: Babies in China, 8, 31; 
games and festivals in China, 136 

Brown, MaAacir: Georgie’s penny, 1, 225 

Brown Bear: description of, 7, 4 

Brown sauce: recipe for, 6, 226 

Brown thrush (thrasher): description of, 7, 41 

Browne, Epirn A.: Babies in Spain, 8, 42 

Browne, Robert (1550-1633), leader among the early 
Separatist Puritans: asserts rights of Christians 
to form free churches, 9, 158 

BrRowNeELL, Henry Howarp: Abraham Lincoln, 5, 
yall 

Brownie, The greedy, 1, 155 

Brownies, The, 3, 149 

Brownies’ friendly turn, The, 3, 84 

Brownies’ good work, The, 3, 79 

Brownlow, Mr.: character in “Oliver Twist,’ 5, 171 

Browning, EvizasetH Barrett: A child’s thought 
of God, 5, 343; The romance of the swan’s nest, 121 

Brownine, Ropert: The Pied Piper, 5, 36; The 
story of Pippa, 76 

Browns, Rhyme of the two little, 1, 231 

Bruce, Robert: see Robert Bruce 

Brunhild, Scandinavian queen: vanquished by Sieg- 
fried, 8, 315 

Brush-prints: play and application, 6, 37 

BrYANT, WILLIAM CULLEN: Robert of Lincoln, 5, 
335; The death of the flowers, 341; The planting 
of the apple tree, 333; To a waterfowl, 336 

Bubble-blowing: directions for, 7, 262 

Buck, RicHarD Hmnry: Kentucky babe, 1, 74 


Buck, buck, how many fingers do I hold up (game): 
how to play, 7, 246 

Buckle my shoe, 1, 136 

Buckiey, M. Atston: At the spinet, 4, 56; Carry- 
ing home the calf, 133; Childe Horne, 8, 278; Gio- 
vanna Tornabuoni and the three Graces, 4, 128; 
Going to work, 131; Joanna of Aragon, 126; St. 
Barbara, 88; Spring, 136; The blessing, 84; The 
buttery door, 42; The statue of Bartolommeo Col- 
leoni, 152; The story of the willow pattern plate, 
Sore 

Buds, tree: studying, 7, 234 

Buff with a wand (game): how to play, 7, 266 

Buffalo (American bison): description of, 7, 10; 
hunting, 9, 339 

Buffalo and King of tiny frogs, 1, 368 

Bugle, The, 5, 308 

Building with kindling wood: directions for, 6, 122 

Building with spools, 6, 134 

Building blocks: how to make, 7, 346 

Buitenzorg, Java: stores in (photograph), 8, 79 

Bulbo, prince of Crim Tartary: character in “The 
rose and the ring,” 5, 250 

Bull (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 165 

Bull, The mad: Hercules tames, 8, 260 

Bull in the ring: how to play, 7, 241 

Bull and the goat, The, 3, 370 

Bull Run, or Bull’s Run, a stream in Virginia: 
battle of (1861), 9, 268 

BULLARD, CARRIE (American composer): The hobby 
horse, 4, 258 

Bulls: sacred in India, 8, 144 

Bulls and the frogs, 3, 378 

Bulls, The magic: Jason ploughs with, 8, 249 

Bullock-earts: in India, 8, 145 

Bullocks: as draught animals, 8, 122 

Bumble, Mr.: character in “Oliver Twist,’ 5, 169 

Bumblebee, the: industry and habits of, 7, 180 

BuMms?tEAD, Eupora, 8.: the go-sleep story, 1, 661: 
The wake-up story, 75 

Bunker Hill, Boston, Massachusetts: battle of (1775), 
5, 124 

Bunny’s home, 1, 301 

Bunting, Baby, 4, 214 

Bunyan, Joun: The pilgrim’s progress, 5, 138 

BurcHENAL, Miss EvizABernH, (adapted from) : Reap 
the flax, 7, 343; Tailor’s dance, 342 

Buonarroti, Michelangelo: see Michelangelo 

BurpIck, JENNIE Evxis: Self-directed work and play, 
6, 109; The wee robin’s Christmas song, 1, 322 

Burdock burr toys: how to make, 6, 125 

Bureau, doll’s: how to make of paper, 6, 91 

Bureau tray: how to make, 6, 205 

Bureess, GeLerr: Disfiguration, 2, 233; Limerick, 
1, 176; My feet, 5, 375; Obedience, 2, 232; The 
invisible bridge, 5, 375; The lazy roof, 377; The 
purple cow, 375; The steamboat and the loco- 
motive, 2, 140 

Burerss, THorNtoN W.: Johnny Chuck finds the 
best thing in the world, 2, 204; Why Jimmy Skunk 
wears stripes, 3, 394 
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Burial customs: of primitive peoples, 7, 865 

Burial of Moses, 5, 348 

BurnuaM, Maun: The barnyard, 2, 188 

Burnie bee, burnie bee, 7. 257 

Burns, RoBert: For a’that and a’that, 5, 345; To 
a mountain daisy, 334; The wee robin’s Christmas 
song, 1, 322 

Burnt-match holder: how to make, 6, 2U5 

Burr, Aaron: in The Man Without a Country, 5, 225 

Burroughs, John: feeding a robin, 4, 349 

Burrowing game, A (finger play), 1, 72 

Bus in Agra, A, 4, 361 

Bus-riding in New York, 8, 53 

Busu, BertHa H.: A little Dutch boy and girl of 
old New York, 8, 198; A man like a stone wall, 9, 
267 

Bush, The Australian: a picnic in, 8, 146 

Business: demands of, 7, 353 

Butcher: the story of Robin Hood and the, 8, 286 

Butter: story of a lion made of, 8, 158 

Buttercup: description of, 7, 132 

Buttercups and daisies, 1, 166 

Butterflies that fly: how to make, 6, }2° 

Butterfly (crossword puzzle), 6, 194 

Butterfly: how to tear out of paper, 6, 89; stencil of, 
151 

Butterfly calendar: how to make, 6, 212 

Butterfly kite: how to make, 6, 59 

Butterfly and Little Blue Gown, 3, 157 

Buttery door, The, 4, 42 

Buttock, The cross (jujutsu) : 

Button-bag: games with, 6, 110 

Burts, Mary Frances: Dewdrops, 2, 197; Trot, 
trot, the baby goes, 1, 21 

Buzz (game): how to play, 7, 261 

Buzzers, electric: how to install, 6, 397; reasons for 
failure to operate, 399 

By Nebo’s lowly mountain, 5, 348 

By the flow of the inland river, 5, 324 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood, 5, 321 

Bye, baby bunting, 1, 37 

Byrom, Hreten A.: Grandmother’s memories, 1, 255 


how to do, 7, 388 


Cc 


CABANEL, A.: A Florentine poet, 4, 330 

Cabinet, blacking: how to make, 6, 332 

Cactus, American desert: description of, 7, 218 

Capy, CALvIn BRAINERD (American composer) : Lady 
moon, 4, 266 

Cepio, brother of Cato the Younger, 8, 365 

Cesar (Caius Julius, 100-44 B.c.): in the Rhine 
country, 7, 205 

CAFFIN, CHARLES H.: Ploughing in Acadia, 4, 142 

Cages, Toy animal: how to make, 6 57 

Caid, chief of tribe of the “great tents,” Algiers, 
Soo 

Cairo, Egypt: bazaars at (photograph), 8, 78; scenes 
in (photographs), 8, 13 

Cake: tests for telling when baked, 4, 224 

Cake, Dot’s birthday, 1, 141 


Cake, sponge: recipe for, 6, 224 

Cake, two-egg: recipe for, 6, 223 

Cake, Wedding: and the mouse, 1, 377 

Cake puzzle, A, 7, 278 

Cake basket: how to make of reeds, 6, 284 

Cakes, Potato, recipe for, 6, 216 

Cakes, Tea: recipe for, 6, 222 

Caldon Low, The Fairies of the, 5, 303 

Caldron, the: of the Rain Forest, 7, 213 

Calendar, Butterfly: how to make, 6, 212 

Calendars: how to make, 6, 204 

Calf and the poppy, 1, 346 

Calf, Carrying home the, 4, 133 

Caliban: character in The Tempest, 5, 132 

Call, The, 5, 316 

Call the chickens home: Chinese game, 8, 136 

Calliope, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Calypso, Greek legendary heroine: imprisons Odys- 
seus, 8, 230 

Camel and the jackal, 3, 269 

Camels: caravans in Egypt, 8, 12, 18, 15, 28; ecar- 
riage in India, a (photograph), 60; drinking 
(photograph), 14; in rug traffic, 162; the ship of 
the desert, 66 

Camelot: King Arthur crowned at, 5, 290 

Camera, Success with a, 6, 361 

CAMERON, MARGARET: Stories of the seasons, 7, 147 

CAMERON, Pror. W. 8. (editor): Learning to look 
about you, 7, 169 

Camp ground, Tenting on the old, 4, 312 

Camp Hamperford, 2, 253 

CAMPBELL, WILFRED: The Thermopyle of Canada, 9, 
330 

Camping song, Canadian, 5, 332 

Can you read the sign on the fence? 
325 

Canada: asked to join American revolution, 9, 212; 
boundary dispute with the United States, 142; 
makers of, 315 

Canada, O, 4, 310 

Canada goose: description of, 7, 19 

Canadian camping song, 5, 332 

Canadian Indians: early friends of, 8, 203, 206, 9, 
338; present life among, 8, 83 

Canal, Panama, 8, 163 

CANALE, AnTonIO: A regatta on the Grand Canal, 
Venice, 4, 336 

Canals: in Holland, 4, 357; 8, 2, 3; in Swedish fen- 
lands, 8, 373; in Venice, 4, 336; 8, 28, 29 

Canary, Wild (goldfinch): description of, 7, 35 

Candle and bottle: experiment with, 7, 182; trick 
with, 182 

Candles: making of, in colonial days, 9, 170 

Candles, decorative * how to make of paper, 6, 203 

Candy basket: how to make of reed, 6, 283 

Candy boxes and clothespins: toys made of, 6, 127 

Candy recipes: a few good, 6, 228 

Candy shop in China, A (photograph), 8, 138 

Canna-bed, Hole in the, 1, 148 

Cannon, powderless: how to make, 6, 381 

Cafion, Black (Colorado): description of, 7, 225 


(puzzle), 7, 


xiv 

Canova, Antonio (1757-1822), Italian sculptor: a 
story of his youth, 8, 158 

Canterbury Tales, 5, 154 

Can’t you talk, 4, 36 

Canute (994-1035 «a. p.), King of England (1017- 
1035), uncle of Hakon, 8, 373 

Canterbury, Archbishop of: sets Knights of Round 
Table in their sieges, 5, 290 

Cap o’ rushes, 3, 139 

Cap, Egg (outdoor game), 7, 243 

Cap Red: story of William Tell and the, 8, 339 

Cap, magic military: aids Tartarin of Tarascon, 5, 
239 

Cap, Tam o’ Shanter: how to weave, 6, 101 

Capping quotations (from the Bible), 7, 333 

Caps: in Brittany, 8, 93 

Captain Hook: character in the story of Peter Pan, 
5, 74 

Captain: O Captain! My, 5, 314 

Car, Kid-: how to make, 6, 328 

Carabao, Philippine “water buffalo,” 4, 360 

Caravan, The peddler’s, 2, 198 

Caravans in Arabia, 8, 38 

Carbide and ice: an experiment with, 6, 388 

Carbonic acid gas: as food for plants, 7, 115 

Card, calling (trick), 7, 328 

Card, Show: how to make, 6, 74 

Cardinal: description of, 7, 37 

Cards, Christmas: how to design, 6, 46 

Cards, greeting: how to make of cut-paper, 6, 54 

Careful chick, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 191 

Careless, Miss, 2, 274 

Cargo of tea, A (puzzle), 7, 293 

Carib Indian village (photograph), 8, 85 

Carib Indians, Honduras (photograph), 8, 85 

Carl lay on the floor by the firelight bright, 2, 378 

CARLETON, GRACE BARDEN: Mother’s cooking school, 
6, 213 

Carloman (751-771 A. p.), king of the Franks: reign 
of, 9, 289 

Carlyle, Thomas (1795-1881), British essayist, his- 
torian, and philosopher: portrait and story of, 4, 
123; and Tennyson, 4, 367 

CarMAN, Briss (edited by): story of Laura Secord, 
9, 341; The story of Madeleine de Vercheéres, 327 

Carnation Lily, Lily Rose, 4, 14 

Carousel, The (song), 4, 261: see also Carrousel 

Carpenter work: see Woodwork 

Carpet, The wishing, 5, 18 

Carpet-weaving in Persia, 8, 107 

Carriage, For the bridal, 7, 258 

Carriage: in India (photograph), 8, 63; with no 
wheels, 63 

Carroll, Charles (1787-1832), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Carrott, Lewis (Charles Lutwidge Dodgson): A 
Lobster Quadrille, 1, 162; The Mad Tea Party from 
Alice in Wonderland, 5, 112 

Carrot: how to make an Indian of, 6, 119 

Carrousel, The (song), 4, 300; see also Carousel 

Carryall: means of travel in Australia, 8, 147 
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Carrying home the calf, 4, 133 

Cartier, Jacques (1494-ca.1554), 
story of, 4, 342; 9, 317 

Carthage, ancient city of Africa, 8, 157 

Carts: how to draw, 6, 70; how to make, 320 

CARTWRIGHT, THOMAS (adapted by): Hercules, s 
259 

Carver, John (ca. 1575-1621), a Pilgrim Father: first 
president of Plymouth Colony, 9, 163 

Cary, AticE: To Mother Fairie, 2, 202 

Cary, PHOEBE: Suppose, 1, 160 

Casabianea, 5, 359 

Case, ELta Foster: The conceited mouse, 1, 150 

Case, Handkerchief: how to make, 6, 261 

Case, Pin: how to make, 6, 259 

Case, Veil or glove: how to make, 6, 254 

Case, Writing: how to make, 6, 264 

Cashmere (Persia): city famous in Arabian Night) 
stories, 5, 13 

Cassava bush game, 8, 134 

Cassava leaf game, 8, 134 

Cassim: character in Ali 
Thieves, 5, 14 

Castle, doubting: see Doubting Castle 

Castle, The swineherd who wanted a, 8, 175 

Castle Blair, 5, 280 

Castle of gems, 2, 219 

Castle of the maidens, The, 4, 104 

Castle on the hill, 1, 210 

Castles: how to make of paper, 6, 88; of knights in 
the Middle Ages, 8, 374 

Castor oil: how to make a burning gas of, 6, 386; 
how to make a burning oil of, 386 

Cat, song to a, 4, 211 

Cat, The game of, 7, 259 

Cat, The minister’s (game), 7, 261 

Cat, Whittington and his, 3, 249 

Cat and the mouse, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 186 

Cat bean bag: how to make, 6, 257 

Cat tigey, The (game), 7, 241 

Catamount (puma): description of, 7, 2 

Cataract of Lodore, The, 5, 336 

Cataracts and great waterfalls, 7, 207 

Catch him, crow! carry him, kite, 1, 20 

Catch stitch: how to make, 6, 247 

Catching fishes in the dark: Chinese game, 8, 136 

Caterpillars: making homes for, 7, 232 

Cathedrals: Notre Dame, Paris, 8, 166; St. Marks 
Venice, 29 

CaTHer, KarwErtne DuniapP: Pan and his pipes, 3. 
347; Stephen, the child Crusader, 356; The dis- 
contented pig, 2, 95; The story of the man in the 
moon, 123; The tortoise that gave the world music, 
3, 350; When Knighthood was in flower, 358 

Cato the Elder (B. c. 234-149) Roman historian. 
helps his children to learn to read, 8, 365 

Cato the Younger (95-46 B. c.): story of, 8, 365 

Cats: eut-out, 6,.88; how to draw, 10; how to make 
a shadow picture of, 168, 169; how to saw from 
wood, 300; how to tear out of paper, 89; stencil 
of, 149 


French navigator: 


Baba and the Forty 
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Cats, stories and fables about: a little cat-echism, 1, 
244; belling the cat, 3, 378; cat and dog and fox, 
2, 30; cat and kittens, 30; cat and the fox, 3, 
383; cat and the monkey and the chestnuts, 365; 
cat and the mouse, 1, 103; cat and Tiny Hare, 276; 
cat and the magic axe, 2, 318; cats at the movies, 
1, 328; do you like cats, 2, 28; Dick Whittington 
and his cat, 3, 249; “fraid cat, 1, 328; how cats 
came to purr, 3, 396; I like my cat, 2, 28; king and 
the cat, 3, 396; magic axe and white cat, 2, 318; 
Mary’s cat, 49; the cats’ tea-party, 188; the greedy 
cat, 3, 187; the white cat, 73; what the cat and 
hen did, 1, 137; see also kittens 

Cabs) Wildy 7, 62 

Cattle ranches: on plateaus, 7, 219 

Caucasus, hero of: story of Schamyl, 9, 312 

Cavalier, The laughing, 4, 120 

Cavaliers: a political party of England in Crom- 
well’s time, 9, 304 

Cave, Fingal’s: description of, 7, 217 

Cave, Luray: description of, 7, 217 

Cave, Mammoth: description of, 7, 216 

Cave, Wyandotte: description of, 7, 217 

Cave-dwelling, Godella, Spain (photograph), 8, 116 

Cave-men: life of, 7, 73 

CAVENDISH, CrcIL: The road to fairyland, 3, 2 

Caves: as ancient altars, 7, 216; in Bible reference, 
216; how to make, 349 

Caves, Great: description of, 7, 216 

Caves, Ice: description of, 7, 217 

Cavoljiore, King of Crim Tartary: character in the 
Rose and the Ring, 5, 250 

Caxton, Wit1t1amM: (Preface to) King Arthur and 
his Knights, 5, 285 

Cedar waxing: description of, 7, 39 

Celestial city: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 148 

Centaur, Cheiron the (Greek mythology) : 
tion of, 8, 241 

Centaur, Pallas and the, 4, 118 

Central Africa: life in, 8, 108; see also Africa 

Cerberus, the three-headed dog: guards Pluto, 3, 299, 
305, 311; overcome by Hercules, 8, 262 

Cereal pudding: recipe for, 6, 219 

Cereals: how to cook, 6, 217 

Ceres, Roman goddess (called Demeter in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 310; and Proserpina, 
297 

CervAntEs, MicueL pE: Don Quixote, 5, 98 

Ceylon: picture of a village in, 8, 48 

Chain stitch: how to make, 6, 234 

Chains, Flower: how to make, 6, 138 

Chains, Paper: how to make, 6, 124 

Chains, Pussy: how to make, 6, 88 

Chains, The Icoped (game): how to play, 7, 236 

Chair and the table, 1, 164 

Chair swing: how to make, 7, 346 

Chairs to mend (song), 4, 286; instructions for play- 
ing, 175 

Chaleas, soothsayer of the Greeks, 8, 3 

Chalk line: walking on, 7, 344 

CHatmers, Parrick R.: A story of A, B, C, 2, 179 


descrip- 
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Chalciope: and the Argonauts, 8, 248 

Chamfering and beveling (woodwork), 6, 290 

Champlain, Samuel de (1570-1635), French navi- 
gator: explores the St. Lawrence River, 8, 203 

Chancellorsville, Virginia: battle of, (1863), 9, 260 

Chandi, the East-Indian doll: how to make costumes 
for, 6, 108 

Changed heads (riddle), 7, 289, 292 

Changed initials (riddle), 7, 291 

Changing cubes, The (trick), 7, 306 

Channel, English: description of, 8, 165 

CHAPMAN, J.: Alfred the Great, 8, 364 

Chapman, Jonathan: see Johnny Appleseed 

Characters, Bible (game), 7, 332 

Charades, 7, 273, 281, 293; answers to, 7, 301, 279, 
280 

CHARDIN, JEAN Siméon: The blessing, 4, 84 


Charge of the Light Brigade, The, 5, 312 


Charlemagne (Charles the Great) (742-814 «. p.), 
emperor of the Holy Roman Empire, 800-814 a. p.: 
story of, 9, 289; and Roland, 8, 319; the twelve 
Paladins or Peers of his court, 375; his agreement 
with Haroun al Raschid, 376; on the Rhine, 7, 
205; statue of, in Paris, 8, 166 

Charles the Great: see Charlemagne 

Charles V (1550-1558), emperor of the Holy Roman 
Empire: persecutes free thinkers, 9, 166 

Charles I (1600-1649), king of England: execution 
of, 9, 304 

Charles II (1630-1685), king of England, 1649-1685: 
grants charter to William Penn, 9, 185 

Charles VII (1403-1461), king of France, 1422-1461: 
aided by Joan of Are, 9, 103 

Charles XII (1682-1718), king of Sweden, 1697-1718: 
story of, 9, 84 

Charlie, Bonnie Prince (Charles Edward Louis 
Philip Casimir Stuart) (1720-1788), English 
prince: story of, 8, 391 

Charms: used by Africans, 8, 110; used in Syria, 
118 

Charms and wishes, 7, 257 

Charon: ferryman of the dead, 8, 262 

Chart, color, 6, 39 

Charybdis and Seylla, legendary sea-monsters (head- 
lands of Strait of Messina), 8, 268 

Chase, Samuel (1741-1811), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

CHASE, WitLt1AM M.: Alice, 4, 66 

Chase, Paper: directions for, 7, 122 

Chattahoochee, Song of the, 5, 327 

Chattanooga, Tennessee: battle of, 9, 266 

Chatterbox, The, 1, 184 

CHAUCER, GEOFFREY: Canterbury tales, 5, 154 

Checkers: how to play, 7, 262; in Africa, 8, 133-134 

Cheese, holes and the, 1, 371 

Cheetah: description of, 7, 3 

Cheese, Dutch, 8, 4 

CHEEVER, Harriet A.: Camp Hamperford, 2, 252 

Cheiron, the Centaur (Greek mythology): deserip- 
tion of, 8, 241 


RVI 


Cuetry, Frank H.: Coin and stamp collections, 6, 
351; The fine art of living together, 7, 237 

Chemistry, Some fascinating experiments in, 6, 381 

Cheops or Khufu (ca. 2800-2700 3B. c.), king of 
Egypt: pyramid of, 4, 356; 8, 16 

Cherry ripe, 2, 108 

Cherry tree: George Washington and the, 9, 24 

Cherry tree, Up into the, 1, 169 

Cherry-blossoms in Japan, 8, 131 

Chestnuts: uses of, 8, 126 

Chestnuts, The cat, the monkey and, 3, 365 

Chick: how to draw in oval, 6, 9, 21; how to saw 
from wood, 300 

Chick, The careful (crossword puzzle), 6, 191 

Chickadee: description of, 7, 45 

Chicken-licken: see Henny Penny 

Chickens: how they are hatched, 7, 174 

Chickens, About six little, 1, 78 


Chickens, Mother Carey’s: in The Water-babies, 5, 
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Cuitp, LyprA Marta: If ever I see, 1, 167; Thanks- 
giving day, 260; Who stole the bird’s nest, 2, 196 

Child, A story for a, 7, 57 

Child and the star, The, 2, 197; 4, 220 

Child and the world, The, 1, 72 

Child health alphabet, 2, 18 

‘Child of Urbino (Raphael): boyhood of, 9, 38 

Child who never heard of Mother Goose, 1, 52 

Child’s thought of God, A, 5, 343 

Childe Horne: the story of, 8, 278 

Children: in Africa, 8, 17, 108, 132; in Algiers, 
35; American Indian, 8, 88; 4, 344; in Aus- 
tralia, 8, 146; in China, 31, 136; in Egypt, 12; in 
England, 87; in France, 92; in Eskimo-land, 94; 
in Greece, 32; in Holland, 1; 4, 357; in Hungary, 
4, 341; in India, 8, 122, 143; im Italy, 27, 125; 
in Japan, 4, 352, 353; 8, 99, 128; in Kafirland, 8, 
40; in Morocco, 6; in New Guinea, 20; in New 
Zealand, 23; in Palestine, 118; in Persia, 10, 104; 
~in pictures, 4, 39; in Spain, 8, 42, 113; in the 
South Sea Islands, 20; peeps at many countries, 
45; pictures they like, 4, 1 

Children, Foreign, 1, 161 

Children, Mother and (painting), 4, 82 

Children and puppies (picture), 4, 122 

Children, behold the chimpanzee, 5, 377 

Children of the shell, 4, 43 

Children of the Sun, 8, 164, 180 

Children of Volendam, 4, 357; 8, 73 

Children Playing (painting), 4, 71 

Children’s crusade, The: 8, 379 

Children’s hour, The, 2, 180 

Children’s polka (dance), 4, 290 

Chimpanzee: description of, 7, 12 

Chimpanzee, The (verse), 5, 376 

China: alphabet revised, 8, 71; babies in, 31; early 
missionaries in, 168; games and festivals in, 136; 


mule-litter (picture), 61; playtime in, 73; police- 
men in, 56; sehool in, 70; riddles, 137; sweets, 
138; water-carrier (picture), 140; wWheelbar-ow 


(picture), 64; Yangtse-kiang river, 7, 206 
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Chinaman: how to make of a turnip, 6, 119 

Chin-chin Kobakama, 3, 258 

Chinese snake (exercise): how to do, 7, 366 

Chip-stone (game): how to play, 7, 250 

Chipping sparrow: description of, 7, 35 

Chisels: how to handle, 6, 289; how to sharpen, 292 

Chivalry: the knights of, 8, 374 

Chloride of lime: bleaching experiment with, 6, 391 

Cho-choo engine, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 197 

Chocolate corn-starch pudding: recipe for, 6, 226 

Choo choo, choo choo, 4, 238 

Chop-sticks: their use in Japan, 8, 101 

Christening ceremony in Spain, 8, 42, 43 

Christian: character in The Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 
139 

Christmas: gifts to make for, 6, 253; in mid-summer, 
8, 160; making lanterns for, 6, 202 

Christmas, Esther’s, 2, 370 

Christmas, Jest ’fore, 5, 326 

Christmas, Baby’s first, 2, 79 

Christmas, The night before, 2, 200 

Christmas cakes: how to make basket for, 6, 284 

Christmas cards: how to design, 6, 46 

Christmas club: story about, 2, 364 

Christmas cure, A, 1, 271 

Christmas Day, I saw three ships, 1, 164 

Christmas favors: how to make of paper, 6, 53 

Christmas hymn, A, 5, 320 

Christmas land, In, 2, 359 

Christmas legend, 2, 375 

Christmas lullaby, A, 5, 320 

Christmas nuts: how to make basket for, 6, 282 

Christmas presents: how to make, 6, 204 

Christmas snow, 5, 319 

Christmas song, Robin’s, 1, 322 

Christmas star: directions for making, 6, 204 

Christmas stories, 1, 263, 2, 351 

Christmas tree: how to draw, 6, 33; verses about, 
2, 378; the spruce as a, 7, 185 

Christmas trees, The bald brow, 2, 361 

Christmas: see also Saint Nicholas; Santa Claus 

Christopher, Saint: story of, 3, 344 

Chu-chu-o-o train (drawing), 6, 17 

Chu Yin Tzu-Mu: a method of Chinese writing, 8, 71 

CrurcH, ALFRED J. (adapted by): How Cincinnatus 
saved Rome, 8, 271 

Church, The (finger play), 1, 2 

Church (picture puzzle), 7, 329 

Church, The village (crossword puzzle), 6, 192 

Churchyard, Elegy written in a country, 5, 386 

Cid, El (Rodrigo, Diaz de Bivar), (ca. 1030-1065 
A. D.), Spanish hero: story of, 8, 329 

Cigar boxes: used for making toys, 6, 290 

Cincinnatus, Lucius Quinctius: saves Rome from the 
Aiquians (458 B. c.), 8, 271 

Cinderella, 3, 53; an Egyptian, 8, 156 

Ciphers (trick), 7, 323 

Circe, Greek goddess: entices Odysseus, 8, 234 

Cirele: how to draw an apple in, 6. 6: how to draw 
meadow lily in, 27; how to draw a turtle in, 15 


Circle and dot (trick), 7, 316 
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Circle and oval: how to draw wild rose in, 6, 28 

Circles: how to draw a fairy in, 6, 22; how to draw 
a turkey in, 11; how to draw dog and rabbit in, 
13 

Circles and ovals: how to draw crows in, 6, 19 

Circles and squares (finger play), 1, 5 

Circles and triangle: how to draw a girl in, 6, 24 

Cireus: ancient Roman, 8, 26 

‘Circus (toy): how to make your own, 6, 55 

Circus plays, 7, 350 

Circus animals: how to make of paper, 6, 58 

Cirrus cloud: description of, 7, 100 

Cities of the river land, The, 8, 152 

Citizenship: Lincoln an inspiration to better, 4, 347 

City, celestial: see Celestial City 

City of Destruction: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 140 

City of Brotherly Love: see Philadelphia 

City of the floating islands, The beautiful, 8, 179 

Civil War: beginning of, 9, 256; Lincoln and, 4, 
347; Grant responds to the call, 9, 266 

Clancy of the mounted police, 5, 357 

Clans, primitive: reasons for, 7, 73 

Clap dances: German, 4, 296; Swedish, 295 

Clap, and hiss (indoor game), 7, 260 

Clap your hands (hand play), 1, 9 

Clappers or bones: how to make, 6, 319 

CLARETIE, JULES: Boum-boum-—A tale, 2, 129 

Clark, Abraham (1726-1794), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 190 

CLARK, Kate Upson: Granny, 2, 111 

CLARK, Miriam S.: My dearest is a lady, 1, 254 

Clark, William (1770-1794), American soldier and 
explorer: adventures of, 9, 240 

CLARKE, LAuRA (retells): Tom Thumb, 3, 41 

Class, The last, 2, 342 

CLaupy, Cart Harry: Success with a camera, 6, 361 

Clay modeling, 6, 37 

Clay toys of Kafir children, 8, 40 

CLEAVES, CHARLES PooLEe: The bald brow Christmas 
trees, 2, 360 

CLEPHANE, ELIzABETH CECELIA: The Lost Sheep, 5, 
347 

Clermont, France: Urban II and his council at, 8, 
377 

Clever Illusion, A (marble trick), 7, 327 

Cliff swallow: description of, 7, 39 

CuirFrorp, JoHN H. (edited by): 
turers, 8, 167 

Climbing, Tree: as exercise, 7, 345 

Climbing rope, The: how to prepare and arrange, 7, 
347; what to do with a, 370 

Climbing the white wall (game) : 
254 

Clinching (woodwork): directions for, 6, 291 

Clio, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Cloak of Darkness: story of Siegfried and the, 8, 312 

Close of day, The, 4, 30 

Cloth, Tray: how to make, 6, 261 

Cloth: making of, in colonial days, 9, 171 

Cloth merchants, The, 4, 27 

Clothes, The emperors’ new, 5, 30 


The first adven- 


how to play, 7, 
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Clothes: see Costume and also Dress 

Clothspin dolls: how to make, 6, 117 

Clothespins and candy-boxes: toys made of, 6, 127 

Clotho, one of the Fates of Greek mythology: sketch 
of, 3, 314; 8, 259, 263 

Clotilda, Saint (d. 544 a. p.), queen of the Franks: 
story of, 9, 89 

CiLoup, VirGINIA Woopwarp: The happy holiday of 
Master Merrivein, 2, 182 

Cloud, The, 5, 331 

Clouds, The (verse), 2, 47 

Clouds: description of various kinds, 7, 100; lesson 
on, 191 

Clover, a clover of two, A, 7, 257 

Clover, three-leaf: how to model in clay, 6, 38 

Cloverfield farm: stories from, 2, 99 

Cloverly, To, 2, 189 

Cloves, essential oil of: how to prepare, 6, 385 

Clovis (ca. 466-511), king of the Franks, 481-511: 
story of, 9, 89 

Clown: of wood, 6, 305; (shadow picture), 171 

Clowns, stories and fables about: Boum-boum and 
little Frangois, 2, 129; The clown and the sunling 
(candle), 3, 390 

Club-bearer, The: Theseus slays, 8, 254 

Clymer, George (1739-1813), merchant: signs Declar- 
ation of Independence, 9, 190 

Coach, An old English, 4, 332 

Coach, wagon, wheelbarrow, chaise, 7, 258 

Coal: elements in, 7, 112; facts about, 198; origin of, 
113 

Coal man in Greece, a (photograph), 8, 82 

Coaster: how to make, 6, 325 : 

Cob house, The (verse), 6, 113 

Cobbler in street of Corfu, Greece (photograph), 8, 
58 

Cobbler, If I was a, 1, 163 

Cock crows in the morn, 1, 61 

Cock-a-doodle-doo (song), 4, 214 

Cock-a-doodle-doo: African word for, 8, 135 

Cock and his three hens, 3, 388 

Cock and the crested hen, 3, 192 

Cock and the jewel, 3, 370 

Cock, the ass, and the lion, 3, 366 

Cock-alu and Hen-alie, 1, 115 

Cocoa: recipe for, 6, 227 

Cocoanut creams: recipe for, 6, 228 

Cocoanuts: usefulness of, 8, 22 

Cocoons: of the silkworm, 8, 127; when moths leave, 
Tod 

Cocytus, the endless stream of Hades, 8, 263 

Codfish: rhyme about, 2, 12 

Coffee-making in Arabia, 8, 37 

Coffee-pot: how to draw, 6, 72 

Corrin, HeLten Lockwoop: How we bought Louisiana, 
9, 226 

Coin (trick), 7, 319, 323 

Coin collecting, 6, 352 

Coins: electrical experiment with, 6, 390 

Coins: games with, 7, 236 

Coke: how obtained, 7, 113 


XVili 


Cole, Old king, 1, 43; 4, 200 

CoLERIDGE, SARA: The months, 2, 193 

CoLermpcE, THoMas: He Prayeth Best, 5, 347 

Coliseum, Roman: description and photographs of, 8, 
26 

Collar bag: how to make, 6, 254 

Collections: caterpillars, 7, 232; cocoons, 234; coins, 
6, 351; nature materials, 7, 227; stamps, 6, 355 

Colleges: physical training in, 7, 351 

Colleoni, Bartolommeo (1400-1475, Italian soldier of 
fortune), statue of, 4, 152 

Colombia, South America: renamed by Bolivar, 9, 
313 : 

Colonial farms: life on, 9, 169 

Color—Design—Drawing, 6, 39 

Color chart, 6, 39 

Colorado, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Colorado glacier, A visit to a, 7, 224 

Colorado River: how its channel was formed, 7, 103 

Colored paper, The wonderful uses of, 6, 156 

Color-printing with sticks, 6, 40 

Colors, liquid: how to make and mix, 6, 39 

Colors of the rainbow, The beautiful: how to make, 
6, 39 

Color-top: how to make, 6, 317 

Columbus, Christopher (ca. 1446-1506), Italian navi- 
gator and explorer: story of, 4, 338; discovers 
America (1492), 8, 172; discovers Jamaica, 4, 364 

Columbus, Diego (1476-1526), son of Christopher, 4, 
338 

Combination stitch: how to make, 6, 237 

Combs for African children, 8, 112 

Combustion, spontaneous: an experiment with, 6, 388 

Come and see my baby dear, 1, 201 

Come cuddle close in daddy’s coat, 1, 73 

Come hither, little puppy-dog, 2, 1 

Come in, you naughty bird, 4, 255 

Come lay your head on my breust my dear, 1, 74 

Come, let us plant the apple tree, 5, 333 

Come out, dear dolly, and make a snow man, 4, 248 

Come out, O little Moccasins, 5, 353 

Come out to play, 1, 33 

Come! tell me who is creeping up the stairs, 4, 178 

Come to our store, it’s the best in the land, 4, 244 

Comfort for doll’s bed: directions for making, 6, 242 

Coming from the fair, 5, 369 

Coming of the King, The, 2, 206 

Coming storm, The, 4, 144 

Common garden snail: how to draw, 6, 16 

Companions, Three, 1, 325 

Compass (dividers): fun with, 6, 130; how to make, 
130 

Compass and gig saws: description of, 6, 288 

Comstock, Enos B.: A little fish story, 1, 381; A 
proud bird and how he came to grief, 379; A 
turtle and an ungrateful rat, 387; Black-as-night, 
385; Gay feathers and a beautiful voice, 376; 
Honey and artificial flowers, 382; The dinner party, 
384: The holes and the cheese, 371: The wedding 


lod 
‘ 


cake (dlream, 37 
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Comus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 312 

Comyn, friend and traitor to Bruce, 8, 387 

Concealed words (puzzle), 7, 278 

Concealed Proverb (puzzle), 7, 274 

Conceited mouse, The, 1, 150 

Conclusion, The, 5, 316 

Concord hymn, 5, 321 

Conn, HeLten Gray: Hanging May baskets, 2, 84 

Congo Free State: boys at school (photograph), 8, 
68 

Confucius: on friendship, 7, 239 

Congress: the first American, 4, 329 

Connecticut: signers of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 188 

Consequences (game): how to play, 7, 259 

Constantinople: street merchants in (photograph), 
8, 81 

Constantine the Great: 
Kmipire, 8, 376 

Contented John, 1, 188 

Contest, A jolly (game), 6, 155 

Contest, guessing, 7, 265 

Continental Congress, Second: Benjamin Franklin a 
delegate to, 9, 212; meets at Philadelphia and 
Declaration of Independence is signed, 9, 187 

Continental Divide (America), 7, 224 

Conundrums, 7, 281; 294; answers to, 301 

Conversation, Some simple rules for, 7, 240 

Convince your friends (trick), 7, 327 

Cook, Eriza (English poet): Try again, 4, 351 

Cook, TuHroporE, P.: Decoration Day Ode, 5, 322 

Cook, WALTER: Peggy’s travels, 8, 1 

CookE, EpMuND VaANcE: How did you die? 5, 351 

Cooking: see Mother’s Cooking School 

Coon, Br’er: and the possum, 1, 358 

Cooper, GrorGE: Frogs at school, 2, 71; Grasshopper 
Green, 76 

Cope, Sir John (d. 1760): defeated at the battle of 
Prestonpans, 8, 392 

Copper sulphate and nails: an experiment with, 6, 
391 

Coppy (Brandis) 
Bip yas 

Corfu, Greece: out for a walk in (photograph), 8 
34; pottery selling in (photograph), 79 

Cork and bottle trick, 7, 306 

Cork dancer, The (tey): how to make, 7, 272 

Cork-and-glue dolls: how to make, 6, 120 

Corks and matches: how to make toys of, 6, 114 

Cormorant: description of, 7, 17 

Corn, Planting (song), 4, 270 

Corn, The squirrel and the (puzzle), 7, 291 

Corn-cob dolls: how to make, 6, 114 

Corn-cob houses: making, 6, 113 

Corn-cobs: as playthings, 7, 228 

Cornmeal muffin pudding: recipe for, 6, 221 

Cornmeal muffins: recipe for, 6, 221 

Cornmeal mush: recipe for, 6, 218 

Cornmeal mush, fried: recipe for, 6, 218 

Cornstarch pudding (chocolate): recipe for, 6, 226 

Cornucopias: how to make, 6, 2038 


Christian ruler of Roman 


: character in “Wee Willie Winkie,” 


> 
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Cornwallis, Charles, Lord (1738-1805), English sol- 
dier and statesman: surrenders at Yorktown, 9, 
202; and Lafayette, 217 

Corson, Mrs. Clemington: swims the English Chan- 
nel, 7, 351 

Cortez, Hernando (1485-1547), Spanish soldier: in 
Mexico, 8, 79 

Costumes: Arabian, 8, 8, 10, 39; in Brittany, 8, 93; 
of Dutch children, 4, 357; 8, 2; of American Indi- 
ans, 8, 82; of Canadian Indians, 83; of Eskimos, 
97; in Greece, 33; Japanese, 102; Maori, 23; Per- 
sian, 10; South African, 17; its relation to the 
history of mankind, 4, 125 

Costumes: how to make for dolls of many countries, 
6, 103 

Costumes (“dress-up”): how to make, 6, 131 

Couching stitch: how to make, 6, 234 

Counterpane, The land of, 1, 155 

Counting apple-seeds, 1, 128 

Counting in rhyme, 1, 127 

Counting the fingers (finger play), 1, 6 

Counting-out rhymes, 7, 258 

Country, Love of, 5, 309 

Country, The man without a, 5, 225 

Country maid and her milkpail, The, 3, 382 

Country rat and town rat, 3, 387 

Court of Worms (Burgundy): Siegfried at the, 8, 
313 

Courtrai: draught dogs (photograph), 8, 80 

Cow, The (Hereford), 5, 375 

Cow, The (Stevenson), 2, 199; 4, 242 

Cow (picture puzzle), 7, 329 

Cow bonny, let down thy milk, 7, 275 

Cow, Pretty, 1, 160 

Cow, The mad, Z, 282 

Cow, The purple, 5, 375 

Cow is too well known I fear, The, 5, 375 

Coward: How El Cid made a brave man of a, 8, 331 

Cow.ine, T. P.: The lost doll, 5, 56 

Cox, PatmMer: The Brownies’ friendly turn, 3, 84; 
The Brownies’ good work, 79 

Crackers, Animal, 4, 262 

Cracker box: transformation of, 6, 51 

Crackit, Toby: character in “Oliver Twist,” 5, 173 

Cradle hymn, 1, 62 

Cradle of Liberty: see Faneuil Hall 

Cradle song (Schubert), 4, 177 

Cradle song, Doll’s, 4, 232 

Cradle song, French, 4, 185 

Cradle song, Saxon, 4, 184 

Cradles: of American Indians, 8, 83, 89; of Syrian 
baby, 118 

Crane: stencil of, 6, 148 

Crane and the Fox, 3, 374 

Crane and the wolf, 3, 372 

Crane, Sandhill: description of, 7, 21 

Cratchit, Bob: character in “Tiny Tim,” 5, 190 

Crawl, The (exercise): how to do, 7, 375 

Crawler, The (exercise) : how to do, 7, 375 

Crawling through the barrel (game), 7, 254 

Crazy croquet: how to play, 7, 255 - 
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Cream: how milk forms, 7, 196 

Cream of tomato soup: recipe for, 6, 219 

Cream of wheat: recipe for, 6, 218 

Creamed walnuts (fondant): recipe for, 6, 229 

Creams, cocoanut: recipe for, 6, 228 

Creating a picture, 6, 132 

Cremation of Sam McGee, 5, 378 

Crépe paper: how to make liquid colors from, 6, 39 

Creusa, wife of Alneas, Greek hero, 8, 266 

Crim Tartary: scene of part of the “Rose and the 
Ring,” 5, 250 

Crocodile, The: story of, 7, 46 

Crocus: descriptions of, 7, 126 

Cromig, WiriiamM J.: Boxing as an exercise, 7, 388; 
Physical exercises for girls, 351; Self-defense, 387; 
Strength exercises for two, 371; The home gym 
nast entertains, 375; The Singlestick as an exer- 
cise, 372; Work with a punching bag, 383; Wrest- 
ling, 390 

Cromwell, Oliver (1599-1658), Lord Protector of 
English Commonwealth: boyhood of, 9, 299; career 
of, 303; his friendship for John Milton, 4, 366 

Crooked family, The, 2, 49 

Croquet, Crazy: how to play, 7, 255 

Cross, A curious (trick), 7, 328 

Cross Buttock (jujutsu) : how to do, 7, 388 

Cross patch, 1, 24 

Cross stitch: how to make, 6, 234 

Crosses and Noughts: see Three in a row 

Crossbow: how to make, 6, 329 

Crossbow, Pistol: how to make, 6, 329 

Cross-cut saw: use of, 6, 287 

Cross-word puzzles, 6, 185; answers to, 197 

Crossing the bar, 5, 352 

Crotch-and-wrist hold (wrestling) : 
388 

Croutons: how to prepare, 6, 220 

Crow: description of, 7, 33; Crow: character and 
habits, 170 

Crow, The scare- (crossword puzzle), 6, 189 

Crow and the dawn, 3, 389; Crow and the pitcher, 3, 
372; Crows and the sparrows, 3, 263 

Crows: how to draw, 6, 19 

Cruise of the feline fishermen, The, 1, 248 

Crusades: how they got their name, 8, 377; story of 
Baldwin, 9, 74; the children’s, 3, 356, 8, 379; the 
first, 8, 376; the second, 378; the third, 382; the 
later, 379 

Crusoe, Robinson, 5, 91 

Cub’s triumph, The, 3, 257 

Cubes, The changing (trick), 7, 306 

Cuchulain, The story of, 5, 296 

Cuckoo: description of, 7, 29 

Cucumber, squirting, 7, 140 

Cumberland, Duke of: defeats Scotch army under 
“bonnie Prince Charlie,” 8, 394 

Cumulative stories, 1, 89 

Cumulus cloud: description of, 7, 100 

Cunaxa: defeat of Cyrus and the Greeks at, 8, 363 

Cup, The loving, 4, 106 


how to do, 7, 
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Cupid (called Eros in Greek mythology): sketch of, 
3, 311 

Cups, Paper: how to fold, 6, 152 

Curacao: scene in, 4, 365 

Curiosities and memory-tests, Bible, 7, 331 

Curious Cross, A (trick), 7 328 

Curious facts about the Bible, 7, 336 

Curious word, A (puzzle), 7, 290 

Curtains: made from stick-printed gingham, 6, 51 

Curtis, IsaABEL Gorpon: The hole in the canna-bed, 
1, 148 

Cushy, cow bonny, let down thy milk, 7, 275 

Custard, Baked: recipe for, 6, 225 

Cuthbert, Bishop: boyhood of, 8, 369 

Cyclopes, a type of being described in Greek mythol- 
ogy: destroyed by Apollo, 3, 308; and Aineas, 8, 
269; Odysseus escapes from a, 233 

Cylinder engine: how to make, 6, 336 

Cyprus: Richard the lion-hearted conquers, 8, 382 

Cyrus the Elder, King of Persia, 559-529, B.c.: 
boyhood of, 8, 349; his kindness to the Jews, 350 

Cyrus the Younger, King of Persia, son of Darius, 
defeated and slain, 401 B.c., 8, 363 


D 


Dabchick (grebe): description of, 7, 15 

Daddy, My, 5, 318 

Daffodils (verse), 5, 332 

Daffodils: drawing, 6, 69; on Easter cards, 69 

Daffy-down-dilly, 2, 194 

Daffy-down-dilly is new come to town, 1, 46 

Dainty maids (puzzle), 7, 323 

Daisies and buttereups, 1, 166 

Daisies go? Where do all the, 1, 157 

Daisies high, The stars are tiny, 4, 249 

Daisy, To a mountain, 5, 334 

Danaé, legendary Greek heroine: story of, 8, 225 

Danaides, the: doomed to pour water through a 
sieve, 8, 264 

Dancer, The cork (toy): how to make, 7, 272 

Dances, Folk: ace of diamonds, 4, 297; children’s 
polka, 290; English harvesters’, 292; German clap, 
296; highland schottische, 304; I see you, 298; 
Morris, 7, 343; shoemakers’, 4, 294; Swedish clap, 
295; tailors’, 7, 342; the carrousel, 4, 300; wind- 
mill, 302 

Dancing class, The, 2, 41 

Dancing Highlanders, The (toys) : 
271 

Dancing monkeys, The, 3, 378 

Dandelion: as an aviator, 7, 138 

Danes: invade England, 8, 370; invade Erin, 370; 
driven from England, 373; see also Northmen 

Dango Zaka, Japan: flower figures of, 8, 129 

Dante Alighieri, Florentine poet: picture and story 
of, 4, 330 

Danube River (Europe) : 

Dark, The gentle, 1, 70 

Dark brown is the river, 1, 177 

Darling, Prince, 3, 63 


how to make, 7, 


description of 7, 206 


Darrah, Lydia: story of, 9, 133 

Dashing thro’ the snow, 4, 261 

Dates, Stuffed: how to prepare, 6, 229 

Davupet, ALPHONSE: The last class, 2, 342; Tartarin 
of Tarascon, 5, 234 

Dauphin, The: of France, and Joan of Arc, 4, 327 

David of the Holy Land, 8, 118 

David Street, Jerusalem (photograph), 8, 119 

Davis, John (d. 1605), English explorer: work of, 
9, 294 

Daw and glow-worm, 3, 388 

Dawn, The crow and the, 3, 389 

Days, Fairy, 3, 78 

Days, Happy, 1, 137 

Days of birth, 1, 126 

Days of the week, The, 1, 123 

Day, A, 5, 331 

Day is done, The, 5, 351 

Day in June, What is so rare as a, 5, 338 

Day, Johnny’s best, 2, 74 

Day, Thanksgiving, 1, 260 

Day is over, Now the, 4, 189 

Day with the gnomes, A, 3, 174 

Deacon’s masterpiece, The, 5, 373 

Dead, The Bivouae of the, 5, 214 

Dead doll, The, 1, 178 

Dear little bare feet, 1, 6 

Dear little lonesome princess, 2, 198 

Dear little princess and prince Hyacinth, 3, 49 

Dear Lord, my daddy went away, 5, 318 

Dear mama: see My kiddie car 

Dear mother how pretty, 2, 197 

Dear old tree, The, 1, 266 

De Bray, Guido: see Bray, Guido de 

Death, the Reaper: Hercules sees, 8, 263 

Death of the flowers, The, 5, 341 

Death of the old year, The, 5, 325 

Death of Sir Philip Sidney, The, 8, 395 

Decerber, 1, 263 

Declaration of Independence: written by Jefferson, 9, 
224; signers of, 187; proclaimed, 4, 329; adopted, 
9, 200 

Decoration Day odes, Two, 5, 322 

Decorative plant stick, A: how to make, 6, 59 

Decorative stitches: how to make, 6, 233 

Deedle, deedle, dumpling, my son John, 1, 40 

Deep river, 4; 320 

Deer: how to draw in triangle, 6, 14; how to make 
a shadow picture of, 165 

Deer, Fallow: description of, 7, 7 

Deer, Mule: description of, 7, 6 

Deer, Red: description of, 7, 6 

Defending the fort, 2, 345 

DEFFREGER, FRANZ: A family in the land of von 
Winkelried, 4, 362 

Derror, DanteL: Robinson Crusoe, 5, 91 

De Forest, Jesse: see Forest, Jesse de 

Deianira, legendary Greek princess: Theseus runs 
away with, 8, 265 

Deities in Greek and Roman mythology, 3, 307 

De La Ramé&r, Lourse: The child of Urbino, 9, 38 
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Delaware: signers of the Declaration of Indepedence, 
9, 188 

Delaware River: crossed by Washington, 9, 201 

Delectable Mountains: in ‘“Pilgrim’s Progress,’ 5, 
151 

Delhi, India: picture of a street in, 8, 143 

Dr Loacu, R. J. H.: John Burroughs feeding a robin, 
4, 349 

Delphic oracle: see Apollo 

Delphie sibyl, The, 4, 90 

Demeter, Greek goddess 
mythology), 3, 310 

Demetrius Poliorcetes, Macedonian general and king, 
4, 150 

Den: how to make, 7, 349 

Derrick (toy): how to make, 6, 340 

Dervish, Whirling (exercise): how to do, 7, 365 

Desert: a storm, 7, 219; mode of travel in, 8, 65-66 

Desert, A story from the, 2, 86 

Desert, Green (Arizona): description of, 7, 218 

Desert, The Sahara: dscription of, 7, 219 

Deserted village, The, 5, 388 

Deserts of North America: description of, 7, 218 

Desiderius, king of Lombardy, 756-774 a. p.: story of, 
9, 289 

Design—color—drawing, 6, 39 

De Soto, Ferdinand (1496?-1542), Spanish captain 
and explorer: story of, 8, 183 

Despair, giant: see Giant Despair 

Despatch bearer, The, 2, 347 

Desserts, Some simple: recipes for, 6, 226 

Destruction, road to: in “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 5, 145 

Devil’s Glacier (Antarctic): description of, 8, 219 

Devlin: character in “Wee Willie Winkie,” 5, 181 

Devizes: home of Thomas Lawrence, 4, 70 

Dewdrops, 2, 197 

Dewey, George Melville (1837-1917), American naval 
officer: story of, 9, 270 

Diagonal (puzzle), 7, 276 

Diagonals, Double (puzzle), 7, 289 

Dials, Sun: how to make, 6, 333 

Diamond, Little: character in “At the back of the 
north wind,” 5, 273 

Diamond mines: in South Africa (photographs), 8, 
19 

Diamonds, A million little 4, 260 

Diamonds, Ace of 4, 297 

Diamonds, Peggy looks for, 8, 17 

Diamonds and toads, 3, 18 

Diana, Roman goddess (called Artemis in Greek 
mythology): sketch of 3, 309; Temple of, 3, 310 

Diaper for doll: how to make, 6, 243 

Dick Whittington and his cat, 3, 249 

DICKENS, CHARLES: Oliver Twist, 5, 169; Tiny Tim, 
190; Trotty Veck, 32 

Dickinson, Emivy: A day, 5, 331 

Dickory dock, 4, 201; how to play, 164 

DicksEE, Margaret IsABeL: Swift and Stella, 4, 
333: The first commission: Sir Thomas Lawrence 
as a boy, 73; Young Handel, 9, 64 

Dictys the Netter: aids Danie, 8, 222 


(called Ceres in Roman 
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Did you ever hear a band? (dot puzzle), 7, 317 

Did you ever see a cat? (dot puzzle), 7, 318 

Did you ever see a man? (dot puzzle), 7, 310 

Did you tackle that trouble, 5, 351 

Dido, Queen: story of, 8, 157 

Difference, The, 2, 176 

Different parts of a flower and their uses, The, 7, 
131 

Dikes or Dykes in Holland, 4, 357, 358; 8, 3; the 
boy who saved the, 2, 344 

Diller, a dollar, A, 2, 98 

Dime and box (trick), 7, 308 

Dinar-zade: character in “The Arabian Nights,” 5, 8 

Diner’s reply, the (puzzle), 7, 291 

Ding-dong-bell, 1, 30; 4, 192; how to play, 4, 163 

Dinkey-bird (toy): how to make 6, 304 

Dinner party, The, 1, 384 

Diogenes, visited by Alexander, 4, 322 

Dionysos, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 312 

Dipper (bird): description of: 7, 15 

Dipper (stars): description of, 7, 189 

Dirge, 5, 323 

Discontented pig, The, 2, 95 

Discoverer, Boyhood of a (Sir John Franklin), 9, 15 

Discoverers: see Explorers — 

Disfiguration, 2, 233 

Dishes, Wash the lady’s (arm play), 1, 7 

Dishes, Nut: how to make, 6, 202 

Dissertation upon roast pig, A, 5, 118 

Distrest poet, The, 4, 99 

Divine Comedy, The: poem by Dante, 4, 330 

Do the best you can, 1, 163 

Do you come from the fair, 5, 369 

Do you know how many stars, 2, 188 

Do you know that your soul, 5, 349 

Do you like cats, 2, 28 

Dossrin, J.: Religious 
Abbey, 4, 100 

Doseti, SypNry: The orphan’s song, 1, 159 

Doctor, The, 4, 35 

Donen, Mary Marrs: (American poet): Blossom 
time, 4, 306; Going to London, 269; Hans Brinker, 
5, 202 

Dopeson, CARLES Lurwipce (Lewis Carroll) : A lob- 
ster quadrille, 1, 162; A mad tea-party, 5, 112 

Dodo: rhyme about, 2, 12 

Dog: how to draw in circle, 6, 13, 32; how to draw 
in oblong, 3; how to draw in oval, 10; how to 
draw in triangle, 32; how to make from envelopes, 
83; how to make shadow picture, 168; how to saw 
from wood, 300 

Dog, My, 7, 56 

Dog, three-headed (Cerberus) : 
8, 262 

Dogs: as draught animals (photograph), 8, 80; as 
mail carriers, 59; in Antarctic exploration, 218; 
in Greenland, 98; of ancient Tibet, 169; trick with 
drawings of, 7, 326 

Dogs, stories and fables about: the bad dog, 3, 368; 
the black and the white dog, 389; dog and the aas, 
372; dog and fox and cat, 2, 30; dog and his image, 


procession, Westminster, 


overcome by Hercules, 
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Dogs, Stories and fables about (cont’d) 
58; dog in the manger, 3, 364; dog and the thief, 
370; dog diver and Willie, 1, 332; dogs delight to 
bark and bite, 173; I had a little doggy, 32, 1 
love my dog, 2, 26; Ned, Rover and Jack, 1, 140; 
see my dogs, 2, 26; time to get up, 1, 84 

Dog-sledges, 8, 97 

Dotzr, NATHAN HASKELL: The small gray mouse, 1, 
298 

Doll, Baby: how to make clothes for, 6, 243 

Doll, I have a, 1, 199 

Doll, The dead, 1, 178 

Doll, The lost (song), 5, 56 

Doll dresses: how to make, 6, 154, 248 

Doll furniture: how to make of paper, 6, 90, 92 

Doll house: how to make of paper, 6, 91, 136 

Doll housekeeping, 6, 81 

Doll that was rich, The, 2, 117 

Doll under the brier rosebush, The, 3, 220 

Doll-images: of heroes and gods, in Japan, 8, 129 

Doll-in-the-grass, 3, 217 

Doll’s apartment: how to make of dominoes, 6, 110 

Doll’s bed: how to make of wood, 6, 331 

Doll’s broom: how to make of raffia, 6, 206 

Doll’s cradle-song, 4, 232 

Dolls: in costumes of many countries, 6, 103; dis- 
covered in Egyptian tombs, 8, 155; of Eskimo girls, 
76; of Kafir children, 40 

Dolls, Feast of: in Japan, 8, 74 

Dolls, How to make: cork and blue, 6, 120; corn- 
cob, 114; of clothespins, 117; of spools, 127; of 
trumpet vine, blossoms, 125; paper, 157 

Dollar, Hetty’s, 1, 227 

Dolly, My, 1, 72 

Dolly Dimple, 1, 144 

Dolly’s house, Week days in, 6, 81 

Dolly’s doctor, 1, 201 

Dolores, the Spanish doll: how to make costume for, 
6, 104 

Dominoes: how to ake doll’s apartment of, 6, 110; 
how to play, 7, 263 

Dommetrt, Atrrep: A Christmas Hymn, 5, 320 

Don Balthazar Carlos, 4, 63 

Don Quixote, 5, 98 

Donkey: how to draw a, 6, 66; 
shadow picture, 166 

Donkey, A sturdy little, 1, 312 

Donkey, Ballad of a runaway, 1, 312 

Donkey, The little girl, the little boy, and the, 2, 34 

Donkeys: as beasts of burden in Spain, 8, 117; as 
carriers in South America (photograph), 60 

Donkeys in Egypt, means of travel, 8, 15 

Donkeys and pigs (indoor game), 7, 266 

Don’t give up the ship, 9, 229 

Door, Get up and bar the, 5, 375 

Dordrecht, Holland: a canal at (photograph), 8, 2 

Dorigen: story of, 5, 154 

Dormouse: in a mad tea-party, 5, 113 

Dorothea’s school gifts, 2, 167 

Dot’s birthday eake, 1, 111 


how to make a 
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Dots, Magie (puzzle), 7, 305, 308, 310, 312, 314, 315, 
317, 318, 320, 321, 324 

Double diagonals (puzzle), 7, 289 

Double roll, The: how to do, 7, 363 

Doubting castle: in “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 5, 150 

Dovucuty, STELLA: Giant Thunder Bones, 1, 95 

Douglas, Sir James of, called Black Douglas (ca. 
1286-1330), Scottish chief: his promise to carry 
the heart of Robert Bruce to Palestine, 9, 310 

Douglas, Sir James, governor of Vancouver Island: 
in United States-Canadian boundary dispute, 9, 
144 

Douglas, Stephen Arnold (1813-1861): an American 
politician: in Canadian dispute, 9, 142 

Dove, Mourning: description of, 7, 25 

Dove and the ant, The, 3, 371 

Dove and the jay, Z, 44 

Doves: in Venice, 4, 337 

Down by the sea (crossword puzzle), 6, 193 

Down in a green and shady bed, 1, 166 

Down in a thorny forest glade, 4, 209 

Down in de cornfield, 4, 319 

Downy woodpecker: description of, 7, 31 

Dragon boat festival, 8, 142 

Dragon’s story, The, 3, 180 

Dragons, stories about: Beowulf, 8, 273; Hercules, 
259; Siegfried, 308; The beautiful princess Golden- 
locks, 3, 44; Una and the lion, 5, 123 

Dragon-ship: of Frithiof, the Viking, 8, 298; of 
Norway, 372 

Drake, Sir Francis (ca. 1540-1596), English ex- 
plorer: ’round the world with, 8, 181; story of, 4, 
334; work of, 9, 294; and Sir Philip Sidney, 8, 
395 

Drake, JosepH RopMan: The American flag, 5, 309 

Draw knife: how to use, 6, 290 

Drawing, 6, 39; made easy, 6, 1; on blackboard, 33 

Drawing (stunt), 7, 315 

Drawing, working: how to read, 6, 295 

Drawings: ancient, 7, 85 

Dream, A wedding cake, 1, 377 

Dream, Little Annie’s, 2, 234; man’s early, 7, 84 

Dress: see Costume 

Dresses for dolls: how to make, 6, 154, 248 

Dressing up, 6, 115 

Drill, Automatie: how to use, 6, 290 

Drill, fire (stick): how used, 7, 76 

Drinks, cocoa and fruit: recipes for, 6, 227 

Dromedaries: used as horses in Agra, 4, 361; see 
also Camels 

Drop-a-ball (game): how to make and play, 6, 126 

Dropped letter (puzzle), 7, 291 

Druids: and the mistletoe, 7, 146 

Drum, tom-tom: how to make, 6, 318 

Dryads in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Dual exercises: how to do, 7h, SyAl 

Duck: how to make from envelopes, 6, 83; how to 
model in white soap, 76; how to saw from wood, 


300; how to make a shadow picture, 164; stencil 
of, 148 


Duck, Hider: deseription of: 7, 19 
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Duck, Mallard: description, 7, 19 

Duckling, The ugly, 3, 198 

Ducks, The hen that hatched, 2, 222 

DvuERER, ALBRECHT: Two squirrels, 4, 12 

Duet finger plays, 1, 3 

Duke of Wellington: boy who braved, 9, 78 

Dumplings: recipe for, 6, 225 

Duncan, F. Marrry: The story of the plants, 7, 115 

Dunoan, L. T.: The story of the plants, 7, 115 

Duer&, JULIEN: The balloon, 4, 11 

Duquesne, Fort: British expedition against, 9, 197 

Duryke, H. G.: A pair of gloves, 1, 193 

Dust under the rug, 2, 146 

Dutch: see also Holland 

Dutch baby and her nurse, A, 4, 46 

Dutch boy and girl of Old New York, A little, 8, 198 

Dutch cheese, 8, 4, 6 

Dutch children: their costume, 4, 357 

Dutch dolls: how to dress, 6, 104 

Dutch home: description of, 4, 4, 42; 8, 1 

Dutch lullaby, A: see Wynken, Blynken, and Nod 

Dutch treat, A, 2, 161 

Dutch West Indies: see Curagao 

Dutchess, The little, 2, 177 

Dwarf, The (game): how to play, 7, 267 

Dwarfs, Stories about: Giant Thunder Bones, 1, 95; 
gift of the dwarfs, 3, 330; Little Mischief, 2, 265; 
Princess Finola, 3, 100; Siegfried, 8, 308 

Dwarfs, Gift of the, 3, 330 

Dyes: for coloring postage stamps, 6, 360; see also 
Color 

Dykes: see Dikes 


E 


Hagle, The (verse), 5, 335 

Eagle (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 164 

Eagle, Bald: description of, 7, 27 

Eagle and the arrow, The, 3, 368 

Eagle and the jackdaw, 3, 384 

Eagle and the tortoise, 3, 380 

Earliest lessons of mankind, 7, 67 

Early, 1, 61 

Early and late, 1, 284 

Earth to the sun, The hymn of the, 4, 148 

Bast Africa: building houses in (photograph), 8, 
46; see also Africa 

East and West, A ballad of, 5, 393 

Easter: carnival in Greece, 8, 35; hand work for, 6, 
69, 207 

Easter-egg hunt, The, 6, 113 

East-Indian doll: costume for, 6, 108 

East-Indian policemen, 8, 56 

Easy, Drawing made, 6, | 

Eating fishes’ heads and tails: Chinese game, 8, 136 

Eating sticks: punishment of Persian schoolboy, 8, 
106 

Ecce Agnus Dei, 4, 44 

Ector, Sir, Knight of Round Table: and the sword of 
the stone, 5, 286 

Ederle, Gertrude: swims English Channel, 7, 351 


Xxili 

Kdgar Atheling (ca. 
story of, 9, 73 

Epear, JAMES D.: Canadian camping song, 5, 332 

Edison, Thomas A. (1847 ), American inventor: 
boyhood of, 9, 10 

Edith’s tea-party, 1, 197 

Education: see Schools 

Edward I, King of England: enemy and conqueror of 
Wallace, 8, 385 

Edward II, King of England: enemy of Robert the 
Bruce, 8, 387 

Edward V (1470-1483), King of England, April- 
June, 1483: imprisoned in the Tower, 4, 68; 9, 78 

Edwin, King of Northumbria, 617-633 a.p.; and the 
King of the North, 8, 366 

Kgg-cap (game): how to play, 7, 242 

Eggs: Easter, 6, 113 

figgs: recipe for cooking, 6, 224 

Eggs, Golden: and the hen, 3, 385 

Eggs, Scrambled: recipe for, 6, 224 

Egret: description of, 7, 21 

Egypt: a trip to, 8, 12; ancient temples of, 8, 154: 
fable from, 8, 155; hand-to-hand fighting, 7, 387; 
irrigation in, 8, 153; legend from, 8, 156; photo- 
graph of a well, 8, 12; pyramids in, 4, 356; temples 
to Isis, 4, 254; tombs of kings in, 4, 356; 8, 155; 
the sphinx, 4, 108; 8, 153 

Eider duck: description of, 7, 19 

Hight fingers, 2, 176 

Eleanora of Aquitaine (1122-1203): Queen of Eng- 
land, her troubled reign, 8, 380 

Eleanor of Provence (d. 1291), Queen of England: 
and the troubadours, 8, 381 

Electricity: Franklin’s experiments, 9, 210; Simple 
applied, 6, 393 

Electrochemistry: experiments in, 6, 390 

E] Dorado: mythical city, 9, 297 

Elegy written in a country churchyard, 5, 386 

Elephant: description of, 7, 10, 46; fossil of, 7, 80; 
how to make a shadow picture of, 6, 165; how to 
saw from wood, 6, 299; intelligence and memory of, 
7, 80; as carriers in India (photograph), 8, 65; 
as mail earriers, India, 58 

Elephant (exercise): how to do, 7, 366 

Elephant pyramid: how to make, 7, 369 

Elephant, The walking: how to perform, 7, 363 

Elephant and the ape, The, 3, 389 

Elephants (song), 4, 223 

Hleurinian mysteries: festivals in honor of Demeter, 
3, 311 

Elf of the woodlands, The, 3, 97 

Elf song, 2, 178 

Eliot: see also Elliott 

Etor, Grorce: Spring song, 2, 194 

Elizabeth (1533-1603), Queen of England, 1558-1603: 
court-life under, 9, 97; encourages explorations of 
the New World, 4, 334; insists upon conformity, 
9, 158; story of, 293 

Elizabeth, Saint, of Hungary (1207-1231), wife of 
Louis of Thuringia: story of, 9, 92 

Elk, American: description of, 7, 6 


1050-1130), English prince: 
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Elk ranch, An, 4, 345 

Ellery, William (1727-1820), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Extiorr, Henrietta R. (poet): A funny fiddler, 4, 
245 

Extiorr, J. W. (lnglish composer): Hey, diddle, 
diddle, 4, 205; I love little pussy, 202; Jack and 
Jill, 197; sing a song of sixpence, 193 

Exiorr, M. L.: The child and the star, 2, 197 

Exxiiorr, S. L.: About six little chickens, 1, 78 

Elm tree: how to draw, 6, 33 

Elong thatched house, Africa (photograph), 8, 51 

Estey, ArtHuR J.: Who speaks first, 4, 12 

Elves and the shoemaker, 1, 207 

Elysian Fields of Greek mythology: description of, 
8, 264 

Embroidery lesson, Japanese (photograph), 8, 1038 

Embroidery stitches: how to make, 6, 268 

Emelia the Radiant: story of, 5, 159 

Emerson, RatpH Watpo: Concord hymn, 5, 321; The 
Mountain and the Squirrel, 343 

Emery, M. S.: Alice, 4, 66; Madonna and Child with 
the donors, 80; The castle of the maidens, 104; 
The fighting Téméraire, 89; The song of the lark, 
134 

Emmett, LyptA Fietp: A nice little girl, 4, 46 

Emperor’s new clothes, The, 5, 30 

Emu: description of, 8, 160 

Ena, mena, mona, mite, 7, 258 

Enchanted horse, The, 5, 11 

Enhanted oblong, The (drawing), 6, 

Enchanted oval, The (drawing), 6, 9 

Enchanted watch, The, 2, 290 

Endicott, John (1589-1665), American colonist: ob- 
tains a grant of land in Massachusetts, 9, 164 

Endymion: in Greek mythology watched over by 
Artemis, 3, 310 

Engine: how to draw in oblong, 6, 17 

Engine, Cylinder: how to make, 6, 336 

Engine, Steam: how to make, 6, 334, 337 

Engine, The cho-choo (crossword puzzle), 6, 197 

Engine, Tin-can turbine: directions for making, 6, 
336 

Engineer (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 171 

England: King Arthur and his knights, 5, 285; 
prince Arthur, 9, 75; princes in the tower, 78; 
Bede’s educational influence, 8, 369; Cuthbert’s 
christianizing influence, 368; Edgar Atheling, 9, 
73; Olaf the brave joins England against the 
Danes, 8, 373; Richard the lion-hearted, 380; 
William of Normandy, 9, 71; Lady Jane Grey, 
114; Queen Elizabeth, 292; boyhood of Cromwell, 
299; Cromwell as Lord Protector, 303; girlhood of 
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Queen Victoria, 116; story of Alfred, 8, 370; 
story of the flag, 9, 149; see also Makers of 
Canada 

English alphabet, An, 2, 4 


English boys, Ten little, 1, 135 
English Channel: description of, 8, 165 
Inglish harvesters’ dance, 4, 292 
English mail coach, 4, 332 
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English sparrow: description of, 7, 35 

Englishman who sailed for the Dutch, The, 8, 195 

Enigma, Numerical (rebus), 7, 277 

Envelope creatures: how to make, 6, 83 

Eos, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 312 

Ephesus, Greece: temple of Diana, or Artemis, 3, 310 

Epimetheus: and Pandora, 3, 291 

Erato, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Eric the Red (Norseman) : discovers Greenland (982- 
985), 8, 168 

Eridu (Asiatic Turkey): city of antiquity, 8, 152 

Eros, Greek god (called Cupid in Roman mythol- 
ogy): sketch of, 3, 311 

Eskimo: how to dress doll in costume of, 6, 108 

Eskimos: everyday life of, 8, 9-4 

Essential oil of cloves: how to prepare, 6, 385 

Hsther’s Christmas, 2, 370 

Fstiano, Bishop (of Greece): dream of, 8, 329 

KEthelfrith, King of the North, 8, 366 

Ethelred, King of the West Saxons, 8, 370 

Ethelwulf, King of the West Saxons, father of Alfred, 
8, 370 ' 

Eumanes, Greek swineherd: aids Odysseus, 8, 237 

Eumenides, or The Furies: sketch of, 3, 314 

Euphrates River: historical significance of, 7, 205 

Euphrosyne, Greek goddess, 3, 313 

Eurydice and Orpheus: story of, 3, 305 

Eurystheus, King of Thebes: Hercules serves, 8, 259 

Euterpe, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Evans, Marian: see Eliot, George 

Evening red and morning gray, 7, 257 

Evening song, 1, 72; 4, 187 

Evening was falling, cold and dark, 1, 253 

Ever try this? (match trick), 7, 328 

Evergreen Trees: legends of origin of, 7, 86 

Ky-er-y child who has the use, 5, 377 

Every evening baby goes, 1, 21 

Evil eye, The, 8, 118 

Ewinc, JULIANA Horatia: Jan of the windmill, 5, 
276; The brownies, 3, 149; Timothy’s shoes, 2, 150 

Exealibur, the sword of King Arthur, 5, 296 

Exchange party, An (game), 7, 265 

Exercises: boxing, 7, 388; dual, 371; for girls, 351; 
indoor, 341; Mother Goose, 350; self-defense, 387; 
setting-up, 342; the home gymnast, 375; the single- 
stick, 372; tumbling and pyramids for beginners, 
365; What to do with a climbing-rope, 370; work 
with a punching bag, 383; wrestling, 390 

Experiments: in chemistry, 6, 381; in electricity, 
393; with liquids and solids, 7, 91; with seeds, 
234; with string and salt, 233 

Explorers and discoverers: Amundsen, 8, 213; Car- 
tier, 4, 342; 9, 317; Champlain, 8, 203; Columbus, 
171; De Soto, 183; Drake, 4, 334; 8, 181; Hudson, 
8, 195; Joliet and Marquette, 207; La Salle, 208; 
Lewis and Clark, 9, 240; Lord Nelson, 305; 
MacMillan (photograph), 8, 210; Mackenzie, 9, 
332; Peary, 8, 210; the Phenicians, 167; Pizarro, 
175; Shackleton, 213; Sir John Franklin, 9, 15; 
Sir Walter Raleigh, 4, 335; Stefansson (photo- 
graph), 8, 212; the Vikings, g, 168 
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Rxpress wagon (toy): how to make, 6, 320 
Kye winker (face play), 1, 14 
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Fables from Alsop, 3, 364; from Egypt, 8, 155; from 
India, 388; modern, 391; of hands and feet and 
head that went to law, 8, 155; of north wind and 
sun, 3, 372; of Pilpay the Hindu, The, 3, 390; of 
the frogs, 8, 151; see also Foxes, Frogs, Gnat, 
Goats, Goose, etc. 

Face, The great stone, 5, 107 

Face plays, Three, 1, 14 

Facts about the Bible, Curious, 7, 335 

Faerie Queene: in Una and the Lion, 5, 122 

Fagin: character in “Oliver Twist,” 5, 171 

Fagot party, A, 7, 237 

Fair: the Indian great, 8, 144 

Fair, Coming from the, 5, 369 

Fair Ines, 5, 360 

Fair maid with golden hair, 3, 23 

Fairie, To Mother, 2, 202 

Fairies, The, 3, 91 

Fairies, Frost: Silvercap, king of, 2, 149 

Fairies of the Caldon Low, The, 5, 303 

Fairies’ trolley, The, 2, 88 

Fairies, Verses about, 3, 77 

Fairy: how to draw in a circle, 6, 22 

Fairy, Said this little (finger play), 1, 12 

Fairy, The home, 2, 299 

Fairy, The princess and the, 7, 89 

Fairy, The sand, 1, 238 

Fairy Blackstick: character in The Rose and the 
Ring, 5, 250 

Fairy days, 3, 78 

Fairy folk, The, 1, 73 

Fairy queen, Birthday honors of, 3, 153 

Fairy shoemaker, 3, 89 

Fairy story about a philosopher’s stone which was 
lost, A, 3, 121 

Fairy tales, Modern, 3, 97 

Fairy tales, Old, 3, 1 

Fairy thorn, The, 3, 77 

Fairyland: how to make a, 7, 230 

Fairyland, The road to, 3, 2 

Faithful: a pilgrim in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 148 

Falcon and the hen, The, 3, 391 

Faleoner, The Boy, 4, 50 

Falkirk: battle of, 8, 392 

Fall, The queen of the, 7, 163 

Fallow deer: description of, 7, 7 

Falls, Garvarnie: description of, 7, 208 

Falls, Iquassu: description of, 7, 208 

Falls, Kaieteur: description of, 7, 210 

Falls, Montmorency: description of, 7, 210 

Falls, Niagara: description of, 7, 210 

Falls, Victoria: description of, 7, 212 

Falls, Yosemite: description of, 7, 207 

Family, The (finger play), 1, 16 

Family, The crooked, 2, 49 

Family, Mr. Brown’s (puzzle), 7, 290 
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Famous case, A, 7, 54 

Faneuil Hall; mass meeting protesting tea-tax held 
in, 9, 122; old engraving of, 9, 151 

Farewell, A, 5, 344 

Farewell, farewell! but this I tell, 5, 347 

Farm, Cloverfield: stories from, 2, 99 

Farmer, The (song), 4, 272; how to play, 165; in- 
structions for singing game, 172 

Farmer in the dell, The (song), 4, 278; how to play, 
165; instructions for singing game, 172 

Farmer went trotting, A (knee play), 1, 20 

Farms: in colonial days, 9, 169, 248; implements, 
170; of the pioneers, 248 

Farmyard, The (game): how to play, 7, 260 

Farragut, David Glasgow (1801-1870), first Admiral 
of the United States Navy: Dewey’s service, under, 
9, 271 

FARWELL, CEcILIA: Three goats in the ryefield, 1, 
107; Travels of a fox, 1, 216 

Fascinating experiments in chemistry, 6, 381 

Fates, The, in Greek mythology: sketch of, 3, 314; 8, 
259, 263 

Father: how to make gifts for, 6, 254; playthings 
he can make, 7, 345 

Father, Going to meet, 4, 45 

Father and his sons, The, 3, 380 

Father brought somebody up, 1, 71 

Father calls me William, sister calls me Will, 5, 326 

Father Lacombe: story of, 9, 338 

Father of our country: see Washington, George 

Father of Waters (Mississippi River): description 
of, 7, 200; how De Soto came to the, 8, 183 

Father plays: a collection of, 1, 1; riding songs for 
his knee, 19 

Fathers, Land of the Pilgrim, 5, 309 

Fatima: character in Aladdin and the Wonderful 
Lamp, 5, 10 

Fauns in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Favorite American writers: stories by, 2, 203 

Favors for holidays: how to make, 6, 53, 207 

Feast, After his, 1, 244 

Feast, The Barmecide’s, 5, 26 

Feast, The good king’s, 2, 77 

Feasting, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Feasts: at naming Algerian girl-baby, 8, 35; for little 
Africans (photograph), 111; in China, 140; in 
Japan, 8, 74, 128, 139 

Feather, Birds of a, 1, 45 

Feather stitch: how to make, 6, 249 

Feathers, Gay, and a beautiful voice, 1, 376 

Feed it with sticks (riddle), 7, 319 

Feeding her birds, 4, 60 

Feeding the doves in Venice, 4, 337 

Feet, My 5, 375 

Feline fishermen, The cruise of the, 1, 248 

Fell: flannel, 6, 247; hemmed, 245 

Fellahs, Egyptian: photograph of, 8, 14 

Fellow passengers, 2, 122 

Fence: how to prepare blackboard on, 6, 118 

Fences, rabbit, 8, 160 

Fencing: see Singlestick 
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Fenlands, of Sweden, 8, 372 

Ferdinand, King of Spain: see Isabella 

Ferdinand: character in “The Tempest,” 5, 134 

FERGUSON, SAMUEL: The fairy thorn, 3, 77 

Ferrando, King Don, hero of Spain: story of 8, 329 

Ferry for Shadowtown, The, 1, 70 

Festivals in China, 8, 136 

Fever, Sea (verse), 5, 328 

Fiddler, A funny (song), 4, 245 

Fiddlers three, 1, 43; and Mother Goose, 53 

Fietp, Hueene: A trip to toy-land, 2, 179; Japanese 
lullaby, 1, 61; Jest *fore Christmas, 5, 326; Our 
two opinions, 356; Seein’ things, 372; The Night 
Wind, 307; Wynken, Blynken, and Nod, 2, 190 

Frevp, Douise Maunsetut (Abridged by): Tartarin 
of Tarascon, 5, 234 

Field-mouse tale, A, 1, 333 

Field of Mars: Romans and Atquians battle on the, 
8,272 

Fretps, JAMES THoMAS: The owl-critic, 1, 248 

Fields, Elysian, of Greek mythology: description of, 
8, 264 

Fields, In Flanders, 5, 316 

Fields with God, Out in the, 5, 329 

Fighting (exercise): see Exercise 

Fighting Téméraire, The, 4, 89 

Fiji Islands, pictures from: boat, 8, 62; 
67; village, 20 

Fikenhald, false friend of Childe Horne, 8, 278 

Finer, Enxrma,G.: Deserts and Plateaus, 7, 218; 
Feeding her birds, 4, 60; Great caves and natural 
bridges, 7, 216; Great rivers, 200; Great water- 
falls and cataracts, 207; Rubens’s two sons, 4, 50; 
The army of two, 9, 119; The blue boy, 4, 54; The 
children of the shell, 43; The Madonna of the 
rocks, 77; The princes in the tower, 68; The story 
of the Boston Tea Party, 9, 121; Why the baby 
says “Goo,” 3, 289 

Finprs, Luke: The doctor, 4, 35 

Filipe and Serafina of Spain, 8, 113 

Filipepi, Alessandro dei: see Botticelli 

Filipino sledge, 4, 360 

Filomena, the Italian doll: how to make costume for, 
6, 108 

incu, Francis Mires: Nathan Hale, 9, 132; The 
blue and the gray, 5, 325 

Fine good show, The, 1, 304 

Fingal’s Cave: description of, 7, 217 

Finger plays: a collection of, 1, 2; by Froebel, 10, 
ie Be 

Tinger-bowl and raffia: how to make flower holder of, 
6, 271 

Fingers: counting, 1, 6; naming, 8 

Finnigin to Flannigan (verse), 5, 378 

Fir tree: description of, 7, 169 

Fire: when man found, 7, 72; how it burns, 181 
how to make it burn on ice, 6, 388 

Fire, Greek god of, 3, 308 

Fire bringer, The, 3, 286 

Fire dragon: Beowulf slays the, 8, 277 

Fire drill (stick): how used, 7, 76 
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Fire-crackers in July, 1, 132 

Fire-eater, Sir; character in Pinocchio, 5, 41 

Fireless hot-water bottle: how to prepare, 6, 391 

Fireplaces: in Old New York, 8, 201; Dutch, 4, 4, 5 

Firmer-chisel; how to use, 6, 289 

First adventures, The, 8, 167 

First crusaders, The, 8, 376 

First of May, The, 2, 188 

First reader for little folks, 2, 57 

First stories for very little folk, 1, 77 

First take a willow bough, 6, 344 

First Thanksgiving day, The, 5, 324 

First things of the Bible, The, 7, 333 

Fish: blind, in Mammoth Cave, 7, 216, 352 

Fish, Story of a little, 1, 381 

Fisherman (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 170 

Fisherman and the huntsman, 3, 366 

Fisherman, History of the, 5, 27 

Fishes, The three, 3, 390 

Fitch, Ralph (d. 1606), English explorer: his work in 
India, 9, 294 

Five little birds, 2, 32 

Five little pussy-cats, invited out to tea, 2, 188 

Five Nations, the (Indian): and Samuel de Cham- 
plain, 8, 205 

Five peas in a pod, 2, 84 

Fives (game): how to play, 7, 246, 263 

Flag, Honors to the, 9, 152 

Flag, Origin of our, 9, 149 

Flag, The American, 5, 309 

Flag and my flag, Your, 5, 317 

Flag bearer, The 2, 203 

Flag goes by, The, 5, 323 

Vlags (game): how to play, 7, 254 

Flags, the feast of: in Japan, 8, 130 

Flamingo: rhyme about, 2, 13 

Flannel fell: how to make, 6, 247 

Flatterer, The: character in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 
Gy 

Flax, Reap the (dance and song) 7, 343 

Fleece, The golden, 8, 241 

Flicker (bird) : description of, 7, 31 

Floating Island, The, 3, 221 

Floating island, The beautiful city of the, 8, 179 

Flood: Bible story of the, 4, 22 

Flood in Holland, A, 4, 358 

Floor-push (electric buzzer), 6, 399 

Flora, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 312 

Florentine braid: how to make, 6, 145 

Florentine poet, A, 4, 330 

Flower basket: how to make of reeds, 6, 286 

Flower chains: how to make, 6, 138 

Flower dolls: Japanese, 8, 129; trumpet-vine, 6, 125 

Flower holders: how to make of raffia, 6, 271, 273; 
how to make of reed, 286 

Fiower oracles, 7, 258 

Flower-vending in Spain, 8, 116 

Flowers: An easy way to draw, 6, 64; different 
parts of and their uses, 7, 135; how the wind 
helps the, 135; how to model in elay, 6, 38: stencil 
of, 151 
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Flowers, Artificial: the bear and, 1, 382 

Flowers, Greek goddess of, 3, 312 

Flowers, The death of the, 3, 341 

Flowers, The use of, 1, 191 

Floyd, William (1734-1821), farmer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 190 

Flute, magic: how to make, 7, 272 

Fly (game): how to play, 7, 249 

Fly, Here’s a, 4, 224 

Fly, little bird, 2, 43 

Fly and the spider, 1, 326 

Flyaway (top): how to make, 6, 317 

Flying kites (song), 4, 226 

Flying Mare (jujutsu): how to do, 7, 388 

Flying ship, The, 3, 109 

Foae, ExvizaperH Rose (American composer): I’m 
very, very tall, 4, 287 

Folding and cutting paper: for various uses, 6, 84 

Folk, Fairy, 1, 73 

Folk dances: see Dances, Folk 

Folk tales: about animals, 1, 363 

Foll, the warrior: fights with Cuchulain, 5, 298 

FouLen, Exi1za Lee: The lost kitty, 2, 58; The new 
moon, 197; Three little kittens, 1, 38 

Folly, Greek god of, 3, 313 

Fondant: how to make, 6, 229 

Food in Africa, 8, 18; in Old New York, 8, 202; in 
Palestine, 8, 121; in Samoa, 8, 22; of Eskimos, 8, 
76, 94, 98; of Italian peasants, 8, 127; of the 
Puritans, 9, 164; of primitive man, 7, 69 

Foot plays: Master Smith, 1, 10; Robert Barns, 8; 
Shoe the old horse, 14; This little pig, 14; Up, 
down—up, down, 12 

Football in India, 8, 75 

Footr, ArtHUR (American composer): Going to Lon- 
don, 4, 269 

For a husband, 7, 258 

For a little girl of three, 1, 83 

For a’that and a’that, 5, 345 

For the bridal carriage, 7, 258 

For the house, 7, 258 

For the hurt hand (finger play), 1, 7 

For the wedding dress, 7, 258 

For want of a nai the shoe was lost, 2, 202 

ForsusH, WILLIAM Byron: Abraham Lincoln, 4, 156; 
Getting up a party, 7, 235; The elf of the wood- 
lands, 3, 97; The hole in the wall, 2, 351; The 
king of tiny frogs on his travels, 1, 368 

Fording a stream, in Africa (photograph), 8, 111 

Fore plane: description of, 6, 288 

Forefathers lived on the colonial farms: How our, 9, 
169 

Foreign children, 1, 161 

Foreign lands, 1, 169 

Forest, Jesse de (lived about 1600), Dutch colonist : 
story of, 9, 166 

Forest: greatest in the world, 8, 163 

Forest, The Black (Germany), 7, 205 

Forest, The little red princess of the, 8, 186 

Forest, The primeval, 5, 332 

Forest, The Rain (Africa), 7, 212 

IX—26 
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Forest of Sherwood, home of Robin Hood: deserip- 
tion of, 8, 283 

Foreword, A, 5, 2 

Forrester, [zota L.: A snow bound Santa Claus, 2, 
356 

Fort, Defending the, 2, 345 

Fort Carnarvon, Fiji Islands: 
graph), 8, 67 

Fort Duquesne: British expedition against, 9, 197 

Fort Massac: Aaron Burr meets Philip Nolan at, 5, 
225 

Fort Sumter captured: the beginning of the Civil 
War, 9, 256 

Forty Thieves, Ali Baba and the, 5, 14 

Forward and backward (riddle), 7, 289 

Forward balance, The (exercise): how to do, 7, 364 

Forward bend (exercise) : how to do, 7, 375 

Forward roll (exercise): how to do, 7, 367 

Fossil: of elephant, 7, 80 

Foster, ELten: Time to get up, 1, 84 

Foster, STEPHEN C. (American composer): Massa’s 
in the cold, cold ground, 4, 318 

Fountain pen: how to electrify, 6, 393 

Fountain, Toy: how to make, 6, 144 

Fountain: Roman girl at the, 4, 2 

Fouqu&, Baron DE LA Morre: Undine, 5, 107 

Four horsemen, The: of the Apocalypse, 4, 111 

Four white swans, The, 3, 237 

Four-dollar servant, The, 2, 132 

Four-and-twenty blackbirds, 1, 11 

Four-and-twenty tailors, 1, 44 

Fournier, E.: Washington and his mother, 4, 346 

Fourth of July, The first, 4, 329 

Fox, CHarLtes JAMES: Riddles, 7, 282 

Fox, Frances Marcaret: Making the best of it, 2, 
93 

Fox, Franx: A picnic in the Australian bush, 8, 146 

Fox, Arctic: dscription of, 7, 5 

Fox, Red: description of, 7, 5 

Fox and gander (game): how to play, 7, 251 

Foxes, stories and fables about: the fox, 1, 324; the 
cub’s triumph, 3, 257; fox and the bird, 1, 379; 
fox and the eat, 3, 383; fox and the crane, 374; fox 
and dog and cat, 2, 30; fox and the goat, 3, 364; 
fox and the grapes, 379; fox and hen, 390; 
fox and the lion, 3, 372; fox, the lion, and the ass, 
380; fox and the lion and the bear, 366; fox and 
the litttle red hen, 1, 207; fox and the old gray 
goose, 29; fox and the raven, 3, 381; fox and 
the villagers, 388; fox and the wood-cutter, 368; 
fox set out in hungry plight, 1, 324; fox who had 
lost his tail 3, 370; travels of a fox, 1, 216; 
br’er fox and cousin wildcat, 1, 361; Bre’r Fox and 
Br’er Tarrypin, 359; Brother Fox’s tar baby, 353; 
Serapefoot and the bears, 374 

*Fraid cat, 1, 328 

Framing chtsel: how to use, 6, 290 

France: ancient times in, 8, 165; conquers Brittany, 
9, 109; conquers Gaul, 8, 166; early history of, 9, 
289; “Little Queen” Isabel, 109; Louis XIV of, 
82; revolution in, 218; saved by Joan of Are, 4, 
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France (cont'd) 
327; sells Louisiana territory to the United States, 
9, 222; story of Napoleon’s boyhood, 84; story of 
Suzanne, 8, 92; see also Makers of Canada 

Francis, Saint (1182-1226), founder of the order of 
Franciscan monks: legend of the birds, 3, 336; 
legend of the wolf at Gubbio, 335 

Franco-Prussian war: story in time of, 2, 342 

Franklin, Benjamin (1706-1790), American printer, 
patriot, philosopher, and statesman: story of, 9, 
204; boyhood of, 3, 26; signs Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 190 

Franklin, Sir John (1786-1847), English explorer: 
boyhood of, 9, 15 

Franks: see France 

Freddy’s first rescue, 1, 236 

Free-hand cutting: from paper, 6, 86 

FREEMAN, Mary HE. Witxkrtns: The pot of gold, 2, 247 

Freezing-point: how first ascertained, 7, 112 

Frencu, Joseph Lewis: Dewey the hero of Manila, 
9, 270; Lafayette, friend of America, 215; Perry 
and Lawrence, 228; Portrait of Carlyle, 4, 123; 
Robert E. Lee. 9, 256; The world’s notable ice- 
sheets and glaciers, 7, 220 

French Commune: a story in time of, 2, 339 

French cradle song, 4, 185 

French doll: how to dress, 6, 105 

French explorations in upper North America, 4, 342; 
see also America; Canada 

French seams: directions for, 6, 235 

Friday: character in Robinson Crusoe, 5, 94 

Friday night’s dream on a Saturday told, 7, 257 

Friendly Islands: native chief’s house in the (photo- 
graph), 8, 49 

Friends: the right kind of, 7, 239 

Friends get together, When, 7, 235 

Friends of the Indians, The, 8, 206 

Friends out of doors, 5, 342 

Friends, Society of: see Quakers 

Friends, Your, 7, 238 

Frietchie, Barbara, 5, 312 

Friquet and Friquette, 2, 311 

Friskytoes, 1, 339 

Frithiof, the Viking: story of, 8, 297 

Frobisher, Sir Martin (ca. 1535-1594), English ex- 
plorer: work of, 9, 294 

FROEBEL, FRIrpRIcH: Pat a cake, 1, 12; The bird’s 
nest, 10; The little window, 10; The pigeon house, 
11 

FrorticH, Hueco: Color—design—drawing, 6, 39 

Frog, The (verse), 5, 376 

Frog: how to draw in oval, 6, 12; how to model in 
white soap, 78 

Frogs, The musical, 7, 56 

Frogs, stories and fables about: frogs and the bulls, 
3, 378; frogs and the hares, 378; frog and the 
mouse, 368; frog and the ox, 369; frog and the 
snake, 388; frog and the world, 1, 183; frog who 
would a-flying go, 243; frogs at school, 2, 71; 
frogs who wanted a king, 3, 364; king of tiny 
frogs, 1, 368; The fable of the frogs, 8, 151 
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From dawn to dark the old mill-wheel, 2, 178 

From morning to night ’twas Lucy’s delight, 1, 184 

From witches, warlocks, wurricoos, 7, 257 

Frost, The, 2, 194 

Frost fairies: Silvercap, king of, 2, 149 

Frost is on the punkin, when the, 5, 342 

Frost, Jack: his tricks, 7, 166; his work, 164 

Frosting, orange: recipe for, 6, 224 

Frugal meal, A, 4, 140 

Fruit, harvesting: first lessons on, 7, 232 

Fruit drinks: recipes for, 6, 227 

Fruit farm, in miniature, 7, 230 

Fruit market, Kecskemét, Hungary (photograph), 8, 
81 

Fruit peddler in Greece, A (photograph), 8, 77 

Fruit-trees: Australian, 8, 147; Greek goddess of, 3, 
312; Japanese dwarf, 8, 131 

Fruits and nuts: playing games with, 7, 227 

Fruits, Omitted (puzzle), 7, 290 

Fulfilled, 3, 141 

Fulfillment, The, 5, 316 

Full knee deep lies the winter snow, 5, 325 

Funny fiddler, A (song), 4, 245 

Funny verses, 5, 371 

Funny verses and pictures, 1, 241 

Furies, The, avenging deities in classical mythology: 
sketch of, 3, 314; torment the condemned in Hades, 
8, 263 

Furniture: in colonial days, 9, 169; in well-to-do 
African’s house, 8, 109 

Furniture, Toy: how to make of match boxes, 6, 140; 
how to make of paper, 90, 92 

Fur-trading: means of livelihood among 
American Indians, 8, 89, 90, 91 

Fustanella, Greek dress, 8, 33 

Futon, Japanese quilt, 8, 100 

FyLEMAN, Rose: Mother, 1, 253 


North 


G 


GaBRieL, PAauL JosepH CONSTANTINE: 
landscape in Holland, 8, 5 

Gaelic lullaby (song), 4, 181 

*AFFNEY, M. P.: Don Balthazar Carlos, 4, 63; The 
melon-eaters, 4, 48 

GAINSBOROUGH, THOMAS: The blue boy, 4, 54 

Galahad, Sir, Knight of Round Table: and the siege 
perilous, 5, 292; legend of, 4, 104 

GALBREATH, CHARLES B.: The Pledge, 5, 316 

GALE, Norman: Aunt Jan, 1, 261 

Gale, The September, 5, 380 

Games: discovered in Egyption tombs, 8, 155; in 
Africa, 132, 188, 134, 135; in China, 136; in 
Japan, 128; in Spain, 117; of Eskimo children, 96; 
of Roman children, 365; of Syrian boys, 120; of 
pages in the Middle Ages, 374, 375 

Games and races: rhymes for starting, 7, 247, 258 

Games and how to play them: bean-bags, 7, 264; 
blindfold, 266; button bag, 6, 110; choosing, 7, 
235; for partners, 267; gymnasium, 344; indoor, 
236, 259; outdoor, 241; scripture alphabet, 331; 


A typical 
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Games and how to play them (cont'd) 
singing, 4, 171, 267, 286; snow, 7, 244; stunt, 
236; top, 250; toy, 271 

Gander, fox and (game), 7, 251 

Ganges, The, 8, 122 

Garden, Grandma’s (song), 4, 252 

Garden, My little (finger play), 1, 15 

Garden gate, The (game): how to play, 7, 265 

Garden obstacle race: directions for, 7, 252 

Garden of Eden, 7, 205 

Garden of the Hesperides, 8, 261 

Gardens: in Australia, 8, 146; in India, 122; in 
Japan, 131; in Persia, 162; in Spain (photograph), 
15 

Gardens, Greek goddess of, 3, 312 

Gardens, Sunken (Sahara Desert): description of, 7, 
219° 

GARDNER, WILLIAM H. (American poet) : 
man 4, 178; The soldier, 240 

Gargoyles of Notre Dame: description of, 8, 166 

Garibaldi, Giuseppi (1807-1882), Italian patriot: boy- 
hood of, 9, 86; story of, 311 

GARTLAN, GeorGE H.: My kiddie car, 4, 234 

Gas, Carbonic acid: as food for plants, 7, 116 

Gas, Hydrogen: how to make from castor oil, 6, 386 

Gas, Lluminating: how obtained, 7, 113 

Gask, Liz1an: Friskytoes, 1, 339; Once upon a time, 
7, 59 

Gate, The garden (game), 7, 265 

Gate, Wicket: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 140 

Gathergold: character in The Great Stone Face, 5, 
108 

Garry, Atrrep §S. (English composer): The snow 
man, 4, 248; The sparrow on the tree, 255 

Gauge (chisel): description of, 6, 290 

Gauge, Marking: how to use, 6, 294 

Gauges, wind and weather: how to make, 6, 322 

Gauges for hemming, 6, 241 

Gaul: conquered by the Franks, 8, 166; under King 
Clovis, 9, 289 

Gavarine Falls (Pyrenees): description of, 7, 208 

Gawain, Sir, a knight of King Arthur’s Round Table: 
‘searches for the Holy Grail, 5, 293 

Gay, Joun (adaptation): The horses’ council, 3, 391 

Gay and Spy, 1, 308 

Gay feathers and a beautiful voice, 1, 376 

Gay go up, and gay go down, 1, 40 

Geese (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 169 

Geese, Some, 5, 377 

Geese and children: painting of, by Lins, 4, 37 

Gems, The castle of, 2, 219 

General Blood-and-Thunder: character in The Great 
Stone Face, 5, 108 

Genie: of the ring, 5, 6; of the yellow jar, 3, 158; 
the merchant and the, 5, 4 

Genoa (Italy): birthplace of Columbus (1446 or 
1451) Sel 71 

Gentian, Blue: in autumn, 7, 162 

Gentle dark, The, 1, 70 

George, St. (d. 303 A. D.), patron saint of England, 
Aragon, and Portugal: cross of, 9, 149 


The Sand- 


George, St. (Red Cross Knight), 8, 222 

George III (1738-1820), king of England, 1760- 
1820, oppresses American colonies, 9, 200; patron 
of Thomas Lawrence, 4, 75 

George Eliot: see Eliot, George 

Georgia: the signers of the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, 9, 187 

Georgie’s penny, 1, 225 

German clap dance (song), 4, 296 

German doll: how to dress, 6, 103 

Gerry, Elbridge (1744-1814), merchant: signs Declar- 
ation of Independence, 9, 192 

Gessler, Hermann, Austrian bailiff: and William Tell, 
8, 337 

Get up and bar the door, 5, 375 

Get up, our Anna dear, from the weary spinning 
wheel, 3, 77 

Getting through the double hoops, 7, 254 

Getting up a party, 7, 235 

Gerry, W. A.: The Conclusion to 
Fields,” 5, 316 

Gettysburg address of Lincoln, 9, 254 

Geyser in New Zealand (photograph), 8, 25 

GHIRLANDAJO, DomENIcO (1449-1494): Portrait of 
Giovanna Tornabuoni, 4, 130 

Giant (ogre): in Sindbad the Sailor, 5, 22 

Giant, Cave: Siegfried overcomes the, 8, 317 

Giant, The selfish, 3, 244 

Giant, Three-bodied: Hercules slays the, 8, 261 

Giant Despair: character in “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 5, 
150 

Giant Grendel: defeated by Beowulf, 8, 273 

Giant Talus: Medeia betrays, the, 8, 251 

Giant Thunder Bones, 1, 95 

Giant’s Coffin (Mammoth Cave), 7, 216 

Giants in Scandinavian folk-lore: see Jotuns 

Giants: in Gulliver’s Travels, 5, 91 

Giants (Cyclops): in Wanderings of Odysseus, 8, 
233 

Giants, stone: of the Nile, 8, 154 

Giants and the tailor, 1, 364 

Giants’ Home (Norway), 8, 159 

Gibbon, White-handed: description of, 7, 12 

Gibraltar, Straits of: legend of Hercules and, 8, 
261 

Gipson, CHARLES R.: The boyhood of a statesman 
(Benjamin Franklin), 9, 26 

Gift, Sir Cleges and his, 2, 375 

Gift, The New Year’s, 1, 329 

Gifts, Dorothea’s school, 2, 167 

Gifts of the dwarfs, The, 3, 330 

Gifts for Christmas: how to make, 6, 204 

Gifts for the family: how to make, 6, 253 

Giglio, Prince: character in The Rose and the Ring, 
5, 252 

Gilbert, Sir Humphrey (1539-1583), English  sol- 
dier and navigator: last voyage of, 9, 296; at- 
tempts to establish colony on Sable Island, Can- 
ada, 9, 316; see also Sir Walter Raleigh 

Gincurist, W. W. (American composer): Little boy 
blue, 4, 206 
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Guiman, S. W.: Finnigin to Flannigan, 5, 378 

Gingerbread boy, The, 1, 209 

Gingerbread man, The, 3, 172 

Gingham, stick-printed: uses for, 6, 51 

Giovanna Tornabuoni and the three graces, 4, 128 

Giraffe: description of, 7, 8, 47; shadow picture 
of, 6, 165 

Girl: how to draw, 6, 23 

Girl, Japanese: how to draw, 6, 24 

Girl, A nice little (painting), 4, 46 

Girl, The strawberry (painting), 4, 58 

Girl and boy of old New York, 8, 198 

Girl and her sheep, 2, 33 

Girl who cried, The, 2, 199 

Girlhood of a singer (Jenny Lind), 9, 65 

Girlhood of a nurse (Florence Nightingale), 9, 6 

Girls: Canadian Indian, 8, 86; in Africa, 8, 135; 
in America, 4, 66; in Arabia, 8, 36; in China, 8, 
31, 32; in Holland, 4, 357; 8, 2; in India, 8, 123, 
143; in Japan, 8, 99, 129 

Girls: handicraft for, 6, 267; physical exercises for, 
7h, sisal 

Girls and boys, Stories for, 2, 263 

Girls who wore ruffs, 9, 93 

Give me of your bark, O birch tree, 5, 329 

Gizeh, Pyramids of: description of, 4, 108; 8, 15, 16 

Glaciers: how formed, 7, 93, 221; action of, 7, 94, 
95, 96, 221, 222 

Glacier, Devil’s (Antarctic): description of, 8, 219 

Glacier, Hallett (Colorado): story of discovery of, 
7 fy RHE 

Glaciers of the world, The great: description of, 7, 
222 

Gleaners, The, 4, 6 

GLEASON, JULIA 
basket, 6, 231 

Glory, The way to, 5, 322 

Glove or veil case: how to make, 6, 254 

Gloves, A pair of, 1, 193 

Glow-worm and the daw, The, 3, 388 

Glumboso: character in The Rose and the Ring, 5, 
252 

Glutton, Little: story of, 2, 295 

Gnat and the lion, 3, 378 

Gnomes, A day with the, 3, 174 

Gnu: rhyme about, 2, 13 

Goat (picture puzzle), 7, 330 

Goat (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 167 

Goat: stencil of, 6, 150 

Goat, Mountain: description of, 7, 11 

Goats, stories and fables about: goat and the bull, 
3, 370; goat and the fox, 364; goat and the lion, 
389; goat and the wolf, 368; the raven, the rat 
and the tortoise, 262; the three goats, 145; three 
goats in the ryefield, 1, 107 

“Qobble-uns’ll git you ef you don’t watch out,” 1, 
18] 

Gobi Desert (Central Asia), 8, 169 

Goblin market, 5, 120 

God, A child’s thought of, 5, 343 

God, Out in the fields with, 5, 329 
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God is, Where love is, 5, 270 

God might have bade the earth bring forth, 1, 19] 

God of our boyhood, whom we yield, 5, 350 

God of our fathers, known of old, 5, 315 

Gopparb, JULIA (adapted by): The story of Frithiof, 
8, 297; Thor’s adventures among the Jotuns, 3, 
322 

Godella, Spain: cave-dwelling in (photograph), 8, 
116 

Godfrey of Bouillon. xing of Jerusalem, 1099-1100, 
called Defender and Baron of the Holy Sepulchre: 
exploits of, 8, 378 

Godparents, Spanish: their duties, 8, 42 

Going to London (song), 4, 269; instructions for 
singing game, 4, 171 

Going to Jerusalem (game): how to play, 7, 268 

Going to meet father, 4, 45 

Going to sleep, 2, 176 

Going to work, 4, 131 

Gold: a talk about, 7, 107; of the Aztecs, 8, 180; 
of the Incas, 164 

Gold, The pot of, 2, 247 

Gold dust snow storm: how to make, 6, 390 

Golden apple: story of Paris, Aphrodite, and the, 3, 
310; 8, 353 

Golden apples, Atalanta’s, 4, 38 

Golden apples of Idun: Scandinavian myth about, 3, 
327 

Golden bird, The, 3, 10 

Golden eggs, Hen and the, 3, 385 

Golden fleece, The: story of, 8, 241 

Golden goose and Johnny, 3, 3 

Golden goose and Taper Tom, 3, 211 

Golden hair, Fair maid with, 3, 23 

Golden orange-tree, 3, 167 

Golden legend, A story from the, 5, 383 

Golden River, The king of the, 5, 164 

Golden rule, The, 1, 163 

Golden slope: of France, 8, 166 

Golden touch: Midas and the, 3, 293 

Goldenlocks, Beautiful Princess, 3, 44 

Goldfinch: description of, 7, 35. 

Goldielocks, 2, 314 

GOLDSMITH, OLiver: The deserted village, 5, 388 

Gondolas: in Venice (pictures), 8, 28, 29; 4, 336 

“Goo,” Why the baby says, 3, 289 

Good bear and the lost boy, The, 2, 124 

Good king, The, 1, 281 

Good king’s feast, The, 2, 77 

Good little Mother, 1, 10 

Good little piggie and his friends, The, 1, a0 

Good morning, merry sunshine (song), 4, 218 

Good night (song), 4, 286; instructions for the 
singing game, 175 

Good-night (Taylor), 1, 62 

Good-night, sleep tight, 2, 36 

Good night, Sir Rook! said a little lark, 1, 179 

Good night to you all, 4, 286 

Good old Mother Fairie, 2, 202 

Good play, A, 1, 173 

Goodest Mother, The, 1, 253 
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Goody Two Shoes, 2, 143 

GoopYEAR, EpirH, Finger play, 1, 5; Monday, 1, 4 

Goops are very hard to kill, 2, 232 

Goose, Canada: description of, 7, 19 

Goose, Mother: see Mother Goose 

Goose, The gray (crossword puzzle), 6, 192 

Goose, stories and fables about: golden goose and 
Johnny, 3, 3; golden goose and Taper Tom, 211; 
goose and the mushroom, 3, 390; goose, fox and old 
gray, 1, 29; goose girl, the: who became queen of 
skaters, 5, 202; goosey, goosey, gander, 1, 25 

Gordon’s toy castle on the hill, 1, 210 

Gorgons, in Roman mythology: sketch of, 3, 314 

Go-sleep story, The, 1, 66 

Gosling: how to draw, 6, 18 

Gotham, Three wise men of, 1, 41 

GouLp, HANNAH, FLETCHER: The frost, 2, 194 

GousHA, Dawn PowetL: Cromwell, 9, 303; Queen 
Elizabeth, 293; Self-directed work and play, 6, 
109 

Gracchus Clelius: and the Roman ambassadors, 8, 
2 

Graces, Three, in Greek mythology: sketch of, 3, 313 

Graces, The three, Giovanna Tornabuoni and, 4, 128 

Gradatim, 5, 346 

GRAFFLIN, MARGARET JOHNSON: To my son, 5, 349 

Graham muffins: recipe for, 6, 221 

Granada, Spain, Pictures of: a huckster in, 8, 117; 
garden of the Generalife, 115 

Grand Canal, Venice, picture of, 4, 336; 8, 29 

Grand Falls (Labrador): description of, 7, 207 

Grand Lama (Tibet): training of, 8, 159 

Grandfather, gifts for: how to make, 6, 264 

Grandma told me all about it, 1, 260 

Grandmamma, Beautiful, 1, 258 

Grandmamma sits in her quaint arm-chair, 1, 258 

Grandma’s garden (song), 4, 252 

Grandma’s minuet, 1, 260 

Grandmother, gifts, for: how to make, 6, 262 

Grandmother sits in her easy-chair, 1, 255 

Grandmother’s birthday, 4, 34 

Grandmother’s memories, 1, 255 

Grandmother’s treasure, 4, 5 

Granny, 2, 111 

Grant, Ulysses S. (1822-1885), American general 
and statesman, eighteenth President of the United 
States: campaign against Lee, 9, 260; story of, 
9, 262 

Grape vine, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 185 

Grapes and the fox, 3, 379 

Grapevine hold or lock (wrestling) : 
395 

Grass skirts: how to make, 6, 131 

Grass, The voice of, 5, 334 

Grass hut (thatched), an African (photograph), 8, 
111 

Grasshopper and the ants, 3, 386 

Grasshopper green, 2, 76 

Grasshoppers: legend about, 3, 312 

Grateful raven and the prince, The, 3, 247 

Gravel path, The, 1, 157 


how to do, 7, 
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Gray, Robert (1757-1806), American sailor: dis- 
covers Columbia River, 9, 241 

Gray. THoMAS: Elegy written in a country church- 
yard, 5, 386 

Gray, The blue and the, 5, 324 

Gray goose (crossword puzzle), 6, 192 

Gray wolf: description of, 7, 5 

Great A, little a, 1, 45 

Great Britain, Stories from, 3, 247 

Great fair (mela) of India, 8, 144 

Great Fiji: see South Sea Islands 

Great ice age, The, 7, 220 

Great Lakes: La Salle explores the, 8, 208 

Great Pyramid of Gizeh, The, 4, 356 

Great rivers: description of, 7, 200 

Great scholar, The, 2, 305 

Great Spirit: and the birds and trees, 7, 87 

Great stone face, The, 5, 107 

Great Tea, special party in Japan, 8, 102 

Great tents: the tribe of the, 8, 35 

Great wide, beautiful, wonderful world, 2, 193 

Greatest wonder of the world, 7, 211 

Great-horned owl: description of, 7, 29 

Grebe: description of, 7, 15 

Grecian potter, A, 4, 323 

Greece, ancient: Diogenes and King Alexander, 4, 
322; The Iliad of Homer, 8, 353; The march of the 
ten thousand, 363; physical perfection of her 
people, 7, 352 

Greece, Modern: a coal man (photograph), 8, 82; a 
fruit-peddler (photograph), 77; babies, 33; means 
of transportation (photograph), 66; policeman 
photograph), 58 

Greece, Myths of, 3, 291 

Greedy Brownie, The, 1, 155 

Greedy Cat, The, 3, 187 

Greek mythology: the twelve great deities, 3, 307 

Green gravel, 1, 34 

Green heron: description of, 7, 21 

Green wood, The (Sherwood Forest) : 
Robin Hood, 8, 284 

GREENE, ALBERT G.: Old Grimes, 5, 344 

Greenie (frog drawing), 6, 12 

Greenland: discovery of, 8, 168; Peary in, 211; 
tribal customs in, 98 

Greenwood tree, Under the, 5, 332 

Greeting (hand play), 1, 10 

Greeting cards: making, 6, 56 

Gregory VII, Pope of Rome, 8, 376 

Gregory, prince: meets Tartarin of Tarascon, 5, 238 

Grendel, the ogre: defeated by Beowulf, 8, 273 

Grenville, George (1712-1770), English statesman: 
imposes taxes on American colonies, 9, 212 

Greta, the Swedish doll: how to make costume for, 
6, 105 ; 

Gretel: character in Hans Brinker, 5, 203 

Gretchen, the German doll: how to make costume 
for, 6, 103 

Grethel and Hansel, 3, 29 

GREUZE, JEAN Baptiste: The Broken Pitcher, 4, 10 
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Grey, Lady Jane (1537-1554), Queen of England, 
July 10-20, 1553: story of, 9, 114 

GRIFFIS, WixLIAM ELLior: Jesse de Forest, 9, 166; 
The Pilgrims and the Puritans, 9, 157 

Grimes, Old, 5, 344 

Grimm, JAKoB, and WILHELM: Hans in luck, 3, 7; 
Hansel and Grethel, 29; Johnny and the golden 
goose, 3; King Grisly-Beard, 142; Little Red Rid- 
ing-Hood, 1, 200; Little Snow-white, 3, 68; One 
eye, two eyes, three eyes, 33; Rapunzel, 23; 
Rumpelstiltskin, 21; Snow-white and Rose-red, 25; 
The Bremen-town musicians, 184; The golden bird, 
10; The hare and the hedgehog, 1, 320; The shoe- 
maker and the little elves, 207; The sleeping 
beauty, 3, 56; The tomtit and the bear, 393 

Griselda: story of, 5, 164 

Grizzly bear: description of, 7, 4 

Grizzly bear, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 191 

Grocer could not do without, The (riddle), 7, 305 

Grosbeak: description of, 7, 37 

Grouse, ruffed: description of, 7, 23 

Growing weather, 7, 152 

Gruffanuff, Mrs.: character in The Roso and the 
Ring, 5, 251 

Gubbio, Italy: St. Francis and the wolf at, 3, 338 

Gudbrand on the hillside, 3, 190 

Guenever, Queen: weds King Arthur, 5, 289 

Guess, Some things to, 2, 39 

Guess what wonder I have heard, 2, 23 

Guess who I am, 2, 43 

Guessing contest, A, 7, 265 

Guessing social, A: how to conduct, 7, 266 

GuEST, CARMEL Haven, The sand fairy, 1, 238 

Guest, Epaar A.: The new patriotism, 5, 318 

Guest towel: how to make, 6, 254 

GUITERMAN, ARTHUR: Sir Cleges and his gift, 2, 375 

Gull: description of, 7, 15 

Gulliver, Little, 2, 153 

Gulliver’s travels, 5, 79 

GUTELIUS, ANNE N. P.: A frugal meal, 4, 140; A 
Dutch baby and her nurse, 46; The hymm of the 
earth to the sun, 148; Listening to the Sphinx, 
108; View on the Seine, or The harp of the winds, 
144 

Gutenberg, Johannes: invents printing, 4, 325 

Gwinnett, Button (ca. 1732-1777), merchant: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 187 

Gyda: and Harald Fairhair, 8, 304 

Gymnasium, Our home, 7, 339 

Gymnast, The home: entertains, 7, 375 

Gymnastic plays, 7, 344 

Gymnasties for little folks, 7, 339 

Gyongyos, a Hungarian village, 4, 340, 341 

Gyroscope: how it works, 6, 379 


H 


Haarlem, The young hero of, 2, 344 

Hades, Greek god (called Pluto in Roman mythol- 
ogy): sketch of, 3, 311; Hercules visits, 8, 263 

Haaeporn, Jr., Hermann: Theodore Roosevelt, 9, 
274 
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Hague’s Peak (Colorado) : as “head” of the Mummy 


Range, 7, 224 

Haifa, Palestine: Arab peddlers in (photograph), 8, 
118 

Hair, Arrangement and cutting of: African children, 
8, 112; Chinese babies, 31, 32; in Egypt, 8, 13 

Hakon, Prince: sent to England, 8, 305; defeat of 
by Olaf, 373 

Hate, Epwarp Evererr: The man without a coun- 
try, 5, 225 

Hale, Nathan (1756-1776), American soldier: story 
of, 9, 129; poem about, 132 

Har, Sir Marrnew: Some simple rules for conver- 
sation, 7, 240 

Half a league, half a league, 5, 312 

Half Moon, The: Henry Hudson’s ship, 8, 196 

Half-nelson: see Wrestling 

Hatt, A. Neety: The proper handling of tools, 6, 
287 

Hall, Lyman (ca. 1731-1791), physician: signs Dec- 
laration of Independence, 9, 187 

Hall, Faneuil (Boston, 1776): meeting protesting 
tea tax held in, 9, 122 

Hallelujah Chorus: when written, 9, 63 

Hallett Glacier, Colorado: description of, 7, 224 

Hallowe’en: fascinating experiment for, 6, 381; 
favors for, 6, 53; paper cutouts for, 6, 201 

Hats, Frans: A dutch baby and her nurse, 4, 46; 
The laughing cavalier, 120; Yonker Ramp and 
his sweetheart, 120 

Hamadryads in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Hammer: the first, 7, 71 

Hammer and nails, 6, 98 

Hammer, of Thor, in Scandinavian folk-lore, 3, 326 

Hammock for doll-houses: how to make, 6, 102 

Hammonp, Harotp: Honors to the flag, 9, 152 

Hammurabi, writer of ancient laws, 8, 152 

Hancock, John (1737-1793), merchant: signs Dece- 
laration of Independence, 9, 196 

Hand plays: clap your hands, 1, 9; for the hurt, 
7; greeting, 10; pat a cake, 9 

Handel, George Frederick (1685-1759), German com- 
poser: boyhood of, 9, 63 

Handers (marble game): how to play, 7, 248 

Handicraft, Nature: how to make, 7, 228 

Handicraft for girls, 6, 267 

Handkerchief, Throwing the (game), 6, 153 

Handkerchief case: how to make, 6, 261 

Handmill behind the door, 3, 232 

Hands, Two little, 1, 9 

Hand-ball: African game of, 8, 133 

Hand-and-head balance: how to perform, 7, 365 

Handspring: how to do: 7, 368 

Hand-to-hand fighting: see Exercises 

Handwork for the holidays, 6, 201 

Handy Spandy, 1, 47 

Hang up the baby’s stocking, 2, 79 

Hanging May baskets, 2, 84 

Hankow (China): as a tea-market, 7, 207 

HANNEMAN, ApDRAIEN: Portrait of a child, 4, 74 

Hanno, Phenician sea-man; captures gorillas, 8, 157 
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Hans Brinker, 5, 202 

Hans in luck, 3, 7 

Hans, the innocent, 1, 212 

Hans, the old soldier, 3, 223 

Hansel and Grethel, 3, 29 

Happy days, 1, 137 

Happy family, 4, 28 

Happy holiday of Master Merrivein, 2, 182 

Happy let us be, 1, 24 

Hard sauce: recipe for, 6, 221 

Hardewyk, Holland: Children of, 8, 1 

Hare, March: in A Mad Tea-party, 5, 112 

Hare and hounds (game): how to play, 7, 244 

Hares, stories and fables about; hare and the frogs, 
3, 378; and the hedgehog, 1, 320; and the tor- 
toise, 3, 367; Tiny Hare and cat, 1, 276; Tiny 
Hare and the windball, 1, 273 

Wee Hare and the red fire, 1, 279 

Hark! hark, the dogs do bark, 1, 37 

Hark! Hark! the lark, 1, 185 

Harlequin (marionette): in Pinocchio, 5, 41 

Harold Fairhair, king of Norway: story of, 8, 303 

Harold, Prince (Norway): and the wolf, 8, 159 

Haroun al Raschid, Caliph of Palestine: friendly to 
Christian pilgrims, 8, 376 

Harp: origin of, 3,.351 

Harp of Manannan, 5, 300 

Harp of Orpheus, 8, 246 

Harp of the winds, 4, 144, 147 

Harpies, horrible birds of Greek mythology: pro- 
phecy of the, 8, 268; story of, 3, 314 

Harpoons: making and use of, 8, 96 

HARRADEN, BEATRICE, The Spartans, 8, 351 

Harris, JokL CHANDLER: Brother Fox’s tar baby, 1, 
353 

Harrison, Benjamin (ca. 1740-1791), farmer: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 196 
ARRISON, ELIZABETH: How little Cedric became a 
Knight, 2, 327; Prince Harweda and the magic 
prison, 133; The line of golden light, 3, 117 

Hart, John (1708-1780), farmer: signs Declaration 
of Independence, 9, 190 : 

Harvesters’ dance, English, 4, 292 

Harvesting: fun in, 7, 232 

Hashnu the stonecutter, 3, 269 

Hassan: character in the Wishing Carpet, 5, 19 

Hat (riddle), 7, 310 

Hatchet: how to handle, 6, 290; how to sharpen, 293 

Hats of leaves pinned with twigs: how to make, 6, 
143 

Hats off! 5, 323 

Hatter, the: character in A Mad Tea-party, 5, 112 

Have you ever heard tell of Fairyland, 3, 174 

Have you ever heard the wind go “Yoooooo’’? 5, 307 

Have you ever seen (dot puzzle), 7, 324 

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss shay, 5, 
372 

Hawk: in legend of fire, 7, 78 

Hawk: Sparrow: description of, 7, 27 

Hawkins, Sir John (1532-1595), English explorer: 
work of, 9, 294 
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HAWTHORNE, CHARLES W.: The trousseau, 4, 111 

HAWTHORNE, HitpEGaRDE (Retold by): At the back 
of the north wind, 5, 273; Castle Blair, 280 

HAWTHORNE, NATHANIEL: The great stone face, 5, 
107; The snow-image, 2, 215 

Hay, Joun: Jim Bludso, 5, 395 

Hay: gathering of 7, 154 

He clasps the crag with hooked hands, 5, 335 

He prayeth best, 5, 347 

He was a, little tin soldier, 5, 308 

Head, Gorgon’s: Perseus returns with the, 8, 228 

Head-and-hand balance: how to do, 7, 363 

Headless horseman: ghost in Legend of Sleepy Hol- 
low, 5, 96 

Heads, Changed (riddle), 7, 289, 292 

Health; importance of, 7, 353 

Health alphabet, 2, 18 

Hearty, W. J.: Joseph Howe of Nova Scotia, 9, 347; 
Sir John A. Macdonald, 344; Sir Wilfrid Laurier, 
9, 350 

Hear the sledges with the bells, 5, 306 

Hearts: how to make of paper, 6, 207 

Hearts: The queen of, 1, 47 

Heaven is not reached at a single bound, 5, 346 

Heavens, The voice of the, 5, 338 

Hebe, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 313 

Hebe, Greek goddess: Hercules marries, 8, 265 

Hecate and Proserpina, 3, 301 

Hector and Andromache: story of, 8, 358 

Hedgehog and the hare, 1, 320 

Hedzoff, Captain: character in The Rose and the 
Ring, 5, 255 

Heights, or Plains, of Abraham: battle of, 9, 171 

Hela: in Scandinavian mythology the keeper of the 
abode of the dead, 3, 316; 318 

Helen of Troy: cause of the Trojan war, 3, 310; 
story of, 8, 353 

Helena of Yorkshire: mother of Constantine, 8, 376 

Helenus, legendary Greek warrior: warns Aineas, 8, 
268 

Helgi, hero of Scandinavia, 8, 297 

Hell, Mythological king of, 3, 311 

Hellas (Greece) : description of, 8, 221 

Herxer, Mrs. Harriet Hickox: gymnastic plays, 7, 
344 

Hellespont, Greece: how named, 8, 241 

Helping hand, The, 4, 33 

Hem: how to make, 6, 240 

Hemaws, Freticia DorotHEA: Casabianca, 5, 359; 

Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers, 309; The voice 

of spring, 1, 182 

Hemmed fell: how to make, 6, 245 

Hemming stitch: how to make, 6, 240 

Hen, The (verse), 5, 375 

Hen: how to saw from wood, 6, 300 

Hen-alie and Cock-alu, 1, 115 

Henperson, Rose: Makers of Canada, 9, 315 

Henitey, Wim11am E.: A Foreword, 5, 2 

Henny-penny, 1, 104 

Henriette, the French doll: costume for, 6, 105 

Henry VIII (1491-1547), king of England, 1509- 
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Henry VIII (cont’d) 
1547; breaks off relations with the Pope, 9, 158 

Henry, Patrick (1736-1799), American patriot and 
orator: story of, 9, 174 

Hens, stories and fables about: hen and the falcon, 
3, 391; hen and the fox, 3, 390; hen and the 
golden eggs, 3, 385; hen and the grain of wheat, 
2, 53; hen that hatched ducks, 2, 222; Hen-alie 
and Cock-alu, 1, 115; hens and the cock, 3, 388; 
cock and the crested hen,, 3, 192; Madam Pollito, 
2, 309; making the best of it, 2, 93; what the 
eat and hen did, 1, 137 

Hephaistos, Greek god (called Vulcan in Roman 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 308 

Hera, Greek goddess (called Juno in Roman mythol- 
ogy): sketch of, 3, 309; and Jason, 8, 243; offers 
Paris the golden apple, 353; her part in the siege 
of Troy, 356 

Hercules, legendary Greek hero: story of, 8, 259; 
wrestling with death for the body of Alcestis, 4, 
108 

Here goes my lord, 1, 19 

Here goes up for Monday, 7, 242 

Here I come creeping, 5, 334 

Here in the morning we’re starting so soon, 1, 20 

Here sits the Lord Mayor, 1, 14 

Here they go, 6, 13 

Here upon the leaves at rest, 1, 10 

Here we go round the mulberry bush (song), 4, 
279; how to play, 166; instructions for singing 
game, 172 

Here we go, up, up, up! 1, 22 

Here you have the longest sentence, 7, 325 

Here’s A, B, C, 2, 21 

Here’s a baby! Here’s another! 1, 129 

Here’s a little wash-bench, 1, 4 

Herrorp, OLIVER: some geese, 5, 377; the chimpan- 
zee, 3877; the cow, 375; the hen, 375 

Hermes, Greek god (called Mercury in Roman 
mythology) : sketch of, 3, 309; rescues Odysseus, 8, 
230 

Herminius: character in Horatius at the Bridge, 5, 
110 

Hermione, princess of Sparta, 8, 353, 357 

Hero, A boy, 2, 333 

Hero, Young: of Haarlem, 2, 344 

Heroes, Mighty: stories of, 9, 289 

Heroes of many lands, legendary, 8, 221 

Heroes, Twelve national, 9, 309 

Heroism, Stories of, 2, 327 | 

Heron: the Argonauts piloted by a, 8, 247 

Heron, Green: description of, 7, 21 

Heron, Night: description of, 7, 21 

Heron who was hard to please, 3, 373 

HERRING, JOHN FREDERICK: Three 
temperance society, 4, 29 

Herrineron, W. S.: Marguerite de Roberval, 9, 322 

Her son, 4, 156 

Hesperia (Italy) : 

Hestia, (Creek 
mythology) : 


members of a 


the Trojans sail for, 8, 268 
goddess (called 
sketch of, 3, 311 


Vesta in Roman 


GENERAL INDEX 


Hetty’s dollar, 1, 227 

Hewes, Joseph (1730-1779), lawyer: signs Deciara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 187 

Hey, diddle, diddle (song), 4, 205; how to play, 165 

Heyward, Thomas, Jr., (1746-1809), lawyer: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 187 

Hiawatha, Indian hero: story of, 3, 276; sailing of, 5, 
328 

Hiawatha, The modern, 5, 375 

Hibachi, Japanese brazier, 8, 101 

Hickory, dickory, dock, 1, 42; 4, 201 

Hide-and-seek: how to play, 7, 246; 
Africa, 8, 134 

Highland schottische (dance), 4, 304 

Highlanders, The dancing (toy): how to make, 7, 
271 

Hilda van Gleck: 
204 

Hitt, Mirprep J.: The toyman’s shop, 4, 246 

Hitty, JOSEPHINE: The train, 4, 238 

Hindu, Fables of Pilpay, the, 3, 390 

Hindu home life, 8, 143 

Hindu tale, A, 3, 269 

Hinks, silent partner, 2, 121 

Hippolyta, queen of the Warrior-women: story of, 
5, 158; and Hercules, 8, 261 

Hippomenes, winner of Atalanta’s race, 4, 38 

Hippopotamus: description of, 7, 9; rhyme about, 
4p lls} 

Hippopotamus and the rabbit, 1, 363 

His word of honor, 2, 339 

Hispaniola (Cuba), 8, 176 

Hiss and clap: how to play, 7, 260 

Historic Tales of Olden Times, 8, 349 

History of the fisherman, The, 5, 27 

Hive of bees (puzzle), 7, 287 

Hobby horse, The (song), 4, 258 

Hockey: as played by Eskimos, 8, 76; in Palestine, 
120; in China (photograph), 138 

Hofer, Andreas (1767-1810), Tyrolese hero: 
of, 9, 341 

Hocartu, WitttAM: The distrest poet, 4, 99 

Hoce, James: A boy’s song, 1, 167 

Hogginarmo, Count: character in The Rose and the 
Ring, 5, 263 

Holder, Burnt-match: how to make, 6, 205 

Holder, A stick-printed: how to make, 6, 42 

Hole in the canna-bed, The, 1, 148 

Hole in the Wall, The, 2, 351 

Holes and the cheese, 1, 371 

Holiday of Master Merrivein, 2, 182 

Holiday pie, A (puzzle), 7, 275 

Holidays, Handwork for, 6, 53, 201 

Holidays, Poems about the, 5, 319 

HoLLaNnD, Grorce ©. (Canadian poet): O Canada, 
4, 310 

Hott anpd, Jostan GILBERT: CGradatim, 5, 346 

Holland: a flood in, 4, 858; an Englishman sails for 
the Dutch, 8, 195; children of Volendam, 4, 357; 
early cloth merchants, 27; freedom of religious 
worship, 9, 158, 311; Peggy in, 8, 1; story of 


played in 


character in Hans Brinker, 5, 


story 
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Holland (con#’d) 
William the Silent, 9, 311; the young hero of 
Haarlem, 2, 344 

Holly tree: description of, 7, 169 

Hotmes, G. A.: Can’t you talk, 4, 36 

HOLMES, OLIvER WENDELL: Old Ironsides, 5, 315; 
The last leaf, 354; The one-hoss shay, 372; The 
September gale, 380 

Holy City, A: of Persia, 8, 106 

Holy Family, The, 4, 44 

“Holy Fire’: a fever epidemic in France before the 
first Crusade, 8, 378 

Holy Grail, The: in King Arthur and His Knights, 
5, 292 

Holy Image: procession of the, 8, 144 

Holy Land, The: shrines and sacred places of Jesus 
in, 8, 376 

Holy Land: the first crusades, 8, 376; Richard 
Ceur de Lion hero of third crusade, 8, 382; 
Stephen, the child crusader, 3, 356; 8, 379; the 
second crusade, 8, 378; see also Palestine and 
Syria 

Holy sepulchre, The shrine of the, 8, 376 

Home, The (finger play), 1, 2 

Home Fairy, The, 2, 299 

Home gymnasium, Our, 7, 339 

Home gymnast entertains, The, 7, 375 

Home plays for little people, 6, 97 

Homer: The Iliad, 8, 266; The wanderings of 
Odysseus, 8, 229 

Homer, Macorm: Wolf and Montcalm at Quebec, 9, 
171 

Homes: see Houses and homes 

Homes, 1, 301 

Honduras, Central America: 
(photographs), 8, 85 

Honey: iow bees make, 7, 197 

Honey and artificial flowers, 1, 382 

Hong Kong: street scene in (photograph), 8, 139 

Honor: Spartan code of, 8, 351-352 

Honor, His word of, 2, 339 

Honor, The maids of, 4, 26 

Honors to the flag, 9, 152 

Hoocu, Pirrer DE: Going to meet father, 4, 45; The 
buttery door, 4, 42 

Hood, Robin: see Robin Hood 

Hoop, THomaAs: I remember, 5, 306; Fair Ines, 360; 
Queen Mab, 1, 74 ; 

Hooper, William (1742-1790), lawyer: signs Decla- 
ration of Independence, 9, 187 

Hoops, double: game with, 7, 254 

Hope, 4, 31 ae : 

Hopeful: character in “Pilgrim’s Progress,’ 5, 149 

Hopkins, Stephen (1707-1785), farmer: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Hopkinson, Francis (1737-1791), 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

Horatius at the bridge, 5, 109 

Horizontal lever (exercise): how to do, 7, 380 

Horn, I, C., Animal crackers, 4, 262 

Horn, Story of Roland and his magic, 8, 323 


native scenes in 


lawyer: signs 
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Horn, Cape: the sea at, 8, 163 

Horne, Rickarp Henerst, The elf of the woodlands, 
3, 97 

Horne, Childe: story of, 8, 278 

Horse: how to draw, 6, 4; liow to make a shadow 
picture, 166; how to saw from wood, 300 

Horse, Balancing (toy): how to make, 6, 304 

Horse, Hobby: how to make, 6, 304 

Horse, Hobby (song), 4, 258 

Horse, Rocking (crossword puzzle), 6, 196 

Horse, Shoe the old (foot play), 1, 14 

Horse, The enchanted, 5, 11 

Horse, White: Biblical symbol, 4, 111 

Horse, Wooden: of the Trojans, 8, 266 

Horse fair, The, 4, 3 

Horse-chestnut tree: why so called, 7, 124; experi- 
ment with bark of, 6, 389 

Horseman, headless: ghost in Legend of Sleepy 
Hollow, 5, 96 

Horses: in Arabia, 8, 36; in Australia, 147; in 
Chinese children’s festival, 141; kept in paddocks 
in Australia, 147 

Horses, wild: how hunted by cave-men, 7, 83; in 
South America, 8, 164 

Horses, Stories and fables about: Black Beauty, 5, 
193; horse and the loaded ass, 3, 370; horse and 
the stag, 366; Hercules tames the mares of 
Diomedes, 8, 261; Horses of Manannan, 5, 300; 
horses’ council, 3, 391; story of Prince, 2, 106; 
Rozinante, Don Quixote’s horse, 5, 99; Rustam 
and his magic horse, 8, 345; Siegfried and the 
magic horse, 310; the war-horse and the ass, 3, 
364; the man who was partly a horse, 8, 241 

Horseshoer, the, 4, 25 

Hoveuton, Lorp (British poet): Lady Moon, 4, 266 

Hounds and hare, 7, 244 

Hour, The children’s, 2, 180 

House (picture puzzle), 7, 329 

House, Bandbox: how to make, 6, 120 

House, The cob (verse), 6, 113 

House, For the, 7, 258 

House, paper doll: how to make, 6, 136 

House, corn-cob: how to make, 6, 113 

House, Pigeon (Froebel finger play), 1, 11 

House that Jack built, The, 1, 89 

House that Jill built, The, 1, 92 

House, Week-days in dolly’s, 6, 81 

Household, Greek goddess of, 3, 311 

House-keeping: for dolly, 6, 81 

Houseless crows and selfish sparrows, 3, 262 

Houses and Homes: man’s first, 7, 73; in Africa, 8, 
17, 46, 51, 108; in Arabia, 36; in Australia, 146, 
148; in Ceylon (picture), 48; in China (picture), 
57; in France, 92; in Greece, 34; in Holland, 2; 
in India, 122, 143; in Italy, 26, 125; in Japan, 
99, 128; in Kafirland, 40; in Morocco, 8; in New 
Zealand, 24; in Palestine, 119; in Persia, 10, 
104; in South Sea Islands, 20; in Spain, 113; in 
Venice, 4, 336; 8, 28; of the Eskimos, 8, 48, 94; 
of the Indians, 50, 85, 86, 88; in colonial days, 
9, 169 
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How a woman saved an army, 9, 133 

How beautiful is the rain! 5, 340 

How cats came to purr, 3, 396 

How Cincinnatus saved Rome, 8, 271 

How comical, 4, 9 

How Cousin Wildcat served Br’er Fox, 1, 361 

How De Soto came to the father of waters, 8, 183: 

How did you die? 5, 351 

How do you get to Toyland, 2, 179 

How do you like to go up in a swing, 4, 250 

How does the water, 5, 336 

How doth the little busy bee, 1, 159 

How far can you throw a handkerchief? (game), 
6, 153 

How little Cedric became a knight, 2, 327 

How many birds do you know? 7, 13 

How many lumps, 1, 254 

How many miles to Babyland, 2, 50 

How many miles to Babylon, 1, 26 

How many strawberries in the sea, 1, 44 

How our forefathers lived on the colonia. farms, 9, 
169 

How Peggy saw Holland, 8, 1 

How plants are protected, 7, 128 

How plants eat and drink, 7, 115 

How plants sleep, 7, 125 

How Polly had her picture taken, 1, 146 

How the fire burns, 7, 181 

How the little kite learned to fly, 2, 178 

How the plant babies are sent out into the world, 
759 139 

How the spring came, 7, 147 

How Tiny Hare met cat, 1, 276 

How to get breakfast, 2, 176 

How to make a whistle, 6, 344 

How to play the good old songs, 4, 163 

How to print with colors and sticks, 6, 40 

How troubadours lived, 8, 380 

How wide is this box? (trick), 7, 308 

Howe, Joseph (1804-1873), Canadian 
story of, 9, 347 

Howitt, Mary, Buttercups and daisies, 1, 166; Cock- 
alu and Hen-alie, 115; Mabel on midsummer day, 
3, 92; The Fairies of the Caldon Low, 5, 303; 
The handmill behind the door, 3, 232; The spider 
and the fly, 1, 326; The use of flowers, 191 

Howitt, WitrrtAM, The wind in frolic, 1, 190 

Hub of the Universe: see Boston 

Hubbard, Old Mother, 1, 34 

Hubble-bubble, A Persian pipe, 8, 11 

Hubert de Burgh (d. 1243), English politician: and 
Prince Arthur, 9, 76 

Huckster, A: at Granada, Spain (photograph), 8, 117 

Hudson, Henry, English navigator of 17th century: 
story of, 8, 195; legend of ninepins and, 5, 188; 
8, 198 

Hudson River: discovery of (1609), 8, 197; The: 
description of, 7, 202 


statesman: 


Hudson’s Bay Company, an English company char- 


tered in 
North 


1670 for trading with the Indians of 
America: formed, 9, 326 
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Hugh in India, 8, 122 

Human toil, Pictures of, 4, 131 

Humboldt Glacier (Greenland), 7, 222 

Humpurey, Frances A.: A Boy hero, 2, 333 

Humpty Dumpty, 1, 51; 4, 196; how to play, 4, 163 

Hungarian doll: costume for, 6, 106 

Hungary: sketch of Louis Kossuth, 9, 312; a vil- 
lage of, 4, 340; fruit market at Kecskemét (photo- 
graph), 8, 81 

Hungary, Elizabeth of, 9, 92 

Hunt, Jean Lee: Playthings which the father can 
make, 7, 345 

Hunt, LetcH: Abou ben Adhem, 5, 349 

Hunt, Witt1aAm Horman: May day, 4, 23 

Hunt: Easter egg, 6, 113; Peanut, 6, 1386, 7, 260 

Hunt the ring (game): how to play, 7, 260 

Hunters, Some early, 7, 79 . 

Hunting: earliest methods of, 7, 71; among the 
Canadian Indians, 8, 83; among the Eskimos, 96; 
buffaloes, 9, 339; with falcons, 4, 50 

Hunting, Greek and Roman goddess of, 3, 309 

Huntington, Samuel (1731-1796), lawyer: 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Huntsman and fisherman, The, 3, 366 

Huntsmen, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Hurt hand, For the (finger play), 1, 7 

Husband, For a, 7, 258 

Husband, I had a little, 1, 45 

Hush, Dolly, bye, Dolly, 1, 72 

Hush, my babe (song), 4, 186 

Hush! my baby, sleep, 4, 185 

Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber, 1, 62 

Hush! the waves are rolling in, 4, 181 

Hush thee, my babby, 1, 61 

Hush-a-bye, baby in the tree top, 1, 70 

Hussites: followers of John Huss, the reformer, 9, 
159 

Hurcuinson, FReperick Wrnturop: Champlain, 
explorer, of the St. Lawrence, 8, 203; How De 

_ Soto came to the father of waters, 183; The beau- 
tiful city of the floating islands, 179; The English- 
man who sailed for the Dutch, 195; The friends 
of the Indians, 8, 206; The little red princess of 
the forest, 186; The swineherd who wanted a cas- 
tle, 175 5 

Huts: see Houses and homes 

Hypr, Raymonp N.: Robert Bruce watching the 
spider, 4, 351 

Hydrogen gas: how to make from castor oil, 6, 386; 
neh Ceoren eer f 1112 

Hymn, A Christmas, 5, 320 

Hymn, Concord, 5, 321 

Hymn, Cradle, 1, 62 

Hymn of the earth to the sun, The, 4, 148 

Hymn, The boy’s, 5, 350 


signs 


I 


I ain’t afeard uv snakes, 5, 372 
tT am coming, I am coming, 1, 177 
I am little, 2, 43 
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bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 5. 
331 

come from haunts of coot and hern, 5, 328 

come, I come! ye have called me long, 1, 182 
had a little bird, 1, 159 

had a little doggy, 1, 32 

had a little husband, 1, 45 

had a little pony, 1, 44 

have a doll, 1, 199 

have a little shadow, 1, 187 

have four legs that cannot move (riddle), 7, 311 
help you eat (riddle), 7, 320 

know a funny little man, 2, 180 

know the song that the bluebird is singing, 7, 
56 

like my cat, 2, 28 - 

love little pussy, 1, 40; 4, 202; how to play, 4, 
164 

I love my dogs, 2, 26 

I love thee for thyself alone, 7, 55 

{ must go down to the seas again, 5, 328 

it 
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‘I never can do it,” the little kite said, 2, 178 
never saw a purple cow, 5, 374 

I once had a sweet little doll, 5, 56 

I play “I’m a mighty hunter,” 4, 262 

remember, I remember, 5, 306 

saw a ship a-sailing (nursery rhyme), 1, 25 

saw a ship a-sailing, 2, 192 

saw him once before, 5, 354 

saw three ships come sailing in, 1, 164 

saw you toss the kites on high, 1, 172; 4, 256 

see a nest in a green elm-tree, 1, 72 

see you (song), 4, 299 

send my kite up like a bird to fly, 4, 226 

shot an arrow into the air, 5, 344 

spy (game), 7, 243 

twist the toes of the birds a-doze, 2, 178 

wandered lonely as a cloud, 5, 332 

I was seeing Nellie home, 4, 315 

I went up one pair of stairs, 1, 44 

I will sing the first part, 4, 283 

I wish I lived in a caravan, 2, 198 

I wish I was an owl, 1, 245 

I wonder what you’re thinking of, 1, 297 

T’d never dare to walk across, 5, 375 

Id rather have fingers than toes, 1, 176 

Yll hie me up to Durley Fair, 2, 182 

Yl tell you a story, 2, 48 

Vl tell you how the sun rose, 5, 3341 

Vl tell you what Id like to do, 2, 92 

I’m a rich man, 1, 75 

I’m not a chicken, I have seen, 5, 380 

I’m very, very tall (song), 4, 287 

Tbex: description of, 7, 11; rhyme about, 2, 13 

Ibis, White: description of, 7, 19 

Ice: how to make fire burn on, 6, 388 

Ice Barrier, The Great (Antarctic Seas): descrip 
tion of, 8, 2138 

Tee caves: description of, 7, 217 

Icebergs: a talk about, 7, 92 

Iceland: discovery of, 8, 168 
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Ice-rivers, 7, 94 

Ice-sheets and glaciers, The world’s notable, 7, 220 

Ichabod Crane: character in Legend of Sleepy Hol- 
low, 5, 95 

Idle Ben was a naughty boy, 1, 148 

Idun, Apples of, 3, 327 

If all the seas were one sea, 2, 57 

If all the world were apple-pie, 1, 42 

If all the world were paper (song), 4, 210; how to 
play, 167 

If all were one, 2, 57 

If ever I see, 1, 167 

If I was a cobbler, 1, 163 

If I’d as much money, 1, 43 

If wishes were horses, 1, 44 

If you should see, 1, 267 

Igloo, Eskimo hut: how built, 8, 95 

Iguassu Falls (South America): description of, 7, 
208 

Iliad of Homer, The: story of, 8, 353; deeds of 
legendary heroes in, 8, 266 

Illusion, Tricks of: our deceptive eyes, 7, 
squares, 315; who is the tallest?, 317; 
marbles, 327; with matches, 311 

Illustrated puzzles and charades, 7, 273 

Image: dog and his, 2, 58; snow, 2, 215; stag at 
the pool, 3, 364 

Imitative plays, 7, 350 

Imp (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 167 

In Christmas land, 2, 359 

In Flanders fields, 5, 316 

In Jamaica, 4, 364 

In July, 1, 132 

In my grandma’s garden, 4, 253 

In my kiddie car, 4, 234 

In school days, 5, 353 

In search of a baby, 1, 142 

In summer I am very glad, 2, 188 

In the beams and gleams came the Christmas 
dreams, 2, 359 

In the great market at Tangiers (photograph), 8, 6 

In the little Crimson Manual it’s written plain and 
clear, 5, 357 

In the morning when you rise, 7, 257 

In winter I get up at night, 1, 169 

Incas: a sketch of the, 8, 164; conquered by Pizarro, 
177 

Independence, Declaration of: written by Jefferson, 
9, 224; the signers of, 187; adopted, 200 

Independence Hall, Philadelphia: home of the liberty 
bell, 4, 329 

India: delivering mail, 8, 58; fables from, 3, 388; 
Hugh in, 8, 122; modes of travel, 62, 65; playtime 
in, 75; policeman in, 56; schools in, 69; shopping 
in, 82; the Ganges, 123; the river holiday, 143 

Indian boy at school, The, 5, 365 

Indians, American: and Christopher Columbus, 4, 
339; 8, 174; and the early settlers, 4, 343; 9, 
164, 232; friends of, 8, 204, 206; 9, 338; hunting 
buffaloes, 9, 240, 339; legends and traditions of, 
9, 241; life among, 8, 82, 123; playtime among, 


316; 
with 


XXXVIil 


Indians, American (Cont'd) 
4, 344; 8, 75; Penn’s treaty with, 9, 186; the 
Walking Purchase, 9, 145 

Indians, American, Stories of, 3, 275; little people 
of the Senecas, 2, 128; Madeleine de Verchéres and 
the, 9, 327; Running Rabbit, 8, 88; Sacajawea, 9, 
242; the good bear and the lost boy, 2, 124; 
the sailing of Hiawatha, 5, 329 

India: fables from, 3, 388 

Indian leopard: description of, 7, 3 

Indian, Carrot: how to make, 6, 119 

Indian, Shadow picture of: how to make, 6, 170 

Indian, East, doll: how to dress, 6, 108 

Indoor exercises, Our, 7, 341 

Indoor games, 7, 259 

Ines, Fair, 5, 360 

Ingebjorg and Frithiof, 8, 297 

IncELOW, JEAN: Mopsa, the fairy, 3, 113; Seven 
times one, 2, 171 

Incres, J.: Joan of Arc, 4, 327 

Initials, Changed (riddle), 7, 291 

Ink, invisible: how to make, 6, 383 

INNESS, GrorGE: The coming storm, 4, 144; Au- 
tumn Oaks, 7 

Inspiration of Lincoln’s life, The, 4, 347 

Interesting stories, 1, 231 

Interior of a cottage, 4, 4 

Interpreter, the: character in “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 
5, 143 

Intry, mintry, peppery corn, 7, 258 

Invincible Armada: defeat of, 9, 295 

Invisible bridge, The, 5, 375 

Invisible ink: how to make, 6, 383 

Iodine: how to make blue and violet colors from, 6, 
390; how to remove stains, 390; some experiments 
with, 389 

Tone, a Spartan mother, 8, 351 

Iowa, State of: purchased by the United States, 9, 
226 

Ireland: story of Brian, king of Erin, 8, 370; story 
of Daniel O’Connell, 9, 313 

Ireland, Stories from, 3, 237 

Iris, Greek goddess: reveals herself in the rainbow, 
3, 313; messenger of Hera to Helen, 8, 356 

Tron pot, The wonderful, 3, 214 

Tronsides, Old, 5, 315 

Irvinc, WasuHineton: Life in old New York, 8, 
201; Rip Van Winkle, 5, 182; The legend of Sleepy 
Hollow, 95 

Is Master Smith within, 1, 10 

Is there, for honest poverty, 5, 345 

Is this the first time, 7, 324 

Isabella of France (1389-1409), queen of Richard 
IT of England: story of, 9, 109 

Isabella, Queen of Spain: aids Columbus, 4, 338; 8, 
171 

Isis, the Kgyptian Goddess, 4, 354 

Island, The floating, 3, 221 

Islands, The beautiful city of the floating, 8, 179 

Ismail of the upside down land, 8, 104 
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IsRAELS, JosepH: A frugal meal, 4, 140; Grand- 
mother’s treasure, 5; Interior of a cottage, 4; 
Shepherd and his flock, 20; The close of day, 30 

It came upon the midnight clear, 5, 348 

It comes without warning, 7, 318 

It fell about the Martinmas time, 5, 375 

It isn’t enough on the fourth of July, 5, 318 

It looked extremely rocky for the Mudville nine, 5, 
377 

It sings in the treetops, 7, 326 

It was a little, little page, 2, 212 

It was the calm and silent night, 5, 320 

It was the schooner Hesperus, 2, 211 

Italian doll: how to dress, 6, 108 

Italy, artistic characteristics of, 8, 158; boyhood of 
Garibaldi, 9, 86; boyhood of Michelangelo, 9, 50; 
boyhood of Raphael, 38; drinking fountains, 4, 2; 
in Greek mythology, 8, 268; made a nation by 
Garibaldi, 9, 311; sketch of Dante, 4, 330; 
Venetian scenes, 336 

Italy, Marietta of, 8, 125; Peggy in, 25; story of 
Pippa, 5, 76 

Ivan, the Russian doll: how to make costume for, 6, 
104 

Izard, Ralph, American patriot: the search for, 9, 
127 


J 


Jack: and the house he built, 1, 89 

Jack and Jill, 1, 28; 4, 197; how to play, 4, 163; 
and Mother Goose, 1, 54 

Jack and the beanstalk, 3, 37 

Jack be nimble (finger play), 1, 9 

Jack Frost (verse), 2, 199 

Jack Frost: his tricks, 7, 166; his work, 164; lesson 
on, 169 

Jack Horner, 1, 47; 4, 210; and Mother Goose, 1, 
53 

Jack, Jack, The bread burns (game): how to play, 
7, 244 

Jack plane: description of, 6, 288 

Jackal: description of, 7, 5 

Jackal and the camel, The, 3, 269 

Jackal, The tiger, the Brahman, and the, 3, 271 

Jackdaw, The vain, 3, 382 

Jackdaw and the eagle, 3, 384 

Jackdaw and the glow-worm, 3, 388 

Jack-in-box (crossword puzzle), 6, 187 

Jack-in-the-pulpit (verse), 2, 195 

Jackson, Andrew (1767-1845), American general and 
statesman, seventh president of the United States, 
9, 236 

Jackson, Thomas Jonathan (Stonewall) (1824-1863), 
Confederate general: story of, 9, 267 

Jackstones: playing, in China (photograph), 8, 137 

Jackstraws: how to make of twigs, 6, 141 

Jaguar: description of, 7, 3 

Jamaica: description of, 4, 364 

James T (1566-1625) (VI of Seotland), King of 
England (1603-1625), ascends the throne, 9, 297; 
insists upon conformity, 9, 158 
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James VIII of Scotland; see Charlie, Bonnie Prince 

Jamestown (Virginia): saved by Pocahontas, 8, 188 

Jan, Aunt, 1, 261 

Jan of the windmill, 5, 276 

January brings the snow, 2, 193 

Japan: games and feasts, 8, 128; girls in, 99; life 
in, 4, 352; Peggy in, 8, 25; playtime in, 4, 353, 
8, 74, 103; schools in, 8, 72 

Japanese and other Oriental tales, 3, 257 

Japanese doll: how to dress, 6, i06 

Japanese girl: how to draw, 6, 24 

Japanese lullaby, 1, 61 

Japanese tale, A, 3, 269 

Jar, The yellow, 3, 158 

Jason, Greek hero: story of, 8, 242; and Orpheus, 
3, 305 

Java: native stores in (photograph), 8, 79 

Jay, Blue: description of, 7, 33 

Jay and the dove, The, 2, 44 

Jay bird a-sittin’ on a hickory limb, 1, 242 

Jefferson, Thomas (1743-1826), American statesman 
and third president of the United States: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 196; story of, 223 

Jelly, Apple: recipe for, 6, 215 

Jelly, Orange: recipe for, 6, 227 

Jemima, 1,. 252 

Jenks, Tupor: Little Tommy’s Monday morning, 1, 
124; The dragon’s story, 3, 180; Three boys in 
armor, 4, 92 

JEROME, JEROME K.: 
back, 5, 216 

Jerusalem: David Street (photograph), 8, 119; 
pilgrimage of Christians to, 376; taken in the 
second crusade, 378 

Jerusalem, Going to (game), 

Jest *fore Christmas, 5, 326 

Jest of little John, A, 8, 290 

Jesus, Pictures of: by da Vinci, 4, 78; by A. della 
Robbia, 158; by Murillo, 43; by Raphael, 16 

Jewel and the cock, 3, 370 

Jews, The: rescued by Cyrus of Persia, 8, 350; see 
also Palestine 

Jill: and the house she built, 1, 92 

Jill and Jack, 1, 28; 4, 197; how to play, 4, 163 

Jim and Jenny CRS (drawing), 6, 19 

Jim Bludso, 5, 395 

Jingle bells (song), 4, 264 

Jingles, 1, 58 

Jingling (game): how to play, 7, 266 

Joan of Arc, St., (Jeanne d’Arc), called the Maid 
of Orleans (1411-1431), a French heroine: story 
of, 4, 327; 9, 102; painting by Bastien-Lepage, 4, 
87 

Joanna of Aragon, 4, 126 

Jock and I and the others, 2, 81 

Jockey (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 170 

John Barleycorn: and Mother Goose, 1, 55 

John Lackland (1167-1216), king of England, 1199- 
1216: murders Prince Arthur, 9, 75; story ot 
Robin Hood’s father and, 8, 283 

John of England, 8, 87 


The passing of the third floor 


7, 268 


John Stout: and Mother Goose, 1, 55 

John the Baptist, Pictures of: by Murillo, 4, 44; 
by da Vinci, 78 

John the Chanter, teacher of Bede, 8, 369 

Johnny and the golden goose, 3, 3 

Johnny Appleseed: story of, 9, 139 

Johnny Chuck finds the best thing in the world, 
2, 204 

Johnny shall have a new bonnet, 1, 18 

Johnny’s best day, 2, 74 

JoHnson, Amy B.: A Dutch treat, 2, 161 

Jounson, Eastman: Old Kentucky Home, 4, 126 

JOHNSON, MarGArET: A little cat-echism, 1, 244 

JoHNSTON, R. T.: Steam-engines, 6, 334; Water- 
pumps, 333 

Jolly Miller, The (song), 4, 309 

Jolly Miller, The (game): how to play, 7, 261 

Jolly old St. Nicholas (song), 4, 263; how to play, 
166 

Joliet, Louis (1645-1700), French-Canadian explorer: 
story of, 8, 207 

Jones, Miss Jennia (song), 4, 275 

Jones, H. Watron: Ploughing in the Nivernais, 4, 
136 

Jones, Paul (1747-1792), American naval officer: 
story of, 9, 219 

Jordan River: Biblical significance of, 7, 204 

Jotuns, Thor’seadventures among, 3, 322 

Jove, or Jupiter, (called Zeus in Greek mythology) : 
sketch of, 3, 308 

Joy and sorrow, Tales of, 5, 353 

Judas Maccabeeus (d. 160 B.c.), Jewish hero: story 
of, 9, 309 

Judgment of Paris, The, 8, 353 

Judy (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 167 

Judy’s idea, 2, 364 

Juggerjook, 1, 288 

Jugglers in India, 8, 145 

Jujutsu: instructions for doing, 7, 387 

Jumblies, The, 5, 371 

Jumping: as exercise, 7, 340, 345 

Jumping-jack: how to make, 6, 303 

Jumping-races of Eskimo children, 8, 76 

Junco: description of, 7, 35 

June, What is so rare as a day in, 5, 339 

Jungles: of the Amazon River, 7, 203 

Juno, Roman goddess (called Hera in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 309; and the peacock, 
380; plots against Hercules, 8, 259 

Jupiter, or Jove, (called Zeus in Greek mythology) : 
sketch of, 3, 308; father of Hercules, 8, 259 


K 


Kaatskill (Catskill) Mountains: Rip Van Winkle in 
the, 5, 184 

Kafirland: family and tribal customs in, 8, 18, 40 

Kai Khosroo, ruler of Persia: and Rustam, 8, 346 

Kaieteur Falls (British Guiana): description of, 7, 
210 


Kaleidoscope (game): how to play, 7, 259 
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Kangaroo: description of, 7, 8,47; rhyme about, 2, 14 

Kansas, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Katrinka Flack: character in Hans Brinker, 5, 206 

Kay, Sir, Knight of Round Table: and the sword of 
the stone, 5, 286 

Kayaks, or canoes, of the Eskimos: how made, 8, 96 

Keary, A. and H.: Baldur, 3, 315; The punishment 
of Loki, 333 

Keats, Joun: Meg Merrilies, 2,190 - 

Keep your friends guessing: (trick), 7, 312 

Kettoce, F, H.: A visit to a Colorado glacier, 7, 
222 

KeL_MAN, JANET Harvey: Canterbury tales, 5, 154; 
Games and feasts in Japan, 8, 128 

Kentucky: Mammoth cave, 7, 216 

Kentucky babe, 1, 74 

Kerf (tool): description of, 6, 288 

Kern, M. R. (composer): Balloons, 4, 222 

Kettle on, Polly, put the (song), 4, 203 

Key, Francis Scott (1780-1843), American poet: 
writes the “Star-spangled Banner,” 9, 151 

Key hole (trick), 7, 314 

Key of the kingdom, 1, 121 

Keys: of the maple tree, 7, 138 

Khaki: meaning of the word, 8, 106 

Khiaban, The, main street of Meshed, 8, 107 

Khufu or Kheops: see Cheops 

Kid and the wolf, The, 3, 368 

Kid-car: how to make, 6, 328 

Kiddie car, My (song), 4, 234 

Killingworth, The birds of, 5, 116 

Kimono, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 154 

Kimberley, South Africa: pictures of mines, 8, 19 

Kindness to animals, 1, 159 

King, The coming of the, 2, 206 

King, The frogs who wanted a, 3, 364 

King, The gardener, 8, 152 

King, The good, 1, 281 

King Arthur and his knights, 5, 34, 285 

King Bruce of Scotland flung himself down, 4, 351 

King Clovis and Queen Clotilda, 9, 89 

King Cole: see Old king Cole 

King Grisly-Beard, 3, 142 

King Kojata, 3, 146 

King of Beasts (lion), 7, 2 

King of France, The, 1, 42; and Mother Goose, 53 

King of the frost fairies, 2, 149 

King of the golden river, The, 5, 64 

King of the North: Edwin and the, 8, 366 

King of tiny frogs, 1, 368 

King of Unsergarten, 1, 234 

King Robert of Sicily, 5, 384 

King of Thule, The, 8, 374 

King who grew kind, 3, 391 

Kingdom, Key of the, 1, 121 

Kinglet, Golden-crowned: description of, 7, 45 

Kinglet, Ruby-crowned: description of, 7, 45 

Kingfisher, Belted: description of, 7, 29 

King’s feast, The, 2, 77 

King’s move puzzle, 7, 274 


Kincsitey, CHARLES: A Farewell, 5, 344; The water- 
babies, 45 

Kretine, Rupyarp: A ballad of East and West, 5, 
393; L’Envoi, 352; The Recessional, 315; There 
was a small boy of Quebec, 1, 176; Wee Willie 
Winkie, 5, 176 

Kitchen, African, 8, 108 

Kitchen, Bachelor’s (game), 7, 264 

Kitchen of San Blas Indians (photograph), 8, 84 

Kite, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 196 

Kite learned to fly, How the little, 2, 178 

Kite-flying: in China, 8, 73, 74, 137; in Japan, 8, 
73, 74 

Kites, Flying (song), 4, 226 

Kites, How to make: broom-straw, 6, 323; butterfly, 
59; tailed, 325; tailless, 325 

Kitten, The little gray, 1, 294 

Kitten and the falling leaves, 1, 70 

Kitten that forgot how to mew, 1, 80 

Kittens, Three little, 1, 38; 4, 305 

Kittens, Two little, 2, 92 

Kittens and eat, 2, 30 

Kitty, Once there was a little, 1, 136 

KirrTrepGE, WALTER: Tenting on the old camp 
ground, 4, 312 

Kitty, The lost, 2, 58 

Klappdans: see Swedish clap dance 

Knave of Hearts: and Mother Goose, 1, 55 

Knee game, A, 1, 12 

Kwett, Grace Lee: Basketry, 6, 277 

Knife (trick), 7, 309 

Knife, Draw: how to use, 6, 290 

Knight, Bobby becomes a, 2, 99 

Knight, How little Cedric became a, 2, 327 

Knight, Red Cross (St. George), 8, 123 

Knighthood: its code of honor, 8, 374 

Knighthood was in flower, When, 3, 358 

Knights of chivalry, The, 8, 374 

Knights of King Arthur’s Court, 4, 100, 101; 5, 34, 
285, 287 

Knights Templars: in the time of the Crusades, 9, 
74 

Kyipe, AtpeN ArtHuR: Spring, 1, 237 

Knitting bag: how to make, 6, 262 

Knitting, Spool: directions for, 6, 133 

Knives: first, 7, 70, 72; how to sharpen, 6, 293 

Knockout (marble game): how to play, 7, 248 

Knowledge, Advantage of, 3, 392 

Know tes, G..S8.: Grandmother’s birthday, 4, 34 

Kobe, Japanese city: a scene in, 4, 354 

Kookaburras, Australian name of laughing jackass: 
description of, 8, 146 

Koran, The: textbook in Moslem schools in Pales- 
tine, 8, 120 

Kriemhild, Princess: Siegfried swears allegiance to, 
8, 314 

Kossuth, Louis (1802-1894), 
story of, 9, 312 \ 

Kublai, Tartar Khan: desires to teach Christianity 
to the Chinese, 8, 168; Marco Polo at the court 
of, 169 


Hungarian patriot: 
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Kurds: weaving mats (photograph), 8, 37 
Kraal, a Kafir: description of, 8, 40 


L 


La Fayette, Marie Joseph Paul Yves Roch Gilbert 
Motier, Marquis de (1757-1834): story of, 9, 215 

La Fontaine: The advantage of knowledge, 3, 392; 
The oak and the reed, 392; The torrent and the 
river, 392 

La Salle, Réné Robert Cavelier, Sieur de (1643-1687), 
French explorer: explorations of, 8, 208 

LaBaReEE, R. M., and Waker, Enna: Ismail of the 
upside down land, 8, 104 

Labor, 5, 346 

Labor is rest—from the sorrows that greet us, 5, 
346 

Labors of Hercules, The twelve: description of, 8, 
260 

Lace: methods of sewing on, 6, 249 

Lachesis, one of the Fates of Greek mythology, 8, 
259 

Lacombe, Albert, the “Man of Good Heart,” Canadian 
priest and explorer: story of, 9, 338; and the 
Northwest Mounted Police, 355 

“La Doutelle,’ French ship of 
Charlie,” 8, 391 

Ladder: for exercise, 7, 340 

Ladder, Running the (game), 7, 253 

Ladder, Baby: how to make, 7, 345 

Ladder, Double: game with, 7, 253 

Ladder and support: how to prepare, 7, 349 

Ladies bow tike this, The, 4, 271 

Lady bug, lady bug, 1, 26 

Lady Harriet Hamilton as a child (portrait), 4, 76 

Lady Moon (song), 4, 266 

Lady’s toilet, My (game), 7, 268 

Lake: that became a cake of salt, 8, 162 

Lake Fowler, South Australia (photograph), 8, 150 

Lake houses, 8, 51 

Lake Victoria Nyanza (Africa) : 
River Nile, 8, 153 

Lakes, Great: La Salle explores the, 8, 208 

Lams, CHartes: A dissertation upon roast pig, 5, 
118 

Lamp, CHArRLes and Mary: The tempest, 5, 132 

Lams, Mary (English poet): Which way does the 
wind blow, 4, 221 

Lamb, Mary had a little (song), 4, 198 

Lamb, The lost, 2, 90 

Lambikin, The, 1, 101 

Lamp, Aladdin and the, 5, 5 

Lancelot, British Knight of the Middle Ages, 8, 374 

Land, The little, 1, 168 

Land of Counterpane, The, 1, 163 

Land of mine, 5, 317 

Land of story-books, The, 1, 180 

Land of the Palms, The, 8, 156 

Land of the Pharaohs, The, 8, 154 

Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers, 5, 309 R 

Land’s End (England): Phenician trauers obtain 


tin from, 8, 157 


“bonnie Prince 


birthplace of the 


Lands, Foreign, 1, 169 

LaNDSsEER, Siz Epwin: The horseshoer, 4, 
Saved, 24 

Lane, Anprew: The princess on the glass hill, 3, 
227 

LANG, JEANIE (adapted by): The Iliad of Homer, 
8, 353; Una and the lion, 5, 122 

Lane, JoHn: Gulliver’s travels, 5, 79 

LANIER, Stpney: Song of the Chattahoochee, 5, 327 

Lantern-festival in China, 8, 139-140 

Lanterns: how to make, 6, 93, 142 

Lares, The, Roman deities: sketch of, 3, 314 

Lark and her young ones, 3, 378 

Lark and the rook, 1, 179 

Lark, Hark, hark, the, 1, 180 

Lartius: character in Horatius at the Bridge, 5, 110 

Lasso: catching wild horses with the, 8, 164 

Last class, The, 2, 342 

Last leaf, The, 5, 354 

Late, 1, 71 

Late and early, 1, 284 

Laughing cavalier, The, 4, 120 

Laughing jackass, 8, 160 

iauncelot, Sir, Knight of King Arthur’s Round 
Table: searches for the Holy Grail, 5, 293 

Laundry bag: how to make, 6, 255 

LAURENCE, HucH: Travels and tales, 8, 151 

Laurier, Sir Wilfrid (1841-1920), seventh Premier 
of Canada: story of, 9, 350 

Lawrence, James (1781-1813), American naval offi- 
cer: story of, 9, 228 

Lawrence, Sir Thomas: story of, 4, 70 

Le Brun, VickeE: Madam Le Brun and her daughter, 
Are lib 

Lead, kindly light, 5, 347 

Leaf, The last, 5, 354 

Leamy, Epmunp: Princess Finola and the dwarf, 3, 
100 

Leap-frog: how to play, 7, 249 

Lear, Epwarp: Limericks, 1, 176; Mr. and Mrs. 
Spikky Sparrow, 7, 53; Nonsense alphabet, 2, 6; 
Past history, 8; The Jumblies, 5, 371; The owl 
and the pussy-cat, 1, 158; The table and the 
chair, 164 

Learning to look about you, 7, 169 

Leather: uses of, in colonial days, 9, 171 

Leather and string: how to make toy of, 7, 272 

Leaves: various shapes of, 7, 116, 118; what makes 
them green, 117; why necessary to plants, 116; 
why they fall, 123; as source of amusement, 228; 
how to make drinking cups of, 230; how to make 
hats of, 6, 143; legend of the birds and, 7, 87 

Lebanon, Mountains of (Syria): description of, 6, 
156 

Lee, Francis Lightfoot (1734-1797), farmer: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 196 

Ler, Irnvineton: Abraham Lincoln, who saved the 
Union, 9, 250; Andrew Jackson, soldier and sev- 
enth president, 236; Daniel Boone, Indian fighter 
and pioneer, 232; George Washington, father of 
our country, 197; Lord Nelson, Admiral of the 


25; 
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Lee, Irnvineton (Cont'd) 
seas, 305; Marcus Whitman’s ride, 244; Paul 
Jones, naval hero, 219; The adventures of Lewis 
and Clark, 240; Thomas Jefferson, writer of the 
Declaration of Independence, 223; U. S. Grant, 
soldier and president, 262; William Penn, 183 

Ler, O. Ivan: Some fascinating experiments in 
chemistry, 6, 381 

Tee, Richard Henry (1732-1794), political leader: 
signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 196 

Lee, Robert E. (1807-1870), Confederate general: 
story of, 9, 256 

Leek, S. N.: friend of the elk, 4, 345 

Leg nelson: see Wrestling 

Legend of Sleepy Hollow, The, 5, 95 

Legend from Egypt, 8, 156 

Legend, A story from the golden, 5, 383 

Legendary heroes of many lands, 8, 221 

Legends: Apples of Idun, 3, 327; about grass- 
hoppers, 9, 241; about snails, 9, 241; Hercules and 
Alcestis, 4, 108; Loki and the salmen, 3, 333; 
Norwegian bird, 195; of origin of fire, 3, 286; 7, 
76, 78; of chivalry in song and epic, 8, 375; of 
origin of the anemone, 3, 310; of St. Elizabeth 
of Hungary, 4, 105; of singing leaves, 7, 87; of 
Sir Galahad and the seven evil knights, 4, 104; 
of the fir trees, 7, 86; of King Arthur’s Court, 
4, 100; of the mistletoe, 3, 318; 7, 146; of the 
Sphinx, 4, 108 

Legends of American Indians, 9, 241 

Legends of music, 3, 347 

Legends of the Saints, 3, 335. See St. Francis 

“Legion of the West”: Philip Nolan (man without 
a country) as officer in, 5, 225 

Leicester, Robert Dudley, Earl of (ca. 1531-1588), 
an English noble: favorite of Queen Elizabeth, 9, 
294 

Leif the happy viking: reaches 
America (1000 A.p.), 8, 168 

Lricuton, Lorp: Hercules wrestling with death for 
the body of Alcestis, 4, 108; The music lesson, 
110 

Letorr, ALEXANDER Louis: The wandering minstrel, 
4, 324 

Lemon syrup: recipe for, 6, 228 

Lemons and oranges, 1, 40 

L’Envoi, 5, 352 

Leopard: rhyme about, 2, 14 

Leopard, Indian: description of, 7, 3 


coast of North 


Leopold of Austria: his part in the third Crusade, ~ 


8, 382; enemy of Richard the lon-hearted, 383 
Leper: story of Rodrigo de Bivar and the, 8, 329 
Lepracaun; or, fairy shoemaker, 3, 89 
Lessons, earliest: of mankind, 7, 67 
Lessons, Little nature, 7, 187 
Lester, CHARLES Fircu: Ted’s foolish wish, 1, 245 
Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 1, 173 
Let me but do my work from day to day, 5, 349 
Let your feet tramp! tramp, 4, 285 
Let’s get upon our hobby horse, 4, 258 
Lethe, river of oblivion in Greek mythology, 8, 264 
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Letter, Dropped, 7, 291 

Letter, Missing, 7, 279 

Letters, Omitted, 7, 287 

Letter words, 7, 289 

Letter-writing in North Africa, 4, 355 

Levees: of Mississippi River, 7, 201; see also Dikes 

Lever: as a power in mechanics, 6, 371 

Lever, The horizontal (exercise): how to do, 7, 380 

Lewis, Francis (1713-1803), merchant: signs Dec- 
laration of Independence, 9, 190 

Lewis, Meriwether (1774-1809), American explorer: 
adventures of, 9, 240 

Lexington, Massachusetts: first battle of the Amer- 
ican Revolution (1775), 9, 212 

Leyden, Holland, in the days of the Pilgrims, 9, 159 

Liberty bell, The: story of, 4, 329 

Liberty tree (Boston, 1776): mass meeting protest- 
ing tea-tax held under, 9, 121 

Life, A psalm of, 5, 345 

Life, The best things in, 5, 343 

Light Brigade, The charge of the, 5, 312 

Lighthouse and sailboat, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 
188 

Lightning: Franklin’s experiments with, 9, 204 

Lilies are white, 7, 258 

Lily, Water: how to draw, 6, 30 

Lilliputians: tiny characters in Gulliver’s Travels, 
5, 83 

Lily, Little white, 2, 176 

Lily rose, Carnation lily, 4, 14 

Lily, Meadow: how to draw, 6, 27 

Lima bean pods: how to make animals of, 6, 140 

Limericks, 1, 176 

Lincoln, Abraham (1809-1865), American statesman 
and sixteenth president of the United States: story 
of, 9, 250; boyhood of, 30; character of, 4, 156: 
courtesy of, 7, 237; the inspiration of his life, 4, 
347; Gettysburg address, 9, 254; statue of, 4, 156 

Lincoln, Abraham (verse), 5, 321 

Lincoln, Robert of, 5, 335 

Lind, Jenny (1820-1887), Swedish singer: girlhood 
of, 9, 65 

Linpsay, Maup: Dust under the rug, 2, 146; The 
birthday present, 159; The little pig, 208 

Line of golden light, 3, 117 

Lins: The village choir, 4, 37 

Lion, The: story of, 7, 47 

Lion, Barbary: description of, 7, 2 

Lion, Nemean: Hercules and the, 8, 260 

Lion, Sea: description of, 7, 9 

Lion cubs: description of, 7, 2 

Lion: made of butter, 8, 158 

Lion, Una and the, 5, 122 

Lions, Stories and fables about: ass in the lion’s 
skin, 3, 377; lion and other beasts on a hunt, 3, 
368; lion and the boar, 3, 366; lion and the fox, 
3, 372; lion and the gnat, 3, 378; lion and the 
goat, 3, 389; lion and the mouse, 3, 382; lion, the 
bear, and the fox, 3, 366; lion, the cock and the 
ass, 3, 366; lion, the fox, and the ass, 3, 380 

Lions in the way: in The Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 146 
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Lippi, Filippino, teacher and friend of Botticelli, 4, 
128 2 

Liquid and solids: experiments with, 7, 92 

Liquid which will dissolve cotton, paper, or linen: 
how to make, 6, 382 

Liquid colors: how to make from crépe paper, 6, 39 

Lisle, Rouget de: author of “the Marseillaise,’ 4, 
328 

Listen, my children, and you shall hear, 5, 309 

Listening to the sphinx, 4, 108 

Lists, The, how named, 8, 375 

Little Almond Eyes (drawing), 6, 24 

Little Annie’s dream, 2, 234 

Little baby, lay your head, 1, 62 

Little birds sleep sweetly, 1, 72; 4, 187 

Little B!ue Gown and the butterfly, 3, 157 

Little Bo-peep, 1, 32; 4, 195; how to play, 4, 164 

Little boy and the little girl and the donkey, 2, 34 

Little Boy Blue, 1, 36; 4, 206 

Little boy blue, A real, 1, 214 

Little boy, When I was a, I, 41 

Little boys are made of, 1, 47 

Little bull-calf and the poppy, 1, 346 

Little by little (story), 1, 88 

Little by little (verse), 2, 199 

Little cares that fretted me, The, 5, 329 

Little cat-echism, A, 1, 244 

Little children, never give, 1, 159 

Little Diamond: character in At the Back of the 
North Wind, 5, 273 

Little doves, The, 2, 87 

Little drops of water (song), 4, 220; how to play, 
166 

Little Dutch boy and girl of old New York, 8, 198 

Little Duchess, The, 2, 177 

Little fairy (drawing), 6, 22 

' Little fish story, A, 1, 381 

Little folks, Gymnastics for, 7, 339 

Little folks’ alphabet, 2, 2 

Little girl, A little story for a, 1, 196 

Little girl and her sheep, 2, 33 

Little girl and the donkey, and the little boy, 2, 34 

Little girl of three, For a, 1, 83 

Little girls are made of, 1, 47 

Little gray kitten, 1, 294 

Little green woodman, 3, 165 

Little Gulliver, 2, 153 

Little Indian, Running Rabbit, 8, 88 

Little Indian, Sioux or Crow, 1, 161 

Little Jack Horner, 1, 47; 4, 210; how to play, 4, 167 

Little John, English outlaw: joins Robin Hood, 8, 
284; a jest of, 8, 290 

Little lady, suppose, 1, 160 

Little land, The, 1, 168 

Little maid of Norway, 9, 112 

Little Mischief, 2, 265 

Little Miss Muffet, 1, 42; 4, 211; how to play, 4 
167 

Little Moccasins, 5, 353 

Little mother’s work-basket, 6, 231 

Little oblong birdies (drawing), 6, 20 

IX—27 
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Little old man with a shiny bald head, 1, 58 

Little old woman who lived in a vinegar-bottle, 3, 127 

Little one, come to my knee, 7, 57 

Little orphant Annie, 4, 181 

Little people, Home plays for, 6, 97 

Little people, Wise sayings for, 2, 202 

Little people of the Senecas, The, 2, 128 

Little pig, The, 2, 208 

Little pink pig and the big road, 1, 285 

Little Polly Prim, 6, 23 

Little red hen and the grain of wheat, 2, 53 

Little red princess of the forest, The, 8, 186 

Little Red Riding-Hood, 1, 200 

Little red-headed Bobby, 7, 327 

Little Robin Redbreast (finger play), 1, 10 

Little Robin Redbreast (nursery rhyme), 1, 33; 4, 
229; how to play, 4, 168 

Little rose-bud (song), 4, 209 

Little Snow-white, 3, 68 

Little star that shines so bright, 2, 197; 4, 220 

Little stories that grow big, 1, 89 

Little tales for little folks, 1, 193 

Little Tommy Tucker, 1, 41 

Little Tommy’s Monday morning, 1, 124 

Little Wee Pumpkin’s Thanksgiving, 2, 205 

Little white lily, 2, 176 

Little white men, 7, 328 

Little White Whale, 8, 96 

Little Winds, The, 5, 328 

Living together, The fine art of, 7, 237 

Livingston, Philip (1716-1778), merchant: 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

Livingston, Robert R. (1746-1813), American states- 
man: negotiates Louisiana Purchase, 9, 226 

Livingstone, David: explores Zambesi River, 7, 211 

Lo! night came down, 5, 328 

Loaf, Salmon: recipe for, 6, 226 

Lobster quadrille, A, 1, 162 

Locxiine, L. Watpo: The good little piggie and his 
friends, 1, 111 

Locomotive: how to draw, 6, 17 

Locomotive and the steamboat, 2, 140 

Locket, Lucy (song), 4, 274 

Lodore, The cataract of, 5, 336 

Loki, Scandinavian god: and the dwarfs, 3, 330; 
causes Baldur’s death, 317; visits the Jotuns, 322; 
punishment of, 333 

Lombardy: Charlemange at war with, 9, 289 

London, Going to, 4, 269 

London bridge, 1, 31; 4, 272; how to play, 4, 165; 
instructions for singing game, 171 

Lonesome princess, The, 2, 198 

Long Island, New York: battle of (1776), 9, 200 

Long, long ago (song), 4, 316 

Long shooter (marble game): how to play, 7, 248 

LoNGFELLOowW, Henry WaApswortH: A Psalm of Life, 
5, 345; Golden Legend, 383; Hiawatha’s sailing, 
329; King Robert of Sicily, 384; Maidenhood, 350; 
Paul Revere’s ride, 309; Rain in summer, 340; 
The arrow and the song, 344; The birds of Killing- 
worth, 116; The children’s hour, 2, 180; The Day 


signs 
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LONGFELLOW, HENRY WaADSWworTH (Cont'd) 
is Done, 5, 351; The primeval forest, 332; The ship 
of state, 311; The village blacksmith, 98; The 
wreck of the Hesperus, 2, 211 

Long time ago, 1, 136 

Looby loo, 4, 267; how to play, 169; instructions 
for singing game, 173 

Looks impossible (trick), 7, 315 

Loom (weaving), simplest: how to make, 6, 101 

Loomis, G. B. (American composer): Baby bye, 
here’s a fly, 4, 224 

Loon: description of, 7, 15 

Lorelei, rocks of the (Rhine River), 7, 205 

LORENZINI, CARLO: Pinocchio, 5, 39 

Lost, 4, 21 

Lost and found (game): how to play, 7, 265 

Lost boy and good bear, 2, 124 

Lost Doll, The (song), 5, 56 

Lost kitty, The, 2, 58 

Lost lamb, The, 2, 90 

Lost sheep, The, 5, 347 

Lotus Blossom, the Japanese doll: how to make cos- 
tume for, 6, 106 

Louis XIV (1638-1715), King of France, 1643-1715: 
story of, 9, 82 

Louisiana: discovered and named by La Salle, 8, 209; 
purchase of, 7, 200; 9, 226; explored by Lewis 
and Clark, 9, 240 

Love, City of Brotherly: see Philadelphia 

Love, Greek god of, 3, 311 

Love, Greek goddess of, 3, 310 

Love is, God is, Where, 5, 270 

Love of country, 5, 309 

Lovely lady and puppy, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 
185 

Loving cup, The, 4, 106 

LowsEtL, JAMES RussELL: What is so rare as a day 
in June, 5, 338 

Lucas, St. Joun: My dog, 7, 56 

Lucius Tarquinius, Master of the Horse: the Dictator 
appoints, 8, 271 

Lucey Locket, 4, 274; how to play, 165; instructions 
for singing game, 171 

Ludwig, Landgrave of Thuringia, 4, 105 

Lullaby (Miller), 1, 74 

Lullaby (Rand), 2, 190 

Lullaby, A Christmas, 5, 320 

Lullabies, 4, 177; see also Sleepy-Time Songs and 
Stories 

Lumber industry: in colonial days, 9, 169 

Lung-tester: chemical experiment, 6, 384 

Luray Cave, Virginia: health benefits of, 7, 217 

Lynch, Thomas, Jr. (1749-1779), lawyer: signs Dee- 
laration of Independence, 9, 187 

LYNDALL, ISABEL: Our visitors, 1, 256 

Lyon, Levererr 8.: The western pioneer, 9, 246 

Lyre: legend about, 3, 350 


Mo & Mao 


McAtuistrer, FRANK B.: Johnny Appleseed, 9, 139 
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Macautay, Lorp THomas B.: Horatius at the bridge, 
5, 109; Riddles, 7, 282 

McClellan, George Brinton (1826-1885), American 
soldier and scientist: at battle of Antietam, 9, 260 

McCrar, JoHNn D.: The Call, 5, 316 

McCutLoucH, ANNIE WILLIS: Homes, 1, 301; Pussy’s 
wheels, 297 

Macponatp, EnizABETH Roperrs: A song of seasons, 
5, 337 

MacDonald, Flora, Scottish heroine: saves the life of 
Bonnie Prince Charlie, 8, 394 

MacponaLp, Grorcre: At the back of the north wind, 
5, 273; Little White lily, 2, 176; The Baby, 5, 
343; The wind and the moon, 1, 170; What would 
you see? 2, 192 

MacDonald, Margaret: memorial to, Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, London, 8, 394 

Macdonald, Sir John Alexander (1815-1891), 
Canadian statesman and first premier of the 
Dominion of Canada: story of, 9, 345 

McFappren, PARMALEE: The origin of our flag, 9, 149 

McGiun, 8S. W.: The advantages of the vulgar story, 
7, 240 

MACGREGOR, Mary (adapted by): Perseus, 8, 221; 
Siegfried, 308; The Argonauts, 241; The Pilgrim’s 
Progress, 5, 138; The Vikings, 8, 303; Theseus, 
252 

MACIRONE, CLARA (Scottish composer) : O Hush thee, 
my baby, 4, 182 

Mackay, CHARLES: Song of life, 1, 186 

McKean, Thomas (1734-1817), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

McKeever, Witir1am A.: Playthings 
father can make, 7, 345 

MACKENZIE, ELizaBpeTH: Raffia work for young 
people, 6, 270 

Mackenzie, Sir Alexander (1755-1820), 
Canadian explorer: story of, 9, 332 

MacMillan, Donald B. (1874 ), Aretic explorer: 
picture of, 8, 210 

McSpappEN, J. WALKER: A visit to a picture zoo, 7, 
1; How many birds do you know? 13; Pictures 
little children like, 4, 1 


which the 
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Mabel on midsummer day, 3, 92 

Masir, Haminron WrRicHT 
Apples of Idun, 3, 327 

Macaroni, Italian, 8, 27 

Maccabeus, Judas: story of, 9, 309 

Mack, Jean: Stories for boys and girls, 2, 263 

Mad cow, The, 2, 282 

Mad tea-party, A, 5, 112 

Madam Pollito, 2, 309 

Madame Le Brun and her daughter, 4, 15 

Madison, Dolly, wife of James Madison, fourth 
president of the United States: story of, 9, 235 

Madonna (della Robbia), 4, 158 

Madonna and child with the donors, 4, 80 

Madonna of the chair, the, 4, 16 


(Adaptation): The 
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Madonna, of the rocks, the, 4, 77 

Mass, Nicotaas: The blessing, or the never-ending 
prayer, 4, 122; The boy falconer, 50; Young girl 
paring apples, 62 

MAktTERLINCK, Maurice: The story of the blue bird, 
5, 126 

Magazine party, A, 7, 236 

Maggie’s very own secret, 1, 86 

Magic apple: in The Wishing Carpet, 5, 20 

Magic axe and the white cat, The, 2, 318 

Magic dots (puzzles), 7, 305, 308, 310, 312, 314, 315, 
317, 318, 320, 321 

Magic flute: how to make and play, 7, 272 

Magic military cap: aids Tartarin of Tarascon, 5, 
239 

Magic oblong: how to draw, a dog in, 6, 3 

Magic lung-tester: how to make, 6, 384 

Magic prison and Prince Harweda, 2, 133 

Magie stone: story about, 3, 121 

Magic tube: in The Wishing Carpet, 5, 20 

Magic. White, 3, 90 

Magie writing (game): how to play, 7, 268 

Magician of Morocco, The (game): how to play, 7, 
266 

Magnet, How a wire may become a, 6, 396 

Magnet; playing with the, 6, 127 

Magyars, inhabitants of Hungary: their way of liv- 
ing, 4, 340, 341 

Mahon, King of Erin: and the Danes, 8, 372 

Maid and her milkpail, 3, 382 

Maid, My pretty, 2, 175 

Maid Marian: marries Robin Hood, 8, 282 

Maid of Norway: story of, 9, 112 

Maid of Orleans: story of, 9, 102 

Maiden all forlorn: and Mother Goose, 1, 55 

Maiden! with the meek brown eyes, 5, 350 

Maidenhood, 5, 350 

Maidens, Castle of the, 4, 104 

Maids of honor, The, 4, 26 

Mail Coach, An English, 4, 332 

Maisanguaq, Frosty Eskimo: story of, 8, 94 

Majolica pottery: story about, 9, 38 

Makers of Canada, 9, 315 

Making doll-furniture, 6, 90 

Making nature collections, 7, 227 

Making the best of it, 2, 93 

Making things out of paper, 6, 84 

Making words (game), 6, 260 

Malaria fever, African: caused by mosquito’s bite, 8, 
109 

Malaspina Glacier (Alaska): description of, 7, 222 

Mallard duck: description of, 7, 19 

Malcolm (III), Canmore, King of Scotland, 1057- 
1093: supports the cause of Edgar Atheling, 9, 73 

Mallet, The wonderful, 3, 260 

Matory, Sir Tuomas: King Arthur and his knights, 
5, 285 

Mama, Dear (song), 4, 234 

Mammoth: description of, 7, 81; how hunted by 
cave-men, 82 
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Mammoth cave (Kentucky): description of, 7, 216; 
blind fish in, 352 

Man (picture puzzle), 7, 329 

Man (shadow picture): how to make, 6, 167, 171 
early dreams of, 7, 84; finds fire, 72; first homes 
of, 73; stories about early, 62 

Man, The gingerbread, 3, 172 

Man, The menagerie (game), 7, 243 

Man, The muffin, 4, 274 

Man in the moon (Riley), 1, 174 

Man in the moon (Cather), 2, 123 

Man like a stone wall, 9, 267 

Man without a country, The: story of, 5, 225 

Manes, in Roman mythology: sketch of, 3, 314 

Mang’anda of Central Africa, 8, 108 

Mangali, Kafir boy: story about, 8, 41 

Manger: the dog in the, 3, 364 

Manikins (finger play-), 1, 3 

Manila Bay, Philippine Islands: battle of (1898), 9, 
212 

Manty, Exuren: A message to Mother Goose, 1, 52 

Manners: as an asset, 7, 237; in an English boys’ 
nursery, 8, 87; in Persia, 105; 106; in schools of 
many countries, 69; of French child, 92; of 
Japanese children, 101, 102; picnic, 149 

Manufacturing: in colonial days, 9, 169 

Many are the hearts that are weary to-night, 4, 313 

Maoris, natives of New Zealand, description of, 8, 23 

Map of the United States showing the Louisiana 
purchase, 9, 227 

Maple tree: how to draw, 6, 33 

Marabout, holy man of Algiers, 8, 35 

Marbles: how to play, 7, 246; in India, 8, 125; 
trick with, 7, 327 : 

March hare: in A Mad Tea-party, 5, 112 

March of the ten thousand, The, 8, 363 

Marching game (song), 4, 285; instructions for the, 
175 

Marching, Soldiers (song), 4, 216 

“Marco of the Millions’: see Marco Polo 

Marco Polo: and his oriental explorations, 8, 169 

Mare, The flying (jujutsu) : how to do, 7, 388 

Margaret, Saint (d. 1093), Queen of Scotland: 
gentleness of, 9, 73 

Margaret, The Maid of Norway (1283-1290), Queen 
of Scotland, 1286-1290: story of, 9, 112 

Marguerita, daughter of Philip IV of Spain: paint- 
ing of, by Velasquez, 4, 26 

Marguerites: recipe for, 6, 227 

Marian, Maid: marries Robin Hood, 8, 282 

Marie de’ Medici, 4, 40 

Marietta of Italy, 8, 125 

Marionettes: in Pinocchio, 5, 41 

Marit and Oeyvind, 1, 218 

Market, Goblin, 5, 120 

Markets in Africa, 8, 80 

Marking gauge: how to use, 6, 294 

Marquette, Father Jacques (1637-1675), 
missionary and explorer: story of, 8, 207 

Marriage of the Adriatic: an ancient Italian cere- 
mony, 8, 29 
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Mars, Roman god (called Ares in Greek mythology) : 
sketch of, 3, 308 

Mars, field of, see Field 

“Marseillaise, The”: the story of, 4, 328 

Marsh and woodland, Through, 7, 194 

Marsh wren: description of, 7, 43 

MarsHatt, Frances W.: A young breadwinner, 4, 
70 

MarsHatt, H. E. (adapted by): Beowulf, 8, 273; 
Robin Hood, 282; Roland, 319; William Tell, 337 

Marshmallow sauce: recipe for, 6, 227 

Marsil, heathen King: wars with Charlemagne, 8, 

328 

Master Peter: character in Don Quixote, 5, 105 

Martin, Homer D.: View on the Seine, 4, 144 

Martin, Purple: description of, 7, 39 

Martyrdom of Joan of Arc, 4, 327; of St. Barbara, 

88 

Marvin, Heten: Tatting, 6, 274 

Mary I (Mary Tudor) (1516-1558), Queen of Eng- 

land, 1553-1558: insists upon conformity, 9, 158 

Mary (II) Stuart (1662-1694), Queen of England 
(1689-1694): picture of, 4, 128 

Mary, Queen of Scots (1542-1587), Queen of Scot- 
land, 1542-1547: story of, 9, 100; claims English 
throne, 9, 295 

Mary of France (ca. 1496-1533), daughter of Henry 
VII of England and Queen of Louis XII: girlhood 
of, 9, 93 

Mary had a little lamb (song), 4, 198; how to play, 
4, 164 

Mary, Mistress, quite contrary (song), 4, 207; and 
Mother Goose, 1, 55 

Mary’s cat, 2, 49 

Maryland: signers 
pendence, 9, 188 

Maryland yellow throat: description of, 7, 41 

MASEFIELD, JOHN: Sea Fever, 5, 328 

Mashed potato: recipe for, 6, 216 

Mashonaland: a village in (photograph), 8, 17 

Massachusetts: beginnings of, 9, 164 

Massachusetts: signers of the Declaration of Inde- 

pendence, 9, 192 

Master Merrivein, The happy holiday of, 2, 182 

Massa’s in the cold, cold ground (song), 4, 318 

Master of all masters, 3, 6 

Master Smith (foot play), 1, 10 

Mats, How to make: oil cloth, 6, 211; small round 

reed, 278; with a stick printed border, 40 

Match boxes: how to make furniture from, 6, 140 

Match tricks, 7, 310, 311, 312, 313, 314, 315, 317, 

318, 321, 322, 324, 326, 328 

Matches and corks: how to make toys of, 6, 114 

Matches and tumblers (trick), 7, 320 

Match-scratcher: how to make, 6, 204, 209 

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, 7, 257 

Mattress (doll’s): how to make, 6, 236 

Mauve, Anton: Spring, 4, 136 

May, Soput:: The castle of gems, 2, 219; Wild 
Robin, 3, 253 

May, The first of, 2, 188 
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May baskets, Hanging, 2, 84 

May day, 4, 23 

May I be a friend to all the trees, 5, 342 

May morning, Song on, 5, 335 

Mayflower: brings the Pilgrims to America (1620), 
9, 157 

Meadow, Over in the, 1, 127 

Meadow lily: how to draw, 6, 27 

Meadowlark: description of, 7, 33 

Meal, A frugal (painting), 4, 140 

Mealtime: in Palestine, 8, 121; in Persia, 104; of 
Kafir children, 41 

Measures, Table of: for cooking, 6, 214 

Meat balls: recipe for, 6, 226 

Meave, Queen of Connaught: story of, 5, 299 

Mechanical movements made clear, 6, 371 

Medeia, Greek heroine: aids Jason, 8, 248, 250, 251; 
attempts to bewitch Theseus, 8, 256 

Medes, The: history of, under Astyages, 8, 349 

Medici, de’: stories of the family, 4, 118 

Medusa, mythical monster: Perseus slays, 8, 225 

Meg Merrilies (poem), 2, 190 

Megeera, Greek goddess, 3, 314 

Mela, the great fair of India, 8, 143 

MELCHERS, GARI: Madonna, 4, 81 

Melon-eaters, the (painting), 4, 48 

Melpomene, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Memories, Grandmother’s, 1, 255 

Memory (painting), 4, 160 

Memory-tests, Bible curiosities and, 7, 331 

Men who made the United States, 9, 157 

Menagerie man, The (game): how to play, 7, 243 

Menelaus, King of Sparta: story of, 8, 353 

Merchant and the Genie, The story of the, 5, 4 

Meron, ANTONIN: Memory, 4, 159 


Mercury, Roman god (called Hermes in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 309; invents the lyre, 
3, 350 


Mercury (metal) : a talk about, 7, 108; as a dissolv- 
ing power, 110; mines in Spain, 109 

Merlin, a prince of enchanters at the time of the 
Saxon invasion of England: story of, 5, 285 

Merrily form a ring (song), 4, 268; instructions for 
singing game, 171 

Merrily swinging on brier and weed, 5, 335 

Merrivein, Master, 2, 182 

og are the bells, and merry would they ring, 1, 

Merry men, The: Robin Hood’s company, 8, 284 

Merry sunshine, Good morning (song), 4, 218 

Merry-go-round: how to make, 6, 307; see also 

earrousel 

Message to Mother Goose, A, 1, 52 

Messenger, The (knee play), 1, 20 

Messenger of the Greek gods, 3, 309 

Messiah, The (oratorio) : when written, 9, 68 

Metals, Talks about, 7, 105 

Metamorphoses (puzzle), 7, 275 

Mew! mew! mew, 2, 49 

Mexico: conquered by Cortez, 9, 179 
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ease with (1846-1848) : Jackson’s part in it, 

Mice, Pussy and the, 1, 41 

Mice, Three blind (song), 4, 212 

Mice and the cheese, 18376 

MICHELANGELO, BUONARROTI: The Delphic sibyl, 4, 
90; Moses, 150 

Michaelangelo (Michelangelo Buonarroti) 
1564), Italian artist: boyhood of, 9, 50 

Microbe: rhyme about, 2, 14 

Microscope: the power of the, 7, 116 

Midas, Greek hero: and the golden touch, 3, 293 

Middleton, Arthur (1742-1787), political writer: 
signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 187 

Midgard, Serpent of, in Scandinavian mythology, 3, 
327 ; 

Midnight sun, 8, 94 

Mighty rulers and heroes: stories of, 9, 289 

Military acrostic, 7, 279 

Milk, Something about, 7, 194 

Milk cart in Bouillon (photograph), 8, 80 

Milk toast (white sauce): recipe for, 6, 217 

‘“Milk-names”’ of Chinese babies, 8, 31 

Milkweed pods: collecting, 7, 228 

Mixais, Sir Jonn Everett: The boyhood of Raleigh, 
4, 18; The princes in the tower, 68 

Millais, Sir John Everett (1829-1896), 
painter: boyhood of, 9, 54 

Minter, CHARLES M.: Airplane model, 6, 345 

Mrititer, Emiry Hunrineton: Baby’s first Christmas, 
2, 79; The bluebird, 7, 56 

MILter, GERTRUDE THompPsoN: Lullaby, 1, 74 

Mirter, Witt1AM: Willie Winkie, 2, 179 

Miller, The jolly (game), 7, 261 ~ 

Miller, The jolly (song), 4, 309 

Miller, his son, and their ass, A, 3, 375 

Mittet, JEAN Francois: A shepherdess, 4, 139, 146; 
Carrying home the calf, 132, 133; Feeding her 
birds, 60; The Gleaners, 6; Going to work, 131; 
The Angelus, 32; The rainbow, 22 

Millet, Jean Francois (1848-1875), French painter: 
boyhood of, 9, 59 

Milligan trip (wrestling) : how to do, 7, 399 

Million little diamonds, A (song), 4, 260 

Mills: in colonial days, 9, 170 

Minton, Joun: Song: On May morning, 5, 335 

Milton, John (1608-1674), English poet: the young 
days of, 9, 81; dictating “Paradise Lost,” 4, 266 

Mineral crystals: game with, 7, 233 

Minerva, Roman goddess (called Athene in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 309 

Mines: Kimberley diamond, 8, 19; mercury, 7, 109 

Minister’s cat, The (game): how to play, 7, 261 

Minnesingers, German lyric poets of the Middle Ages: 
story about, 3, 360 

Minnesota, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Minos, a judge in Hades, 8, 263 

Minos, King of Crete: exacts tribute from Athens, 
R251 
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Minotaur, legendary Greek monster: slain by The- 
seus, 8, 257 

Minstrels, household entertainers of the Middle 
Ages: story of 3, 360; 4, 324; 8, 375; Orpheus, 
prince of, 8, 246; the last, 381 

Minuet, Grandma’s, 1, 260 

Mirage (Sahara Desert): description of, 7, 219 

Miranda: character in “The Tempest,” 5, 132 

Mirror (puzzle), 7, 305 

Mischief, Little, 2, 265 

Miss Careless, 2, 274 

Miss Jennia Jones (song), 4, 275; how to play, 165; 
instructions for singing game, 172 

Miss Muffet, 1, 42; and Mother Goose, 55 

Missing letter puzzle, 7, 279 

Missing words (puzzle), 7, 292 

Missionaries: accompany Marco Polo, 8, 168; the 
black-robed voyageur, 9, 338; Champlain, 8, 203; 
in Congo school, 68; Joliet and Marquette, 206; 
Marcus Whitman, 9, 244; teach alphabet in China, 
8, 71 

Mississippi River, United States: discovered by De 
Soto, 8, 185; description and history of, 7, 200; 
floods compared with Dutch floods, 4, 358 

Missouri, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Mr. and Mrs. Spikky Sparrow, 7, 53 

Mr. Brown’s family (puzzle), 7, 290 

Mr. Nobody, 2, 180 

Mistletoe: description of, 7, 145; legend about, 3, 
318; legend of, 7, 146 

Mistress Mary, quite contrary, 4, 207 

MircHet1, 8. Weir: Prince Little Boy, 2, 238 

Mithradates: herdsman, foster father of Cyrus, King 

of Persia, 8, 349 

Moccasins, Little, 5, 353 

Mochi, Japanese new year’s rice-cake, 8, 103 

Mocking call, The: how to make, 7, 272 

Mocking-bird: description of, 7, 41 

Modeling: in clay, 6, 37; in white soap, 76 

Modern fables, 3, 391 

Modern fairy tales, 3, 97 

Modern Hiawatha, The, 5, 374 

Molly Pitcher, heroine of American Revolution: story 
of, 9, 136 

Momus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 313 

Monday (finger play), 1, 4 

Monday morning, Little Tommy’s, 1, 124 

Monday wash (crossword puzzle), 6, 190 

Monday’s child is fair of face, 1, 126 

Money: African substitutes for, 8, 80; not used in 

Arabia, 39; substitutes for, in Spanish village, 114 

Money, If I’d as much, 1, 43 

Money, Toy paper: how to make, 6, 132 

Monkey, The: story of, 7, 47 

Monkey, Red-faced: description of, 7, 12 

Monkey and the cat, 3, 365 

Monkeys: as teachers of tree-children, 7, 69 

Monkeys, The dancing, 3, 378 

Monmouth, New Jersey: battle of, 9, 136 
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Monroe, James (1758-1831). American statesman 
and fifth president of the United States: his part 
in Louisiana Purchase, 9, 226 

Montana, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 : 

Montcalm, Gozon de Saint-Véran Louis Joseph, Mar- 
quis de (1712-1759), French army officer: at the 
battle of Quebec, 9, 171 

Montessori, Dr. Maria: suggestions from, 7, 344 

Montezuma, King of the Aztecs: story of 8, 179 

Months, 2, 193; and days, 1, 123, 126, 137 

Monticello: home of Thomas Jefferson, 9, 225 

Montmorency Falls (Quebec) : beauty of, 7, 210 

Moon: worship and superstitions, 7, 84 

Moon, The, 2, 197 

Moon, the Half: Henry Hudson’s ship, 8, 196 

Moon, Lady (song), 4, 266 

Moon: Man in the, 2, 123 

Moon and the wind, 1, 170 

Moon shines bright, The, 7, 257 

Moore, CLEMENT CLARKE: A 
Nicholas, 2, 200 

Moorr, Harcoop: Hinks, silent partner, 2, 121; The 
adoration of the Child Jesus, 4, 158; The birthday 
honors of the fairy queen, 3, 153; The boy who 
was helped (Benjamin West), 9, 13; The coming 
storm, 4, 144; The lonesome princess, 2, 198; 
Woodrow Wilson, 9, 287 

Moorr, Harris W.: Animal toys, 6, 299; Book- 
holders, 342; Carts and wagons, 320; Peg tops and 
noise makers, 317; Pushmobile, 343; Some more 
toys, 325; Woodwork, 287 

Moors: I] Cid makes war against the, 8, 330 

Mopsa the fairy, 3, 113 

Mordred, Sir: in combat with King Arthur, 5, 285 

Morr, Hannan: A Riddle, 7, 282 

More, Sir Thomas (1478-1535), English lord chancel- 
lor: family of, 9, 93 

Morean, ALFRED P.: Simple applied electricity, 6, 
393 

Morning, Greek and Roman goddess of, 3, 312 

Morning, Song on May, 5, 335 

Moro policemen, New Zealand (photograph), 8, 56 

Morocco: a story of, 8, 162; Peggy visits, 6 

Morocco, Magician of (game), 7, 266 

Morpheus, Greek god: his place in mythology, 3, 
312 

Morris, Robert (1734-1806), merchant and _ finan- 
cier: signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

Morris dance, 7, 343 

Morton, John (1724-1777), surveyor: signs Decla- 
ration of Independence, 9, 190 

Mosgs, BELLE: Some girls who wore ruffs, 9, 93 

Moses, Jewish historian and law-giver: Michel- 
angelo’s statue of, 4, 150 

Moses, Burial of, 5, 348 

Moslem woman (photograph), 8, 10 

Most soldiers really love to fight, 4, 240 

Most wonderful sight, A, 1, 58 

Mother, 1, 253 

Mother, A boy’s, 


visit from Saint 


, 253 


GENERAL INDEX 


Mother, Good little, 1, 10 

Mother, The goodest, 1, 253 

Mother, Gifts for: how to make, 6, 211, 254 

Mother, Rhymes concerning, 1, 253 

Mother, take me to the zoo (song), 4, 230; how to 
play, 168 

Mother: tell us a tale, 1, 185 


Mother and children, 4, 81 

Mother and son, 4, 156 

Mother Carey’s chickens: see Petrel 

Mother Goose, A message to, 1, 52 

Mother Goose exercises, 7, 350 

Mother Goose songs and stories, 1, 23; 4, 191 

Mother Hubbard: and her dog, 1, 34; and Mother 
Goose, 55 


Mother plays, 1, 1, 8 

Motherhood, Pictures of, 4, 77; 8, 394 

Mother’s cooking school, 6, 213 

Mother’s work-basket, The little, 6, 231 

Mount Olympus: legendary home of the gods, 8, 

265 

Mt. St. Elias (Alaska): exploration of, 7, 221 

Mount Vernon, Va.: home and burial place of 
George Washington, 4, 368 

Mountain and the squirrel, The, 5, 343 

Mountain daisy, To a, 5, 334 

Mountain goat: description of, 7, 11 

Mountains, Delectable: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 151 

Mountains of Lebanon (Syria): description of, 6, 
156 

Mounted police, the royal Northwest, 9, 355 

Mourning dove: description of, 7, 25 

Mouse, stories and fables about: mouse and cat, 1, 
103; and the lion, 3, 382; and cheese and the holes, 
1, 371; and the frog, 3, 368; and the wedding 
cake, 1, 377; Maggie and Mr. and Mrs. Squeaky, 
86; the conceited, 150; the field-mouse, 333; the 
small gray, 1, 298 

Move one match (trick), 7, 313 

Mozart and Beethoven, 4, 359 

Muffin man, The (song), 4, 274; how to play, 165; 
instructions for singing game, 171 

Muffins, Blueberry: recipe for, 6, 220 

Muffins, Cornmeal: recipe for, 6, 221 

Muffins, Graham: recipe for, 6, 221 

Muffins, Oatmeal: recipe for, 6, 221 

Muffins, One-egg: recipe for, 6, 220 

Muffins, Rice: recipe for, 6, 221 

Muffitt, Little Miss (song), 4, 211 

Mulberry bush, Here we go round the, 4, 279 

Mufiles, 1, 349 

Mule deer: description of, 7, 6 

Mules: used for carrying litters in China, 8, 61 

Muller, Maud, 5, 360 

Mullins, Priscilla, a Puritan maid: and John Alden, 
8, 190 

Motock-Craik, Dinar Marta: Three companions, 1, 
825 

Mummies: why preserved by Egyptians, 4, 856 

Mummy Mount (Colorado): a visit to, 7, 225 
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Mummy Range (Colorado): why so named, 7, 224 

Munro, Frank: ’Fraid cat, 1, 328; The cruise of 
the feline fishermen, 248 

Murpny, JOSEPH QUINLAN: Casey at the bat, 5, 377 

Mortue, AxreL: The tin soldier, 5, 308 

MouritLo, Bartotomé Estipan: A Spanish Flower 
Girl, 4, 49; The children of the shell, 43; The 
melon-eaters, 48 

Murillo, Bartolomé Estéban: boyhood of, 4, 48 

Murry, King of Suddene: story of, 8, 278 

Muscular system of the human body: divisions of, 

7, 352 

Muses, Nine: in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Mush, Cornmeal: recipe for, 6, 218 

Mushroom and the goose, The, 3, 390 

Music: in Egypt, 8, 16; in Greenland, 96, 98; in 

fluence of the Crusades on, 3, 357 

Music, Legends of, 3, 347 

Music of happiness, The, 2, 178 

Music lesson, The, 4, 110 

Musical frogs, The, 7, 56 

Musical puzzle, 7, 273 

Musician, Boyhood of a (Handel), 9, 63 

Musicians of Bremen Town, 3, 184 

My bunnies like their cozy house, 1, 301 

My dearest is a lady, 1, 254 

My dog, 7, 56 

My dolly, 1, 72 

My fairest child, I have no song to give you, 5, 344 

My father brought somebody up, 1, 71 

My feet, they haul me round the house, 5, 375 

My fingers are so sleepy, 1, 13 

My first is a statesman, a pen and a bird, 7, 273 

My kiddie car (song), 4, 234 

My lady’s toilet (game): how to play, 7, 268 

little garden (finger play), 1, 15 

My Lord Bag of Rice, 3, 266 

My ma was once a little girl, 4, 252 

My maid Mary, J, 36 - 

My mother she’s so good to me, 1, 253 

My possessions, 1, 75 

My shadow, 1, 187 

My son, To, 5, 349 ; 

Mystery of the suspended knife (trick), 7, 309 

Myths: see Legends; also Volume 3, Folk-lore, 
Fables and Fairy Tales 

Myrineer, Kare N.: Rhyme of ten little rabbits, 1, 
130 

Mytyl: character in The Blue Bird, 5, 126 


N 


Naddod, viking: discovers Iceland (850 a.p.), 8, 168 

Naiads in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Nail, Ring the (game), 7, 272 

Nailing block, The: as source of amusement, 7, 346 

Nails: description and classification of, 6, 291; ham- 
mer and, 98; how to drive, 291 

Nails and copper sulphate: an experiment with, 6; 
391 

Nails, finger: white spots on, 7, 257 
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Naimes, Duke: character in story of Roland, 8, 322 

Name, Puzzle, 7, 293 

Name trick, 7, 312 

Naming babies in Africa, 8, 110; in Algiers, 35; in 
Greece, 33; in Japan, 99; in Spain, 43 

Naming the fingers, 1, 8 

Napkin-ring of raffia: how to make, 6, 206 

Naples, Italy: drying macaroni in (photograph), 8, 
27 

Napoleon (I) Bonaparte (1769-1821), emperor of 
France: the boyhood of, 9, 84; sells Louisiana 
Territory to the United States, 9, 226; in the 
Rhine country, 7, 205 

National costumes, 6, 103 

National heroes, Twelve, 9, 309 

Natural bridges: description of, 7, 217 

Nature collections: how to make, 7, 227 

Nature lessons, Little, 7, 187 

Nature playthings, 7, 230 

Nature study, 7, 232 

Nature verses, 5, 327 

Natures, the two: in each individual character, 4, 


162 

Nausicaa, Princess, Greek heroine: meets Odysseus, 
8, 231 

Nautilus: rhyme about, 2, 14 

Nebraska, State of: purchased by the United 


States, 9, 226 

Necklace of truth, The, 2, 263 

Necklaces, Paper: how to make, 6, 115 

Ned, Rover and Jack, 1, 140 

Nep, Uncite: see Uncle Ned 

Needle-book: how to make, 6, 204 

Needlecraft, 6, 231 ; 

Nelson, Horatio, first Viscount Nelson (1758-1805), 
English naval officer: story of, 9, 305 

Nelson, Thomas, Jr. (1738-1789), American states- 
man: signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 196 

Nelson and half-nelson: see Wrestling 

Nemesis, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 313; opposes 
Odysseus, 8, 263 

Neoptolemus, son of Achilles, 8, 362 

Neptune, Roman god (called Poseidon 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 308; 
Afneas, 8, 270 

Nero (37-68), Emperor of Rome (54-68) : 
of the Britons by, 4, 326 

Nessit, E.: Sleep, my treasure, 1, 
man’s story, 223 

Nessir, Wirgur D.: Your flag and my flag, 5, 317 

Nessa: character in “Castle Blair,” 5, 281 

Nessus, Greek centaur: advises Deianira, 8, 265; 
slain by Hercules, 8, 265 


in Greek 
comes to aid 


treatment 


63; The boat- 


Nest, Bird’s (duet finger play), 1, 3 

Nest, Romance of a swan’s, 5, 121 

Nest, The bird’s (Froebel finger play), 1, 10 
Nest, The romance of the swan’s, 5, 121 


Nest, Who stole the bird’s, 2, 196 
Nests, Potato: recipe for, 6, 216 
Netherlands, The: see Holland 

Nettle: secret weapons of, 7, 130 
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New Amsterdam: when New York City was called, 
8, 197 

New England confederation: formed (1643), 9, 165 

New Guinea: homes in, described, 8, 21 

New Hampshire: signers of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 188 

New Jersey: signers of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 190 

New moon, The, 2, 197 

New Orleans, battle of (1815): 

New patriotism, The, 5, 318 

New Testament queries, 7, 335 

New trick to try, A, 7, 314 

New world, The: discovery and exploration of, 4, 
18; 8, 170 

New Year, The, 5, 349 

New year’s festival: the Chinese, 8, 138-139 

New Year’s gitt, The, 1, 329 

New Year’s gift: how to make a calendar for, 6, 212 

New York State: called Nova Belgica, 9, 168; 
signers of the Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

New York City: when it was called New Amsterdam, 
8, 197; a little Dutch boy and girl of old, 198; 
life in old, 201; peeps at, 51; schools, 67; shop- 
ping in, 77 

New Zealand: policemen (photograph), 8, 56; sheep- 
washing, 23 

Newett, Mrs. BertHa PAYNE: Hammer and nails, 
6, 98; Handwork for the holidays, 201; Making 
doll-dresses, 154; Making doll-furniture, 90; 
Making things out of paper, 84; Modeling, 37; 
More paper-folding, 94; Nature study, 7, 232; 
Pictures and painting, 6, 33 

NewMAN, Joun Henry: Lead, Kindly Light, 5, 347 

Newman, Mrs. Carriz 8.: Bead-stringing, 6, 97; 
Weaving, 100 

Newspapers: things to make of, 6, 88 

Niagara Falls: description of, 7, 210 

Nibelungenlied, The, 7, 206 

Nibelungs, mythical dwarfs of Scandinavia, 8, 308 

Nice Little Girl, A, 4, 46 

Nicholas, Saint: story of, 3, 338; a visit from, 2, 
200 

Nicot, ErRskinr: The bread-winner, 4, 17 

Night heron: description of, 7, 21 

Night wind, The, 5, 307 

Nightgown, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 244 

Nightingale, Florence (1820-1910), English nurse: 
girlhood of, 3, 6 

Nightingale, The: legend of, 3, 351 

Nightingale: the singer who was called, 9, 65 

Nile, The: description of, 7, 204; 8, 153 

Nimbus cloud: description of, 7, 101 

Nifia: one of Columbus’s ships, 8, 171 

Nine little mice sat down to spin, 1, 41 

Ninepins: legend of, 8, 198 

Nitrogen: in coal, 7, 112 

Nivernais: French landscape, by Bonheur, 4, 136 

Nobody, Mr., 2, 180 

Nod, Wynken, and Blynken, 2, 190 

Noise in the wheatfield, The, 7, 160 


story of, 9, 238 


Noise makers: how to make, 6, 317 

Nolan, Philip, the “man without a country”: story 
of, 5,225 

Nomads, Arabian, 8, 35, 36, 50 

Nomgogwana, mythical monster of the Kafirs, 8, 41 

Nonsense alphabet, 2, 6 

Nonsense rhyme: from the Negro quarter, 1, 242 

Normandy, William of, 9, 71 

Norse finger play, An old, 1, 6 

Norsemen (Vikings): a sketch of the, 8, 159, 303; 
9, 166 


North America, Deserts of, 7, 218; see also America; 


Canada; United States 

North Carolina: the signers of the Declaration of 
Independence, 9, 187 

North Dakota, State of: purchased by the United 
States, 9, 226 

North Pole: diseovery of, 8, 210 

North Sea flooding Holland, 4, 358 

North Star: as a compass, 7, 189 

North wind, At the back of the, 5, 273 

North wind, The boy who went to the, 3, 212 

North wind and the sun, The, 3, 372; North wind 
doth blow, The, 1, 45; 4, 235; how to play, 4, 
166 

Northmen (Vikings) : see Norsemen 

Northwest mounted police, The ‘royal, 9, 355 

Northwest passage to India: Hudson searches for, 
8, 195 

Noughts and crosses, game of: see Three in a row 

Norway, description of, 8, 159; under King Olaf, 
the Brave, 8, 372 

Norway, The little maid of, 9, 112 

Norwegian bird-legends, 3, 195 

Not once or twice in our rough island-story, 5, 322 

Note-book, Address or: how to make, 6, 205 

Notes to the Greek myths, 3, 307 

Notre Dame, Cathedral of (Paris): description of, 
8, 166 

Noursr, ErizasetH: Mother and children, 4, 81 

Nova Belgica: founded, 9, 168; see also New York 
State 

Nova Scotia: story of Joseph Howe, 9, 347 

Now gentle flower, I pray thee tell, 7, 257 

Now I’m going to open my pigeon-house door, 1, 11 

Now the bright morning star, 5, 335 

Now the day is over (hymn), 4, 189 

Now we dance looby, looby, looby, 4, 267 

Now with your hands go, 4, 296 

Noyes, Atrrep: A Song of Sherwood, 5, 304 

“Nsikwa,” African boys’ top-game, 8, 134 

Nubian runner (photograph), 8, 56 

Number (trick), 7, 324 

Number pyramid (trick), 7, 316 

Number rhymes, 1, 127 

Numbers, A puzzle in, 7, 287 

Numerical enigma, 7, 277 

Nurse’s Girlhood, A (Florence Nightingale), 3, 6 

Nurseries, Seed, 7, 137 

Nursery songs and Mother Goose, 4, 191 

Nut dishes; how to make, 6, 202 


GENERAL INDEX li 


Nuthatch: description of, 7, 43 

Nuts: games and plays with, 7, 227, 236; how to 
make baskets for, 6, 282, 284; stringing, 98 

Nuts, Seven (riddle), 7, 291 


O 


O’Connell, Daniel (1775-1847), Irish patriot: story 
of, ON 312 

O’Hara, THEODORE: The bivouac of the dead, 5, 314 

J Canada (song), 4, 310 

Captain! My Captain! 5, 314 

Hana San of Japan, 8, 99 

horo iriri, cadul gulo, 4, 183 

Hush thee, my baby (song), 4, 182 

little town of Bethlehem, 5, 320 

saw ye not fair Ines, 5, 360 

who will walk a mile with me, 5, 351 

wind, a-blowing all day long, 4, 256 

Oak and the reed, The, 3, 392 

Oak, sacred: and the Roman ambassadors, 8, 271 

Oak tree: and the acorns, 1, 186; how to draw, 6, 
33 

Oaks, Autumn: painting of, by Inness, 4, 7 

Oatmeal muffins: recipe for, 6, 221 

Oats, peas, beans, and barley grow (song), 4, 284; 
how to play, 170; instructions for singing game, 
174 

Oats, Rolled: recipe for, 6, 218 

Obedience, 2, 232 

Oblong: how to draw a bird in, 6, 20; how to draw 
a dog in, 3; how to draw a horse in, 4; how to 
draw a train of cars in, 17 

Oblong and circle: how to draw a pigeon in, 6, 5 

Oblong and triangle: how to draw watchman and 
dog in, 6, 32 

Obstacle race, garden, 7, 252 

Obstinate: character ir Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 139 

Oceanus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 311 

Ocelot: description of, 7, 3 

Odes, Two Decoration Day, 5, 322 

Odin, principal deity in Scandinavian mythology, 
mourns the death of Baldur, 3, 315 

Odysseus (Ulysses), legendary Greek hero: wander- 
ings of, 8, 229; Athene’s message to, 354; his 
exhortation of the Greek army, 355 

Cidipus, solver of the riddle of the sphinx, 4, 108 

Oeyvind and Marit, 1, 218 

Of speckled eggs the birdie sings, 4, 236 

Ocpen, H. A.: How a woman saved an army, 9, 133 

Oh, dear, what can the matter be (song), 4, 204; 
how to play, 164 

Oh, do you know the muffin man, 4, 274 

Oh, East is East, and West is West, 5, 393 

Oh, have you seen The Winter Queen, 7, 165 

Oh ho! let’s take the Mary Ann, 1, 248 

Oh! holly branch and mistletoe, 1, 263 

Oh the queen of spring is a dainty thing, 7, 149 

Oh, the sports of childhood 4, 276 

Oh, we like to go a-riding on the carousel, 4, 261 

Oh, where are you going, 1, 30 
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Oh, where have you been, Billy boy, 1, 46 

Oh, who will take a walk with me, 4, 246 

Ohio River, United States: description of, 7, 202 

“Oho!” cried Rudolph, with a smile, 1, 244 

Oil, castor: how to make a burning gas of, 6, 386; 
how to make a burning oil of, 386 

Oil cart on a road in Greece, An (photograph), 8, 
66 

Oil of cloves: how to prepare, 6, 385 

Oil-cloth mats: how to make, 6, 211 

Oklahoma, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

OV fashion posies (drawing), 6, 25 

Olaf II (995-1030), King of Norway (ca. 1015-1030) : 
boyhood of, 8, 372-373 

Old fairy tales, 3, 1 

Old Grimes, 5, 344 

Old Ironsides, 5, 315 

Old Kentucky home (painting), 4, 126 

Old King Cole, 1, 43; 4, 200; how to play, 4, 164; 
and Mother Goose, 1, 53 : 

Old man of the mountain: attacks Richard the lion- 
hearted, 8, 383 

Old man of the Sea: 
Sailor, 5, 25 

Old man with a shiny bald head, 1, 58 

Old man’s comforts and how he gained them, The, 
1, 189 

Old Meg she was a gypsy, 2, 190 

Old Melrose monastery: Cuthbert prior of, 8, 369 

Old Mother Goose, 1, 40 

Old Mother Hubbard, 1, 34 

Old Norse finger play, 1, 6 

Old Silver-Leg (Peter Stuyvesant), 8, 199 

Old songs: how to play the, 4, 163, 164, 165, 166 

Old Stony Phiz: character in The Great Stone Face, 
5, 109 

Old sweetheart of mine, An, 5, 362 

Old Testament queries, 7, 333; Answers to, 7, 335 

Old woman and her pig, 1, 99 

Old woman and the tramp, 3, 192 

Old woman in the basket, 1, 24 

Old woman who lived in a shoe, 1, 48 

Old woman who lived under the hill, 1, 42 

Olden times, historical tales of, 8, 349 

OLinsky, Ivan G.: Adoration, 4, 106 

Oliver, French hero: friend of Roland, 8, 323, 375 

Oliver Twist, 5, 169 

Olympus, Mount: residence of the Greek gods, 3, 
307; 8, 265 

Omelet, Puffy: recipe for, 6, 225 

Omitted fruits (puzzle), 7, 290 

Omitted letters (puzzle), 7, 287 

Omitted word (puzzle), 7, 292 

On Monday morning dolly’s clothes, 6, 81 

On the bridge at Avignon, 4, 271; instructions for 
singing game, 171 

On the bridge, holding hands, 4, 271 

On the hills of Palestine (photograph), 8, 120 

Once I saw a little bird, 1, 25 

Once on a time there lived a child, 1, 52 


character in Sindbad the 
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Once on a time there was a little boy: a master 


mage, 5, 2 

Once there lived a little Dutchess, 2, 177 

Once there was a little boy, 1, 161 

Once there was a little kitty, 1, 136 

Once upon a time, 7, 59 

Once upon a time there lived a child, 1, 52 

One beautiful day, 1, 308 

One by one the sands are flowing, 5, 345 

One eye, two eyes, three eyes, 3, 33 

One head with curly hair, 1, 134 

One hole (marble game): how to play, 7, 248 

One honest John Tomkins, 1, 188 

One misty, moisty morning, 1, 47 

One morning all alone, 5, 383 

One time, while Brownies passed around, 3, 79 

One,—two—buckle my shoe, 1, 136 

15.2)3.4,)5, 6, 7075258 

Onery, uery, ickery, Ann, 7, 258 

Onery, uery, ickery, see, 7, 258 

One-hoss shay, The, 5, 373 

Opinions, Our two, 5, 356 

Opossum, The: story of, 7, 48 

Oracle, Delphic: Hercules consults the, 8, 259; see 
also Apollo 

Oracles, Flower, 7, 258 

Orange frosting: recipe for, 6, 224 

Orange jelly: recipe for, 6, 227 

Oranges and lemons, 1, 40 

Orange-tree, The golden, 3, 167 

Orang-utan: description of, 7, 12 

Oreads in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Oregon, State of: discovery of Columbia River, 9, 
241; saved for the United States, 9, 245 

Oriental tales, 3, 257 

Origin of our Flag, 9, 149 

Orion: constellation of, 7, 190 

Orleans, Maid of, 9, 102 

Orkney Islands: and the Vikings, 8, 304 

Orphan’s song, The, 1, 159 

Orphant Annie, 1, 181 

Orpheus, Greek god: aids Jason, 8, 246; and Kury- 
dice, 3, 305 

Orton, HrLEn 
Parm, 2, 99 

Oscoop, Frances 8.: Labor, 5, 346 

Oscoop, Katz Purnam: The cob house, 6, 113 

Osiris, Egyptian god of the sun, 4, 354 

Osprey: description of, 7, 27 

Ostrich: stencil of, 6, 150 

Ostrich farm, 8, 18 

Otter, The: story of, 7, 48 

Ouma: The porcelain stove, 5, 245 

Our baby, 1, 134 

Our deceptive eyes (illusion trick), 7, 316 

Our stories, 2, 22 

Our visitors, 1, 256 

Out in the fields with God, 5, 329 

Out in the green, green orchard, 1, 114 

Out of the hills of Habersham, 5, 327 

Outdoor games and sports, 7, 241 


FuLLter: Stories from Cloverfield 


Out-games, Some: how to play, 7, 268 

Out-of-doors garment for doll: directions for making, 
6, 251 

Outline painting, 6, 37 

Outline stitch: how to make, 6, 234 

Outlines (game): how to play, 7, 269 

Oval: how to draw blood-root in, 6, 26; how to 
draw cat in, 10; how to draw a chick in, 9, 21; 
how to draw a frog in, 12; how to draw a dog in, 
10; how to draw a pink in, 25; how to draw poppy 
in, 29; how to draw a rooster in, 21; how to draw 
a swan in, 8; match-secratcher, how to make, 209 

Oval and circle: how to draw crows in, 6, 19; how 
to draw pig in, 7; how to draw wild rose in, 28; 
how to draw water lily in, 30; bookmark, how to 
make, 210 

Oven bird: description of, 7, 41 

Over in the meadow, 1, 127 

Over the river and through the wood, 1, 260 

Overeasting: directions for, 6, 233 

Overhanding: how to do, 6, 239 

OvERTON, GWENDOLEN: Esther’s Christmas, 2, 370 

Owl: how to model in white soap, 6, 77 

Owl, Great-horned: description of, 7, 29 

Owl, Screech: description of, 7, 29 

Owl and the pussy-cat, The, 1, 158 

Owl in the tree, 1, 58 

Owl, turtle and rabbit, 1, 300 

Owl-critic, The, 1, 248 

Ox, The straw, 3, 106 

Ox and. the frog, 3, 369 

Oxen as carriers, 8, 63, 64; as draught animals, 
111, 144; helping beach a boat, 4, 19; the sacred 
white, of India, 8, 144; used in Egypt, 12, 14 

Oxygen: how discovered, 7, 111; in coal, 7, 112; 
necessity for, 7, 127 

Oyster patties, The, 2, 259 


1 


Paca, William (1740-1799), lawyer: signs Deelara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Pacific Ocean: Alexander Mackenzie reaches, 9, 334; 
Lewis. and Clark reach (1804), 9, 242 

Padella, King: character in the Rose and the Ring, 
5, 260 

Page, Ballad of the little, 2, 212 


Paine, Robert Treat (1731-1814), lawyer: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 192 
Painter, American: Boyhood of an (Benjamin 


West), 9, 13 
Painter, English: Boyhood of an (Millais), 9, 54 
Painter, French: Boyhood of a (Millet), 9, 59 
Painter, Italian: Boyhood of an (Raphael), 9, 38 
Painting: elementary, 7, 233; how to learn, 6, 34; 
in outline, 37; pictures, 33; see also Volume 4, 
Picture-stories and Music 
Pair of gloves, A, 1, 193 
Palamon, Prince: in story of Bmelia, 5, 159 
Palestine: under the Turks, 8, 376; photographs 
from, 8, 118, 119, 120 
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Palisades, The: of Hudson River, 7, 202 

Pallas and the centaur, 4, 118 

Pallas Athene: see Athene 

Palm Garden of San Jacinto (California) : 
tion of, 7, 218 

Palma, Jacomo 
women, 4, 88 

Palms, The Land of, 8, 156 

Pan, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 312, 347 

Panama, Republic of: Indian village in 
graph), 8, 84 

Panama Canal, 8, 163; 9, 279 

Pandora, in Greek mythology the first woman: 
created by Hephaestos, 3, 308; and her box, 3, 
291 

Panna, the Hungarian doll: how to make costume 
for, 6, 106 

Pansies: how to draw, 6, 65 

Panther (puma): description of, 7, 2 

Paper, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 195 

Paper, colored: uses for, 6, 156 

Paper alphabet: how to cut, 6, 160 

Paper and pencil games: how to play, 7, 269 

Paper boxes with cut-paper designs: how to make, 
6, 53 

Paper chains: how to make, 6, 124 

Paper chase: directions for, 6, 122 

Paper cups: how to fold, 6, 152 

Paper-cutting: directions for, 6, 85, 
make a landscape, 156 

Paper doll-house: how to make, 6, 136 

Paper dolls: how to make a border of, 6, 157 

Paper folding: directions for, 6, 85, 87, 94 

Paper holiday favors: how to make, 6, 53 

Paper lanterns: how to make, 6, 142 

Paper money: how to make, 6, 132 

Paper necklaces: how to make, 6, 115 

Paper pipes: how to make, 6, 88 

Paper sticks: how to make, 6, 88 

Paper-tearing: for amusement, 6, 89 

Pap-y-rus: description of, 8, 155 

Paradise Lost: how it was written, 4, 366 

Parallel bars: how to make, 7, 349 

Parasite plants, 7, 144 

Paris: story of, 8, 353; decision of, 3, 310; 8, 353; 
death of, 8, 362 

Paris (France): description of, 8, 166; Amusements 
for children, 93 

ParkeER, Eric: The king of Unsergarten, 1, 234 

Parrot: how to make of wood, 6, 305 

Parrott, J. Epwarp: Richard the lion-hearted, 8, 
381 

Parsena, Lars, King of Clusium (6th Cent. B.c.) : 
besieges Rome, 5, 110 

Parsons, THoMAS WILLIAM: Dirge, 5, 323 

Parthenon: a temple in honor of Athene, 3, 309 

Partner: Hinks, the silent, 2, 121 

Partners, Blind (game), 7, 267 

Partners, games for, 7, 267 

Partridge (bob white): description of, 7; 23 

Party, A mad tea, 5, 112 


descrip- 


(Vecchio), Venetian painter of 


(photo- 


87; how to 


Party, A magazine, 7, 236 

Party, An exchange (game), 7, 265 

Party, Cats’ tea, 2, 188 

Party, Edith’s tea, 1, 197 

Party, Fagot, 7, 237 

Party, Getting up a, 7, 235 

Party, Santa’s surprise, 1, 268 

Party, The dinner, 1, 384 

Passengers, Fellow, 2, 122 

Passing of the third floor back, The, 5, 216 

Past history, 2, 8 

Pat a cake (Froebel finger play), 1, 12 

Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker’s man, 1, 9; 4, 228 

Pate it,ekdsselten mas 

Patchwork (game), 7, 270 

Patrick, Saint (ca. 389-461 a.p.), patron saint of 
Ireland: cross of, 9, 149 

Patrick, JAMES: The rider on the white horse, 4, 
Ts 

Patriot, Boyhood of a (George Washington), 9, 22 

Patriotic puzzle, A, 7, 276 

Patriotism, The new, 5, 318 

Patroclus: how he fought and died at Troy, 8, 359- 
360 

PATTERSON, ALICE JEAN: 
frost fairies, 2, 149 

Paul Revere’s ride, 5, 309 

Paulinus: brought to Northumbria, 8, 366 

Pavia, Lombardy (now Italy): besieged by Charle- 
magne, 9, 293 

PEABODY, JOSEPHINE Preston: Late, 1, 71 

Peace: pipe of, 8, 208 

Peace, Prince of: statue of the, (Andes), 8, 163 

Peach, Spotted (crossword puzzle), 6, 186 

Peacock and Juno, 3, 380 

Peanut hunt: directions for, 6, 136; 7, 260 

Pea-pods: how to make boats of, 6, 111 

Pear: how to make into a gosling, 6, 18 

Pear tree, Song of the, 1, 114 

Peary, Robert Edwin (1856-1920), American Navy 
officer and Arctic explorer: discovers North Pole 
(1909), 8, 210 

Peas and the rabbit, 1, 354 

Peas and toothpicks: how to make toys from, 6, 141 

Peas in a pod, Five, 2, 84 

Prcx, Louise H.: Things to make out of newspapers, 
6, 88 

Prox, SamurEL Minturn: Elf song, 2, 178 

Pedasus, a horse of Achilles, 8, 359, 360 

Peddler’s caravan, The, 2, 198 

Peeps at houses in many countries, 8, 45 

Peeps at life in the big city, 8, 51 

Peeps at many countries, 8, 45 

Peeps at playtime in many countries, 8, 72 

Peeps at school in many countries, 8, 66 

Peeps at shopping in many countries, 8, 77 

Peeps at traveling in many countries, 8, 59 

Peg in the ring (game): how to play, 7, 250 

Peg tops: directions for making, 6, 317 

Peggy’s travels, 8, 1 


Silvercap, King of the 


Peg-gathering race: directions for, 7, 243 
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Perxorto, Ernest C.: When Cromwell was a boy, 9, 
299 

Peking, China: street scenes (photographs), 8, 57, 
74 

Pelaez, Martin: the Cid makes a brave man of, 8, 
331 

Pelias the Terrible: and Jason, 8, 243 

Pelican: description of, 7, 17; stencil of, 6, 148 

Pen, fountain: how to electrify, 6, 393 

Penates, The, Roman deities: sketch of, 3, 314 

Pencil (trick), 7, 317 

Pencil and paper games: how to play, 7, 269 

Pencil and soap (trick), 7, 328 

Pencil-basket: how to make of raffia, 6, 272 

Penelope, wite of Odysseus: and her suitors, 8, 240 

Penn, John (1741-1788), lawyer: signs Declaration 
of Independence, 9, 188 

Penn, William (1644-1718), founder of the State of 
Pennsylvania: story of, 9, 183 

Pennsylvania, State of: named, 9, 185; land pur- 
chased from the Indians, 145; signers of the 
Declaration of Independence, 190 

Penny, Georgie’s, 1, 225 

Penny, The persistent (game) : 

Penwiper: how to make, 6, 204 

Peppermints: recipe for, 6, 228 

Peran-Wisa, Tartar leader: advises Rustam, 8, 346 

Percival, Sir: a knight of the Round Table, 5, 292 

Perilous voyage of Aineas, 8, 266 

Perils of the Puritans, 4, 343 

Perils of thinking, 5, 375 

PERKINS, GRACE (American composer): Grandma’s 
garden, 4, 252; Mother, take me to the zoo, 230 

Perkins, Lucy Fircu: The queen of the fall, 7, 
163; The queen of the spring, 149; The summer 
queen, 159; The winter queen, 165; Twins, 1, 129 

Peroxide, hydrogen: bleaching experiment with, 6, 
392 

PERRAULT, CHARLES: Cinderella, 3, 53; Toads and 
diamonds, 18 

Perry, Oliver Hazard (1785-1819), American naval 
officer: story of, 9, 228 

Persephone: see Proserpina 

Perseus, Greek hero: story of, 8, 221 

Pershing, John Joseph (1860 ——), American gen- 
eral: story of, 9, 284 

Persia: boyhood of Cyrus, the Great (559-529 B.c.), 
8, 349; children in, 104; description of, 162; 
great tents of, 36; holy city of, 106; Peggy in, 10 

Persian ibex: description of, 7, 11 

Persistent penny, The (game): how to play, 7, 236 

Perspiration: benefit of, 7, 353 

Peru: conquest of, 8, 177; A story of the Incas of, 
164 

Peter the Great: as an engineer, 8, 165 

Peter the hermit: pilgrimages of, 8, 377 

Peter and Paul, 2, 324 

Peter Pan: story of, 5, 72 

Peter, Peter, pumpkin eater, 1, 44 

Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers, 1, 43 

Peter rabbit (crossword puzzle), 6, 193 


how to play, 7, 236 


Prrerson, Mrs. FREDERICK: Child health alphabet, 
2, 18 

Petrel: description of, 7, 17 

Petticoat, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 245, 247 

Pryre, RapHAEL ©.: A soldier of America, 4, 154 

Pharaohs, Land of the, 8, 154; see also Egypt 

Phidias (ca. 485-432 B.c.), Greek sculptor: his 
statue of Athene, 3, 309 

Phidon: Spartan father, A, 8, 351 

Phil and the little professor, 7, 59 

Philadelphia (City of Brotherly Love), Pennsyl- 
vania: Betsy Ross house, 9, 150; Declaration of 
Independence signed, 187; The old liberty bell, 4, 
329 

Phile, Island of (Egypt): ancient temples on, 8, 
153° 

Philately (stamp collecting), 6, 355 

Philip (11) Augustus (1165-1223), King of France, — 
1180-1223: promises help to Prince Arthur, 9, 75; 
Sails for Palestine, 8, 382; Wars with England, 384 

Philip IL (1527-1598), King of Spain, 1556-1598: 
and Queen Elizabeth of England, 9, 294; defeat 
of “Invincible Armada,’ 295; marries Mary, 
queen of England, 114; persecutions of, 167 

Philip IV (1605-1665), King of Spain, 1621-1665: 
his appreciation of Velasquez, 4, 26 

Philippine Islands: native life in the, 4, 360 

Philosopher’s stone: a fairy story about, 3, 121 

Philostrate (Arctic): character in Emelia (Canter- 
bury Tales), 5, 161 

Phoenicia, Syria: deseription of, 8, 156 

Pheenicians: as navigators, explorers and traders, 8, 
167; As teachers of the alphabet, 157 

Photography: see camera 

Phrixus, Greek hero: 
Fleece, 8, 241 

Physical Fitness, 7, 351; see also Exercise 

Piacenza, Northern Italy: Urban II addresses a con- 
vocation at, 8, 377 

Pratt, ELrkanor: Rebecca, 1, 199 

Picking the plums (marble game): how to play, 7, 
248 

Picnic in the Australian bush, A, 8, 146 

Picture frame: how to make, 6, 205 

Picture making: Pictures and painting, 6, 33; 
Color—design—drawing, 39; Creating a picture, 
132; Drawing made easy, 1; How to make 
shadow pictures, 163; How to print pictures on 
apples, tomatoes, pumpkins, 383; Made of colored 
paper, 156; Pictures to draw at Easter time, 69 

Picture puzzles, Rhyming words, 7, 306, 307, 308, 
309, 311, 313, 316, 319, 321, 322 

Picture puzzles, What’s wrong? 6, 173; Answers to. 
183 : 

Picture zoo, A visit to a, vie, 1! 

Pictures, Stories in, 2, 175; 4, 87 

Pictures from here and there, 4, 321 

Pictures little children like, 4, 1 

Pictures of children, 4, 39 

Pictures of Motherhood, 4, 77 

Pictures of nature and human toil, 4, 131 
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Pie, A holiday (puzzle), 7, 275 

Pie, If all the world were apple, 1, 42 

Pie, The Apple, 2, 11 

Pie-a-Pot, Chief: and northwest mounted police, 9, 
356 

Pied Piper, The, 5, 36 

Pirrpont, J. (American composer): Jingle bells, 4, 
264 

PIERPONT, JOHN: Warren’s address, 5, 311 

Pierre of Amiens: see Peter the hermit 

Pieter and Wilhelmina, the Dutch dolls: 
make costumes for, 6, 104 

Pig (picture puzzle), 7, 312; How to draw in oval 
and circle, 6, 7; How to make from envelopes, 
83; How to saw from wood, 300 

Pig, A dissertation upon roast, 5, 118 

Pig, Little pink, 1, 285 ° 

Pig, Old woman and her, 1, 99 

Pig, Spotted (crossword puzzle), 6, 188 

Pig, The little, 2, 208 

Pig, The discontented, 2, 95 

Pig, This little, 1, 14 

Pig and sheep who set up housekeeping, 3, 215 

Pig that nearly caused a war, 9, 142 

Pigeon: how to draw in oblong and circle, 6, 5 

Pigeon house (finger play), 1, 11 

Piggie and his friends, 1, 111 

Piggy Wiggy (drawing), 6, 7 

Pigs, Story of three little, 2, 64 

Pigs and donkeys (game): how to play, 7, 266 

Pilgrim Fathers, Land of the, 5, 309 

Pilgrim’s quest, The, 8, 376 

Pilgrim’s progress, The, 5, 138 

Pilgrims: history of, 9, 157 

Pillars of Hercules (Straits of Gibraltar): legend 
of, 8, 261 

Pillow, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 237 

Pillow cases: how to make, 6, 240 

Pilpay, the Hindu: Fables of, 3, 390 

Pus, J. A. A.: The author’s first singing of the 
Marseillaise, 4, 328 

Pin case: how to make, 6, 259 

Pin square with stick printed decorations. how to 
make, 6, 43 

Pin trays: how to make, 6, 204 

Pindar (522-448 (?) B.c.), Greek poet: story of, 8, 
350 

Pine-bender, The: Theseus slays, 8, 255 

Pinks (flowers): how to draw in ovals, 6, 25 

Pinocchio, 5, 39 

Pinta: one of Columbus’s ships, 8, 171 

Pinwheel bazaar: how to arrange for, 6, 128 

Pinwheels: how to make, 6, 128 

Pioneer, The Western, 9, 246 

Pipe of peace, The, 8, 208 

Piper on the hill, 2, 198 

Piper, The pied, 5, 36 

Piper’s son, Tom the, (song), 4, 199 

Piper’s son, Tom, Tom was a, 1, 39 

Pipes of Pan: origin of, 3, 312; Story of, 347 

Pipes, Paper: how to make, 6, 88 


how to 


Piping Will, Ballad of, 2, 227 

Pippa, The story of, 5, 76 

Piracy: see Admiral Sir Francis Drake, 4, 334 

Pirate ship (crossword puzzle), 6, 196 

Pirithous, of Greek mythology: chained to a rock, 8, 
262 

Pistol-crossbow: how to make, 6, 329 

Pitcher, Molly: story of, 9, 136 

Pitcher and the crow, 3, 372 

Pizarro, Francisco (1471 (or 1475)-1541), Spanish 
explorer: story of, 8, 175 

Place-cards: how to make, 6, 202 * 

Placket, dress: how to make, 6, 249 

Plain Buttons: nickname of the man without a 
country, 5, 226 

Plain seam, 6, 235 

Plains, or Heights, of Abraham: battle of, 9, 171 

Plane, Fore: description of, 6, 288 

Plane, Inclined: as a mechanical power, 6, 371, 374 

Plane, Jack: description of, 6, 288 ‘ 

Plank, Walking a: as exercise, 7, 345 

Plant stand: how to make of wood, 6, 100 

Plant stick, Decorative: how to make, 6, 58 

Planting corn (song), 4, 270; Instructions for sing- 
ing game, 4, 171 

Planting of the apple tree, The, 5, 333 

Plants (puzzle picture), 7, 284 

Plants, The story of the, 7, 115 

Plate, The willow-pattern, 3, 272 

Plateaus: description of, 7, 219 

Play days, Baby’s, 1, 126 

Play for the arms, 1, 10 

Play songs, 4, 267 

Playgrounds, 2, 188 

Playhouse, The: how to make, 7, 349 

Playing store (song), 4, 244 

Playmate, The unseen, @, 165 

Playmates (pictures), 1, 246, 247 

Playthings: Nature, 7, 227; which the father can 
make, 345 

Plays, Circus, 7, 350 

Plays, Father and mother, 1, 1 

Plays, Gymnastic, 7, 344 

Plays, Lively imitative, 7, 350 

Playtime in Africa, 8, 132; in France, 93; in Japan, 
4, 353; 8, 103; in Kafirland, 8, 40; in many 
countries, 72; in Palestine, 120; in South Sea 
Islands, 21; in Spain, 117 

Pleasantry, Greek god of, 3, 313 

Pledge, The, 5, 316 

Pliable: character in “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 5, 139 

Ploughing in Acadia, 4, 142 

Ploughing in France, 4, 148 

Ploughing in the Nivernais, 4, 136 

Pluto, called Hades in Greek mythology: sketch of, 
3, 311; and Proserpina, 3, 297; and Hercules, 8, 
263 

Plutus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 312 

Pocahontas (17th century), Indian princess: story 
of, 8, 186; 9, 101 

Por, Ep¢ar ALLAN: The bells, 5, 307 
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Poems: about holidays, 5, 319; about love of country, 
309; about the best things in life, 343; for little 
folks, 1, 157; funny verses, 5, 371; nature verses, 
327; of fancy, magic and mystery, 303; story, 2, 
175; 5, 381; tales of joy and sorrow, 5, 353 

Poet, The distrest: painting of, 4, 99 

Poets: see Troubadours 

Poets-laureate: how they came to be, 8, 381 

Poison: quicksilver as a, 7, 109 

Polar bears: description of, 7, 4, 46 

Police, Claney of the mounted, 5, 357 

Police, Royal northwest mounted, 9, 355 

Policemen of many lands, 8, 55; of China, 56; of 
Greece (picture), 58; of India, 56; of New York, 
53, 55; of Northwest Canada, 9, 355; of South 
Africa, 8, 56 

Poliorcetes: see Demetrius 

Polisher for spectacles: how to make, 6, 265 

Polka, Children’s (dance), 4, 290 

PoLLARD, JOSEPHINE: The Indian boy at school, 5, 
365 

Polly, put the kettle on, 2, 38; 4, 203; how to play, 
4, 164 

Polly Flinders: and Mother Goose, 1, 56 

Polly has her picture taken, 1, 146 

Polhymnia, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Polo, Mareo (1254-1324), Venetian Traveler: story 
of, 8, 168 

Polydectes: makes Daniie a slave, 8, 222 

Polyphemus, Ulysses deriding: painting of, 4, 97 

Pomona, Greek goddess: sketch of, 3, 312 

Pond: watching life in a, 7, 234 

Pond, The black, 3, 225 

Ponies: means of travel for Australian children, 8, 
147 

Pont d’Are, France (natural bridge), 7, 217 

Pony, I had a little, 1, 44 

Poor, Liri1an B.: The rainy day box, 6, 147 

Poor Richard’s almanac: printed by Franklin, 9, 210 

Pop goes the weasel, 4, 194; how to play, 163 

Popeorn balls: how to make, 6, 229 

Poplar tree: how to draw, 6, 33 

Poppy: how to draw in oval, 6, 29; how to make in 
clay, 38 

Poppy and the calf, 1, 346 

Porcelain Stove, The, 5, 245 

Porter, R. S. (composer): The stars are tiny daisies 
high, 4, 249 

Portraits, Famous, 4, 115 

Poseidon, Greek god (called Neptune in Roman 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 308; opposes rescue of 
Odysseus, 8, 230 

Possum, Br’er: and the coon, 1, 358 

Postage stamps: collecting of, 6, 355 

Poster pictures, making, 6, 70 

PostTcaTE, MAarGARET S.: Modeling small sculptures, 
6, 76 

Postmen: of many lands, 8, 55; of Africa, 58; of 
ancient Babylonia, 152; of the far north, 59; of 
India, 58 

Pot, The wonderful iron, 3, 214 


Pot of gold, The, 2, 247 

Potato cakes: recipe for, 6, 216 

Potato, mashed: recipe for, 6, 216 

Potato nests: recipe for, 6, 216 

Potato toys: how to make, 6, 117 

Potatoes: cooking, 6, 215; introduced into England 
9, 297 

Potter: a Grecian (painting), 4, 323 

Pottery, Corfu: street sale of, 8, 79 

Pottery, Majolica: story about, 9, 38 

Pottery, Urbino: story about, 9, 38 

Poutsson, Emimir, A Christmas cure, 1, 271; The 
ballad of a runaway donkey, 312; The family, 16; 
The toyman’s shop, 4, 246 

Poveretta, 2, 276 

Powderless cannon: how to make, 6, 381 

Powers, H. N.: Willie and his dog Diver, 1, 332 

Powhatan, King (Indian chief), 8, 186 : 

PoyntsEr, KE. J.: Atalanta’s race, 4, 38 

Prayer wheel: use of the, 8, 159 

Prentiss, KLizABETH: Long time ago, 1, 136 

Present, The birthday, 2, 159 

Presents: see also Gifts 

President, Boyhood of a (Abraham Lincoln), 9, 30 

President, The wife who taught her husband to he, 
9, 235 

Preston, Marcaret J.: The first Thanksgiving day, 
5, 324 

Prestonpans, Scottish victory at, 8, 392 

Pretender, The young: see Charlie, Bonnie Prince 

Pretty Children, sweet and gay, 4, 300 

Pretty cow, 1, 160 

Priam, King of Troy: and the siege of Troy, 8, 356, 
30, 861, 862 

Primary colors, 6, 39 

Primer for little folks, 2, 23 

Primeval forest, The, 5, 332 

Prince, The ugly, 3, 178 

Prince and the grateful raven, 3, 247 

Prince Arthur, the boy who would be king, 9, 75 

Prince Bulbo: see Bulbo 

Prince Charlie’s farewell to Flora Macdonald (paint 
ing), 8, 393 

Prince Darling, 3, 63 

Prince Gareth, 5, 34 

Prince Giglio: see Giglio 

Prince Harweda and the magie prison, 2, 133 

Prince Hyacinth and the dear little princess, 3, 49 

Prince little boy, 2, 238 

Prince of Peace: statue of the (Andes), 8, 163 

Prince who wasn’t hungry, 2, 138 ; 

Princes in the tower, The, 4, 68; 9$, 78 

Princess, The ugly prince and the beautiful, 3, 178 

Princess and the fairy, The, 7, 89 

Princess Finola and the dwarf, 3, 300 

Princess Goldenlocks, 3, 44 

Princess of the forest, The little red, 8, 186 

Princess on the glass hill, 3, 227 

Princess, The lonesome, 2, 198 

oe invented by Gutenberg, 4, 325; in China 
8,7 
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Printing pad: how to make, 6, 40 

Printing sticks: how to make and use, 6, 40 

Prison, The magic, 2, 133 

Prisoner (game), 7, 236 

Proclamation: of the Cid on righteous conduct, 8, 
332, 

Proclamation of Emancipation: issued, 9, 256 

PRocTER, ADELAIDE ANNE: One by one, 5, 345 

Professor, Phil and the little, 7, 59 

Progress, The Pilgrim’s, 5, 138 

Prometheus, of Greek mythology: chained to a rock, 
8, 262 

Prong-horned antelope: description of, 7, 6 

Proserpina, Greek goddess: and King Pluto, 3, 297; 
8, 262 

Prospero: character in “The Tempest,” 5, 132 

Proud bird and how he came to grief, A, 1, 379 

Proverb, Concealed, 7, 274 

Psalm of life, A, 5, 345 

Pudding, Cereal: recipe for, 6, 219 

Pudding, Chocolate corn-starch: recipe for, 6, 226 

Pudding, Cornmeal muffin: recipe for, 6, 221 

Puffy omelet: recipe for, 6, 225 

Puleng, Kafir baby: story of, 8, 40 

Pulley: as a mechanical power, 6, 372 

Puma: description of, 7, 2; rhyme about, 2, 15 

Pump, (picture puzzle), 7, 330 

Pump, pump, pump (arm play), 1, 10 

Pumpkin eater, Peter, Peter, 1, 44 

Pumpkin’s Thanksgiving, 2, 205 

Pumpkins: how to print pictures on, 6, 383 

Pumps, water: how to make, 6, 333 

Punch, fruit: recipe for, 6, 228 

Punchinello: in Pinocchio, 5, 41 

Punching bag: work with, 7, 383 

Punishment of Chinese school boys, 8, 70; of Persian 
school boy: 106 

Punishment of Loki, The, 3, 333 

Punkah, the Indian fan, 8, 122 

Purchase, The Louisiana, 9, 225, 226 

Purchase, The walking, 9, 145 

Puritans: history of, 9, 157; influence of, 165; the 
perils of, 4, 343 

Purple martin: description of, 7, 39 

Pushmobile: how to make, 6, 343 

Puss in boots, 3, 14 

Pussies go fishing, 1, 248 

Pussy, I love little, 1, 40; 4, 202 

Pussy and the mice, 1, 41 

Pussy bean bag: directions for making, 6, 259 

Pussy-cat and Robin Redbreast, 1, 33 

Pussy-cat and the owl, 1, 158 

Pussy cat, pussy cat (song), 4, 211; how to play, 4, 
168 

Pussy-cat, where have you been? 1, 42 

Pussy chains, 6, 88 

Pussy sits beside the fire, 1, 43 

Pussy willows: things to make. of, 6, 131 

Pussy’s in the well, 1, 30 

Pussy’s wheels, 1, 297 

Put three pigs (trick), 7, 312 


Put your right hand in, 4, 267 

Putnam, Israel (1718-1790), American General of 
the Revolution: story of, 9, 123 

Putting the fingers to sleep (finger play), 1, 13 

Puzzles, All sorts of, 7, 287; answers to, 299 

Puzzles, Crossword, 6, 185; answers to, 197 

Puzzles, Illustrated, 7, 273, 284, 305; answers to. 
279; What’s wrong? 6, 173; answers to, 183 

Pyramids (marble game): how to play, 7, 248 

Pyramids and Tumbling for beginners, 7, 365 

Pyramids of Egypt: description of, 4, 356; 8, 16 


Q 


Quagga: rhyme about, 2, 15 

Quail (bob white) : description of, 7, 23 

Quaker City: see Philadelphia 

Quakers: who they were, 9, 185 

Quawk (night heron): description of, 7, 21 

Quebec, Canada: founded by Champlain (1608), 8, 
204; captured by the British, 9, 173 

Queen, Snow, 3, 129 

Queen, The summer, 7, 159 

Queen, The winter, 7, 165 

Queen and the page, 2, 212 

Queen bee, The, 7, 197 

Queen Dido: see Dido 

Queen Clotilda and King Clovis, 9, 89 

Queen Elizabeth: see Elizabeth 

Queen Guenever: see Guenever 

Queen Isabella: see Isabella 

Queen Mab, 1, 74 

Queen of Hearts, 1, 47 

Queen of skaters: story of the goose girl who became, 
5, 202 

Queen of spring, The, 7, 149 

Queen of the Amazons: see Hippolyta 

Queen of the fall, The, 7, 163 

Queen of the warrior women: see Hippolyta 

Queene, Fairie: in Una and the Lion, 5, 122 

Queenstown Heights, Canada: battle of (1812), 9, 
338 

Queries, Old Testament, 7, 333 

Questions from the Bible, 7, 332 

Questions, Twenty (game), 7, 261 

Quicksilver: as a poison: 7, 109; uses of, 109; see 
also Mercury 

Quilting party, The, 4, 314 

Quilts (futons), used as beds in Japan, 8, 100 

Quincy, Josiah (1744-1775), an American lawyer and 
patriot: patriotic speech of, 9, 121 

Quixada (Don Quixote), 5, 99 

Quoits: how to make and play, 6, 116 

Quotations, Capping (from the Bible), 7, 333 


R 


Rabbit: how to draw, 6, 13; how to make a shadow 
picture of, 168; how to model in white soap, 77; 
how to saw from wood, 300; how to tear out of 
paper, 89; stencil of, 149, 150 
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Rabbit, Br’er, and his neighbors, 1, 353; goes fish- 
ing, 357 

Rabbit, Peter (crossword puzzle), 6, 193 

Rabbits (picture puzzle), 7, 310 

Rabbits, Stories and fables about: rabbit and the 
hippopotamus, 1, 363; and the peas, 354; and the 
turtle and the owl, 300; Bunny at the dinner party, 
384; ten little rabbits, 130; the juggerjook, 288 

Rabbits, Wild: a talk about, 7, 176; in Australia, 
8, 160 

Race of years, The (puzzle), 7, 291 

Races: garden obstacle, 7, 252; peg-gathering, 243; 
three-legged, 243; wheelbarrow, 241 

Races and games: rhymes for starting and counting- 
ant, 7h PAY lc, Plate: 

Radisson, Pierre Esprit, Canadian hero: story of, 
9, 325 

Raffia work for young people, 6, 205, 272 

Ragged Robin, 3, 162 

Rain: facts about, 7, 96, 191 

Rain, Before the, 5, 333 

Rain Forest, The (Africa), 7, 212 

Rain in summer, 5, 340 

Rain, rain, go away, 7, 257 

Rainbow, Colors of, 6, 39 

Rainbow, The, 4, 22 

Rainbow Arch or Bridge, Utah: description of, 7, 218 

Rainbow at night, 2, 202 

Rainbow signs, 2, 202 

Rainbow-land, In, 7, 211 

Ragu, P. V. RAMASWAMI 
from India, 3, 388 

Raleigh, Sir Walter (1552-1618). English navigator, 
author, courtier, and commander: boyhood of, 4, 
18; favorite of Queen Elizabeth, 9, 294; story of, 
4, 335; 9, 296 

Ratpu, JuLtian: A pig that nearly caused a war, 9, 
142 

Rameses the Great: tomb of, 8, 155 

Ranch, Elk: story of, 4, 345 

Ranches, Cattle and sheep: on plateaus, 7, 219 

Ranp, THEroporE Harpine: The whitethroat, 5, 335 

Ranps, WittiaAmM Bricuty: Lullaby, 2, 190; The 
peddler’s caravan, 198; The wonderful world, 193 

Rane, soldier of Norway, 8, 372 

RapHAEL (Raffaelo Sanzio): Joanna of Aragon, 4, 
126; Madonna of the chair, The, 16 

Raphael (Raffaelo Sanzio) (1483-1520) : 
painter: boyhood of, 9, 38 

Rapunzel, 3, 23 

Rats, Stories and fables about: country rat and town 
rat, 3, 387; rat, the raven, and the tortoise, 262; 
turtle and ungrateful rat, 1, 387; The Pied Piper, 
5, 36; see also Mouse 

Rattle, Watchman’s: how to make of wood, 6, 319 

Rattlesnake skin: and arrows, Indian challenge, 8, 
192 

Ravens: as navigation guides, 8, 168; 9, 166 

Ravens, Stories and fables about: raven and the fox, 
3, 381; Raven and the prince, 247; Raven and the 
rat, and the tortoise, 262; Raven and the swan, 370 


(adaptation): Fables 


Italian 


Read, George (1733-1798), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Reap, THoMAS BucHANAN: Sheridian’s ride, 5, 313 

Reader for little folks, 2, 57 ‘ 

Reacir, F. P.: Water-wheels, 6, 312; Work-bench, 
296 

Real little boy blue, A, 1, 214 

Reap the flax (dance and song), 7, 343 

Reaper (machine) : how to use, 7, 160 

Rebecea, 1, 199 

Rebus, 7, 273 

Recessional, The, 5, 315 

Recipes, cooking: see Mother’s cooking school 

Red coats: see Northwest mounted police 

Red Cross Knight, The (St. George), 8, 123 

Red deer: description of, 7, 6 

Red fox: description of, 7, 5 

Red hen, Little, and the fox, 1, 207 

Red hen, Little, and the grain of wheat, 2, 53 

Red Jacket and the robins, 3, 170 

Red Knight: character in “Prince Gareth,” 5, 34 

Red people: see Indians, American 

Red Riding-hood, Little, 1, 200 

Red snow: description of, 7, 222 

Redbreast, Little Robin (finger play), 1, 10 

Redbreast, Little robin (song), 4, 229 

Red-faced monkey: description of, 7, 12 

Red-headed woodpecker: description of, 7, 31 

Redwald, King of the East Angles, in battle with 
Ethelfrith (617 a.p.),.8, 366 

Reep, W. 8.: Early and late, 1, 284 

Reed and the oak, 3, 392 

Reed bird: description of, 7, 33 

Reeds: how to make baskets of, 6, 280, 281 

Reformation, The English, 4, 366 

Reflections, Artistic (game), 7, 269 

Regatta on the Grand Canal, Venice, A, 4, 336 

Rep, Rogert: The Boston tea party, 9, 121 

Reindeer: story of, 7, 48; how hunted by cave men, 
83; its use in the north, 8, 66 

REINECKE, CARL (German composer): Doll’s cradle- 
song, 4, 232 

Relay, All-up (game): how to play, 7, 252 

Religious Procession, Westminster Abbey, 4, 100 

REMBRANDT, HARMENSZOON VAN RigN (1606-1669) : 
The cloth merchants, 4, 27 

Removal, The great (Arabian), 8, 38 

Renour, Emig: The helping hand, 4, 33 

Respiration: affected by exercise, 7, 352 

Reveler’s Hall (Mammoth Cave), 7, 216 

Revelry, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Revere, Paul (1735-1818), American engraver and 
patriot: his ride, 5, 309 

Reversible words (puzzle), 7, 277 

Revolution, The American: cause of, 9, 121, 200; 
France sends ships and soldiers, 9, 214; first blood 
shed, 5, 309; 9, 212; Declaration of Independence 
written by Jefferson, 9, 223; Declaration signed, 
187; Israel Putnam, 123; Lafayette, 215; Molly 
Pitcher, 136; origin of our flag, 149; Patrick 
Henry, 174; Paul Jones, 219; Privations at Valley 


GENERAL INDEX lix 


Revolution, The American (cont’d) 
Forge, 202; story of Lydia Darragh, 133; story of 
Nathan Hale, 132; the search for Ralph Izzard, 
126; surrender of Cornwallis, 202 

Revolution, The French: Lafayette’s part, 9, 218; 
Rouget de Lisle writes La Marseillaise, 4, 328 

Revolution, The Silverton, 2, 171 

REYNOLDS, Str JosHua: Angels’ heads, 4, 86; The 
strawberry girl, 58 

Rhadamanthus, a judge in Hades, 8, 263 

Rhine River: description of, 7, 205 

Rhinoceros: description of, 7, 9, 49; rhyme about, 2, 
15 

RHOADES, CHARLES Emery: My Daddy, 5, 318 

Rhode Island, State of: named, 9, 168; signers of 
the Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Rhodes, Cecil: grave of, 7, 212 

RuHoMBERG, Hanno: Children and Puppies, 4, 122 

Rhyme, A story in, 7, 290 

Rhyme of the two little Browns, The, 1, 231 

Rhymenhild, Princess: and Childe Horne, 8, 279 

Rhymes concerning Mother, 1, 253 ~ 

Rhymes for starting races and games, 7, 247, 258 

Rhymes used by many children in many lands, 7, 257 

Rhyming blanks (puzzle), 7, 291 

Rhyming words picture puzzles, 7, 306. 307, 308, 
309, -311, 313, 316, 319, 321, 322 

Rice, Boiled: recipe for, 6, 218 

Rice, My Lord Bag of, 3, 266 

Rice, Steamed: recipe for, 6, 219 

Rice bird: description of, 7, 33 

Rice muffins: recipe for, 6, 221 

Rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief, 7, 258 

Richard (1) Coeur de Lion (1157-1199), King of 
England, 1189-1199: imprisoned in Austria, 3, 360, 
7, 206; story of, 8, 381; troubadour, 380 

Richard II (1366-1400), King of England, 1377- 
1399: marries Isabel of France, 9, 109; deposed, 
111 

Richard III (1452-1485), King of England, 1483- 
1485) : usurps throne, 9, 80 

Richard, Prince: imprisoned in the tower with his 
brother, Edward V of England, 4, 68 

Richard the lion-hearted: see Richard (I) Coeur de 
Lion 

Ricuarps, Laura E.: Coming from the fair, 5, 369; 
Naming the Fingers, 1, 8; The coming of the King, 
2, 206; The difference, 176; The little Dutchess, 
eer 

Riches, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Riddles, 7, 281, 305; answers to, 299; Chinese, 8, 
137 

Ride, Paul Revere’s, 5, 309 

Ride, Sheridan’s, 5, 313 

Ride a cock-horse to Banbury-cross, 1, 22 

Ride a cock-horse to Charing Cross, 1, 21 

Ride a cock-horse to Shrewsbury Cross, 1, 21 

Ride away, ride away (knee play), 1, 21 

Rider on the white horse, The, 4, 111 2 

Riding songs for father’s knee, 1, 19 

IX-—28 


Ritry, JAMES Wauitcoms: A boy’s mother, 1, 253; 
An old sweetheart of mine, 5, 362; Little orphant 
Annie, 1, 181; The man in the moon, 174; When 
the frost is on the punkin, 5, 342 

Ring (trick), 7, 320 

Ring, Hunt the (game), 7, 260 

Ring, King: and Frithiof, 8, 299 

Ring, Merrily form a (song), 4, 268 

Ring, Magic arm: of Frithiof, the Viking, 8, 297 

Ring and the rose, The, 5, 250 

Ring o’ roses: how to play, 7, 250 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 5, 349 

Ring ‘shooter (marble game): how to play, 7, 249 

Ring the bell (finger play), 1, 7 

Ring the nail: how to make and play, 7, 272 

Ring-a-peg: how to make a, 6, 121 

Ring-a-ring-a-roses, 1, 25 

Ring-toss (game): how to play, 7, 265 

Rip saw: description of, 6, 287 

Rip van Winkle, 5, 182 

River, The King of the Golden, 5, 64 

River of Doubt, South America: explored by Roose- 
velt, 9, 280 

River holiday in India, the, 8, 143 

River Land, The cities of the, 8, 152 

Rivers, Great: description of, 7, 200 

Rivers, Ice, 7, 94 

Rivers, The work of, 7, 101 

Rivers, Underground (Mammoth Cave), 7, 216 

Road to fairy land, 3, 2 

Roanoke, Virginia: Raleigh’s colony at, 9, 297 

Roast pig, a dissertation upon, 5, 118 

Robber plants: description and habits of, 7, 144 

RopsiA, ANDREA DELLA: Madonna and baby Jesus, 
4, 158; The adoration of the Child Jesus, 158 

Robbia, Luca della: inventor of ‘terra cotta” or 
“Robbia ware,” 4, 158 

Robert (I) Bruce (1274-1329), King of Scotland, 
1306-1329: story of, 8, 387; 9, 310; and the 
spider, 4, 351; heart of, 9, 310 

Robert Barns (foot play), 1, 8 

Robert of Huntingdon: father of Robin Hood, 8, 283 

Robert of Lincoln, 5, 335 

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane, 5, 384 

RoBerts, SARAH: The voice of the grass, 5, 334 

RoperTson, W. GRAHAME: The gentle dark, 1, 70 

Roberval, Marguerite de: exile and rescue of, 9, 322 

Robin: description of, 7, 45; fed by John Burroughs, 
4, 349 

Robin, Baby: at the dinner party, 1, 384 

Robin, Ragged, 3, 162 

Robin, The round (verse), 7, 51 

Robin, Wild, 3, 253 

Robin and Richard, 1, 45 

Robin Hood, English outlaw: story of, 8, 282, 295; 
in A Song of Sherwood, 5, 304 

Robin Redbreast: story of an Indian boy, 3, 275 

Robin Redbreast, Little (finger play), 1, 10 

Robin redbreast sat upon a tree, 1, 33; 4, 229 

Robin’s Christmas song, Wee, 1, 322 

Robins, Red Jacket and the, 3, 170 
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Robins, The two, 2, 78 

Robinson Crusoe, 5, 91 

Ropinson, V. Hearn: From far and wide did the 
Greek hosts gather, 8, 353 

Roche, Marquis de la (d.ca. 
Brittany: attempts to colonize 
Canada, 9, 315 

Rock-a-bye, baby, your cradle is green, 1, 72 

Rocking-horse, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 196 

Rodney, Cesar (1728-1784), lawyer and major gen- 
eral in Revolutionary War: signs Declaration of 
Independence, 9, 188 

Roland (8th Century a.p.), French hero: story of 
8, 319, 274 

Rolfe, John: marries Pocahontas, 8, 188 

Roll, backward (exercise) : how to do, 7, 359, 367 

Roll, barrel (exercise): how to do, 7, 367 

Roll, double exercise: how to do, 7, 363 

Roll, forward (exercise): how to do, 7, 367 

Rolled oats: recipe for, 6, 218 

Roman girl at the fountain, 4, 2 

Romance, 2, 192 

Romance of the swan’s nest, The, 5, 121 

Rome and Roman Empire: A%quians pass under the 
yoke of, 8, 272; Cato, the younger, the “glory” of, 
365; how Cincinnatus saved, 271; Constantine, 
Christian emperor of (306-337 A.p.), 376; decide 
to aid Alexius against the Turks (1095 a.p.), 377; 
defeat Queen Bodiacea, 4, 326; Gracchus defies the 
Senate, 8, 271; the great Coliseum of ancient, 26; 
myths concerning, 3, 291; Peter the Hermit 
preaches in, 8, 377; ruins of ancient, 26; treatment 
of early Britons, 4, 326; wrestling in ancient, 8, 
26 

Romney, Grorce: At the spinet, 4, 56 

Ronner, HENRIETTA: How Comical, 4, 9 

Roof, The lazy, 5, 377 

Roof of the world, 8, 169 

Rook and the lark, 1, 179 

Room for a soldier! lay him in clover, 5, 323 

Roosevelt, Theodore (1858-1919), American states- 
man and twenty-sixth president of the United 
States: story of, 9, 274; tribute to, 283; advice to 
his son, 7, 238; explores River of Doubt, 9, 280 

Rooster: how to make a shadow picture of, 6, 169; 
how to draw, 21; stencil of, 148 

Roots, plant: a talk on, 7, 119 

Rope, Climbing: how to prepare and arrange, 7, 347; 
what to do with a, 370 

Rope, Swinging: how to arrange, 7, 348 

Rose, There’s nothing like the, 2, 197 

Rose, Wild: how to draw, 6, 28 

Rose and the ring, The, 5, 250 

Rose Red and Snow White, 3, 25 

Roses are red, 7, 258 

Rose-bud, Little (song), 4, 209 

Rosebush, Doll under the, 3, 220 

Roses, Attar of: where made, 8, 10 

Ross, Betsy (Elizabeth), American patriot: makes 
first American flag, 9, 150 


1604), nobleman of 
Sable Island, 


Ross, John (1730-1779), lawyer: signs Declaration 
of Independence, 9, 192 

Ross, Sir James Clark (1800-1862), Antarctic ex- 
plorer: explorations of, 8, 213 

Rossetti, CHRISTINA G.: Goblin market, 5, 120; 
There’s nothing like the rose, 2, 197 

Rossetti, DANTE GABRIEL: The loving cup, 4, 106 

Rosy-cheeks and her sandals, 8, 156 

RoTHERMILL, P. F.: Drafting the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 189 

Rotomahana: natural springs of, 8, 24 

Rough Riders, The: in the Spanish-American war, 9, 
278 

Round de meadows am a-ringing, 4, 318 

Round robin, The (verse), 7, 51 

Round rugs: how to weave, 6, 101 

Round table of King Arthur, The, 4, 100; 5, 287 

Round the world to-day, 8, 165 ‘ 

Round the world with Drake, 8, 181 

Roundheads: a political party of England in Crom- 
well’s time, 9, 304 

Rousseau, J. J. (French composer) : Hush, my babe, 
4, 186 

Rover, and Ned and Jack, 1, 140 

Rowboat (exercise) : how to do, 7, 366 

Royal family, A, 9, 93 

Royal northwest mounted police: story of, 9, 355 

Rozinante, famous steed of Don Quixote, 5, 99 

Rub-a-dub-dub, 1, 45 

Rubber band (trick), 7, 314 

RvuBENS, PETER PAuL: Rubens’s two sons, 4, 50 

Rudolph: killed by Godfrey of Bouillon, 8, 378 

Ruffed grouse: description of, 7, 23 

Ruffs, Some girls who wore, 9, 93 

Rugs: of Persia, 8, 162 

Rugs, Round: how to weave, 6, 101 

Ruksh, marvelous horse of Rustam, 8, 345 

Rule, The golden, 1, 163 ‘ 

Rulers, Mighty: stories of, 9, 289 

Rules for conversation, Some simple, 7, 240 

Rumpelstiltskin, 3, 21 

Running Rabbit, Little Indian, 8, 88 

Running stitch: how to make, 6, 233 

Running the ladder (game) : how to play, 7, 253 

Running the tight rope, 7, 254 

Running wheel (toy) : how to make of wood, 6, 309 

Rush, Benjamin (1745-1813), physician and writer: 
signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

Ruskin, Jonn: The King of the Golden River, 5, 64 

Russian bear cubs: description of, 7, 4 

Russian doll: how to dress, 6, 104 

Rustam and Sohrab, 8, 345 

Rutledge, Edward (1749-1800), American statesman 
and patriot: signs the Declaration of Independence, 
9, 187 

Ryefield, Three goats in the, 1, 107 


\ Ss 


Sable Island, Canada: attempts to colonize, 9, 315 
Sacajawea, Indian guide: story of, 9, 242 
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Sachets: how to make, 6, 261 

Sack, doll’s: how to make, 6, 250 

Sacred oak, The: and the Roman ambassadors, 8, 
271 

Saga, A: of primitive America, 5, 76 

Sagas, Norwegian: origin of, 8, 303 

Sahara Desert, The: description of, 7, 219 

Said the first little chick, 2, 176 

Said the raggedy man on a hot afternoon, 1, 174 

Said the table to the chair, 1, 164 

Said the wind to the moon, 1, 170 

Said this little fairy, 1, 12 

Sailboat (crossword puzzle), 6, 190 

Sailboat: how to make, 6, 99 

Sailing, Hiawatha’s, 5, 329 

Sailor, Sindbad the, 5, 21 

Saint, A great: boyhood of, 8, 368 

St. Barbara, 4, 88 

St. Bernard dog: painting of, by Landseer, 4, 24 

St. Christopher: story of how he received his naine, 
3, 344 

Saint Cuthbert: story of, 8, 368 

St. Elizabeth: legend of, 4, 105 

St. Francis: and the birds, 3, 336; and the wolf at 
Gubbio, 3, 335 

St. Gaudens’s statue of Lincoln, 4, 347 

St. George (Red Cross Knight), 8, 222 

Saint Helena: story of, 8, 376 

St. Ives, Riddle of, 7, 281 

St. James: see Santiago 

Saint Joan: see Joan of Arc 

St. John: Raphael’s painting of, 4, 16 

St. Lawrence River: discovery of, 8, 203; 9, 318 

Saint Lazarus: legend of Rodrigo de Bivar and, 8, 
329 

St. Mark’s Cathedral and Square, Venice, 4, 337, 8, 
29 

St. Nicholas: a visit from, 2, 200; story of, 3, 338 

St. Nicholas, Jolly old (song), 4, 263 

Saint Olaf, 8, 373 

Saints, The: legends of, 3, 335 

Saki, Egyptian water-wheel (picture), 8, 154 

Salmon: Scandinavian legend about, 3, 333 

Saladin (1138-1193), Sultan of Egypt and Syria: 
crusades against, 9, 74; his generosity to his 
Christian foe, 8, 383 

Salmon loaf: recipe for, 6, 226 

Salmoneus, the mad, in Hades: story of, 8, 264 

Salt, Lake of: in Persia, 8, 162 

Salt, The ass with the, 3, 370 

Salt, Why the sea became, 3, 232 

Salt and string: experiment with, 7, 233 

Salt ready for shipment, Australian (photograph), 
8, 150 

Sam McGee, The cremation of, 5, 378 

Sambo, Story of little black, 2, 81 

Samoa: home life in, 8, 21, 22; house in, 4, 49 

Samothrace, Winged victory of: story of, 4, 150 

Samplers: A girl’s lost art, 6, 267 

San Blas Island, Panama (photographs), 8, 84 


San Juan, Island of, Washington: contest over, 9, 
142 

San Salvador: landing on, by Columbus, 4, 339 

Sancho Panza: character in Don Quixote, 5, 101 

Sand, Boxes and: in gymnasium, 7, 340 

Sand fairy, The, 1, 238 

Sandal, Jason’s: story of, 8, 242 

Sandhill crane: description of, 7, 21 

Sandman, The (song), 4, 178 

Sandman, The (Vandergrift) (verse), 1, 73 

Sandpiper, The, 7, 57 

Sandpiper, Spotted: description of, 7, 23 

Santa Claus, a snow-bound, 2, 356; and Mother 
Goose, 1, 56; and the empty stocking, 1, 271; and 
the old woman who lived in a shoe, 1, 49; see also 
St. Nicholas 

Santa Claus land: the visit to, 1, 152 

Santa’s surprise party, 1, 268 

“Santa Maria,” flagship of Columbus: description of, 
Se lal 

Santa Maria de Rabida monastery, 4, 338 

Santiago (St. James): legend about, 8, 329 

Saracens: Charlemagne wars with the, 8, 319 

Sarah, The (Armenian) doll: how to make costume 
for, 6, 103 

Sarcent, JonN SrnceR: Carnation lily, lily rose, 4, 
14 

Sargon, the gardener king, 8, 152 

Sarpedon, Trojan warrior, at the fall of Troy, 8, 360 

“Sartor Resartus,’ Carlyle’s masterpiece, 4, 125 

Sassonan Dam, The: inundating Phile, 4, 354 

Satyrs in Greek mythology, 3, 313 

Sauce, Brown: recipe for, 6, 226 

Sauce, Hard: recipe for, 6, 221 

Sauce, Marshmallow: recipe for, 6, 227 

Sauce, White: recipe for, 6, 217 

Saved, 4, 24 

Saws: different kinds, 6, 287; how to sharpen, 6, 293 

Saxon cradle song, 4, 184 

Sayings, Wise: for little people, 2, 202 

Scanderbeg (real name, George Castriot) 
1468), Albanian hero: story of, 9, 310 

Scandinavia: myths of, 3, 315; stories from, 187 

Scar face: an Indian story, 3, 288 

Seare crow, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 189 

Scarlet tanager: description of, 7, 37 

Schamyl (1798-1871), hero of the Caucasus: story 
of, 9, 312 

Schehera-zade: character in “The Arabian Nights,” 
5, 8 

ScuENcK, August F. A.: Lost, 4, 21 

Scumipt, A. M. R. (American composer) : 
store, 4, 244 

Scholar, The great, 2, 305 

School, Frogs at, 2, 71 

School, Mother’s cooking, 6, 213 

School, This is the way I go to, 2, 52 

ScHootcraFrtT, H. R. (version): Hiawatha, 3, 276 

Schooldays, In, 5, 353 

School gifts, Dorothea’s, 2, 167 


(1403- 


Playing 
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Schools: in India, 8, 124; in Italy, 125; in Japan, 
101; in many countries, 66; in Palestine, 118; in 
Persia, 106; in the land of the Pharaohs, 155; 
physical training in, 7, 351 

School-time wish, A, 2, 92 

Schottische, Highland (dance), 4, 304 

ScHuBert, Franz: Cradle Song, 4, 177 

Scissors hold, The body (wrestling) : 
395 

Scissors shield: how to make, 6, 263 

Scone, coronation place of Scotland, 8, 387 

Scooter: how to make, 6, 326 

Scotch fairy tale, 3, 253 

Seotch Rebellion: William Wallace leads the, 8, 386 

Seotch tale, 3, 247 

Scotland: freed by Bruce, at Bannockburn, 8, 390; 
story of Bonnie Prince Charlie, 391; William 
Wallace and Robert Bruce, 9, 310 

Scorr, Str; Water: Allen-a-Dale, 8, 295; O Hush 
thee, my baby, 4, 182 

Scott, Winfield (1786-1866), American army officer: 
in United States boundary dispute, 9, 149 

Serambled eggs: recipe for, 6, 224 

Serap-books: how to make, 6, 109 

Scrap-books, transformation: how to make, 6, 130 

Serapefoot, 1, 374 

Screech owl: description of, 7, 29 

Screen, Witches’ (game), 7, 236 

Screw: as a mechanical power, 6, 376 

Serews: description of and how to use, 6, 292 

Seribe, A public: in North Africa, 4, 355 

Scripture alphabet games, 7, 331, 332; answers to, 
332 

Serooge: character in A Christmas Carol, 5, 190 

Seulptor, Boyhood of a (Michelangelo), 9, 50 

Sculpture, 4, 149 

Sculpture, Soap: how to model, 6, 76 

Seyla, mythical sea-monster: Odysseus encounters, 
8, 236 

Sea: why it became salt, 3, 232 

Sea, Greek god of the, 3, 308 

Sea dogs of Queen Elizabeth, 4, 335 

Sea fever (verse), 5, 328 

Sea swallow: description of, 7, 17 

Sea wolves: see Vikings 

Sea-gulls: see Gulls 

Sea-rovers: see Vikings 

Sea-shell, Boy and the, 2, 73 

Sea-fight of the Jomsvikings, The, 8, 305 

Seal: description of, 7, 9; how to model in white 
soap, 6, 78 

Sea-lion: description of, 7, 9 

Seal-skin: how prepared for use, 8, 96 

Seam, Fell: how to make, 6, 247 

Seam, French: directions for, 6, 235 

Seam, Hemmed fell: how to make, 6, 245 

Seam, Plain: directions for, 6, 235 

seams, basting, 6, 233 

Seams and stitches, 6, 233 

Search for Ralph Izard, The, 9, 127 

SEARS, EpMunp Hamitton: The Angels’ Song, 5, 348 


how to do, 7, 
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Seasons, A song of, 5, 337 

Seasons: “rainy” and “dry,” in India, 8, 123 
Seasons: storiés of the, 7, 147 

Secord, Laura, Canadian heroine: story of, 9, 341 
Secret, Maggie’s very own, 1, 86 

Secret of the Nile, The, 8, 153 

SEDGEWICK, CHARLOTTE: Judy’s idea, 2, 364 
See my dogs, 2, 26 

See my little garden, 1, 15 

See the bird up in the tree, 2, 45 

See the blue bird, 2, 44 

See the kitten, 1, 70 

See the little mousie, 1, 12 

See the mother cat, 2, 30 


‘See the sheep, 2, 33 


See the soldiers, here they come, 4, 216 

Seeds: a talk about, 7, 137; experiments with, 7, 
234; stringing, 6, 98; see also Plants and Trees 

Seein’ things, 5, 372 

See-saw: how to make, 7, 339, 348 

See-saw! let us play, 4, 215 

See-saw exercise, The: how to perform, 7, 358 

See-saw, Margery Daw, 1, 42 

See-saw, sacaradown, 1, 26 

Seine River (lrance) : description of, 8, 166; paint- 
ing of, 4, 144, 147 

Self-defense: exercises for training in, 7, 387 

Self-directed work and play, 6, 109 

Selfish giant, The, 3, 244 

Selfish sparrow and the houseless crows, 3, 262 

Senecas, Little people of the, 2, 128 

Sergeant, The (game): how to play, 7, 246 

Serpent, Animated (toy): how to make, 7, 271 

Serpents, Stories about: Apples of Idun, 3, 327; 
Hercules, 8, 259; The Argonauts, 241 

Servant, The four-dollar, 2, 132 

SERVICE, Rosert W.: Clancy of the mounted police, 
5, 357; Little moccasins, 353; The cremation of 
Sam McGee, 378 

Srroun, GaprieL: Jack Frost, 2, 199; Romance, 192 

Srroun, THomas: The music of happiness, 2, 178 

Setting-up exercises, Our, 7, 342 

Seven times one, 2, 175 

Seven Wonders of the World: temple of Diana one 
of the, 3, 310 

Seven nuts (riddle), 7, 291 

Seventeen matches (trick), 7, 314 

Seville (Spain), 8, 176 

SEWALL, ANNA: Black Beauty, 3, 198 

Sewing: see Little Mother’s work basket 

Sewing-basket: how to make, 6, 270 

Sextus, Roman prince: curses Horatius, 5, 111 

Shacabac, the barber’s sixth brother, 5, 26 

Shackleton, Sir Ernest Henry (1874-1924), British 
Naval officer: polar explorations of, 8, 213 

Shadoofs, Egyptian, 8, 14 

Shadow, My, 1, 187 

Shadow, The ass and his, 3, 372 

Shadow and sunshine, 7, 190 

Shadow pictures: how to make, 6, 163 

Shadow tag: how to play, 7, 251 
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Shadows (game) 7, 261 

Shadows on the wall: how to make, 6, 145 

Shaftoe, Bobby, 1, 30 

SHAKESPEARE, WILLIAM: Hark, hark, the lark, 1, 
185; Jog on, jog on, 2, 202; Under- the greenwood 
tree, 5, 332 

Shakespeare, William (1564-1616), English poet, 
player and playwright: his works admired by 
Queen Elizabeth, 9, 294; story of, 4, 331 

Shall I, Oh! shall I, 1, 8 

SHAw, Frora L.: Castle Blair, 5, 280 

Shay, The one-hoss, 5, 372 

Sheep, The lost (verse), 5, 347 

Sheep, The lost (painting), 4, 21 

Sheep, Bighorn: description of, 7, 11 

Sheep, stories and fables about: Baa, baa (verse), 
1, 26; little Bo-peep and her sheep, 32; little girl 
and her sheep, 2, 33; sheep and pig who set up 
housekeeping, 3, 215; story of Muffles, 1, 349; 
wolf in sheep’s clothing, 3, 382 

Sheep-raising: in Australia, 8, 160; in New Zea- 
land, 23; on plateaus, 7, 219 

Sheets, Dolls’: how to make, 6, 239: 

SHELLEY, Percy ByssHeE: The cloud, 5, 331 

Shell, Children of the, 4, 43 

Shells: stringing, 6, 98 

Shepherd and his flock, 4, 20 

Shepherd boy and-the wolf, 3, 366 

Shepherdess, A, 4, 139, 146 

Shepherds, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Sheridan’s Ride, 5, 313 

Sheriff of Nottingham: story of Robin Hood and 
the, 8, 286 

Sherman, Roger (1721-1793), shoemaker and lawyer: 
signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

SuHERWwoop, Sytyra: Samplers: a girl’s lost art, 6, 
267 

Sherwood, A song of, 5, 304 

Sherwood Forest (England): home of Robin Hood 
and his band, 8, 283 

Sherwood in the twilight, 5, 304 

Shield: Athene mirrors Medusa on her, 8, 222 

Suinn, Cops: Drawing made easy, 6, 1 

Ship, Pirate (crossword puzzle), 6, 19% 

Ship, The flying, 3, 109 

Ship built upon the stairs, 1, 173 

Ship of state, The, 5, 311 

Ship of the desert, The, 8, 66 

Ships, I saw three, 1, 164 

Shiraz (Persia): city famous in Arabian Nights 
stories, 5, 20; the poets’ city, 8, 162 

Suirtey, Epwarp: Hugh in India, 8, 122; Rustam 
and Sohrab, 345; Tell us a tale, 1, 185 

Shirt, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 243 

Shirt, The poisoned: Hercules and, 8, 265 

Shoe, Buckle my, 1, 136 

Shoe scraper: how to make, 6, 208 

Shoe the old horse (foot play), 1, 14 

Shoemaker, The fairy, 3, 89 

Shoemaker and the little elves, The, 1, 207 

Shoemakers’ dance, 4, 294 
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Shoes, Goody Two, 2, 143 

Shoes, Timothy’s, 2, 150 

Shop, The toyman’s (song), 4, 246 

Shopping: in Cairo, 8, 13; in India, 8, 144; in 
many countries, 8, 77; in Persia, 8, 11, 107 

Suorter, Dora Sicerson: The piper on the hill, 
2, 198 

Shoshone Falis (Idaho): magnificence of, 7, 210 

Shovelboard, or shuffleboard (game): how to make, 
Fh VAG 

Show, The fine good, 1, 304 

Show-card for a hardware store, A: how to make, 
6, 74 

Shrew: description of, 7, 62 

Shuffleboard, or shovelboard: a game on a, 7, 272 

Shuttlecock: Chinese game of the, 8, 136 

Shutters of paper, Japanese windows, 8, 100 

Shy bird of the silver arrows of song, 5, 335 

Sicily, King Robert of, 5, 384 

Sideward balance, The: how to do, 7, 364 

Sidney, Sir Philip (ca. 1554-1586), English poet, 
statesman and soldier: a sketch of, 8, 395 

Sidon, Syria: as ancient seaport, 8, 156 

Siegfried, Norse hero: story of, 8, 308 

Sieve: legend of the water and the, 8, 264 

Signers of the Declaration of Independence, 9, 187 

Sigvald, Earl: fights with Hakon, 8, 305 

Silk, satin, calico, rags, 7, 258 

Silkworms: culture of, in Italy, 8, 127 

Sixt, Epwarp RowLanp: Them ez aims, hits, 2, 202 

Silver: a talk about, 7, 105; why it tarnishes, 7, 
107 

Silver skates: in story of Hans Brinker, 5, 212 

Silvercap, king of the frost fairies, 2, 149 

Silverton revolution, The, 2, 171 

Simple Simon: how to make of a parsnip, 6, 119 

Simple Simon met a pieman (picture), facing 1. 
33 

Sims, Roperr M.: Moses, 4, 150; The Delphic Sibyl, 
90 

Srnciai, Guapys Hyarr: Santa’s surprise party, 1, 
268 

Sindbad the sailor, 5, 21 

Sing a song of sixpence, 1, 11; 4, 193; how to play, 
4, 163 

Sing a song of springtime, 5, 337 

Singer, Girlhood of a (Jenny Lind), 9, 65 

Singers: see Troubadours 

Singing (song), 4, 236 

Singing games, 4, 287; instructions for the, 171- 
of Spanish children, 8, 117 

Singlestick: as an exercise, 7, 372 

Singular and plural (riddle), 7, 289 

Sir Cleges and his gift, 2, 375 

Sir Galahad: see Galahad 

Sir Gawaine: see Gawaine 

Sir Kay: see Kay 

Sir Launcelot: see Launcelot 

Sirens, sea-nymphs: sketch of, 3, 313; try to bewitck 
Odysseus, 8, 236; and Jason, 250; Orpheus out- 
sings the, 250 
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Sirius: the largest star, 7, 190 

Sister, Gifts for: how to make 6, 259 

Sister, Little Blind, 3, 117 

Sisters, The Three Gray (Greek mythology) : Perseus 
outwits, 8, 224 

Sistine Chapel: painters of the, 4, 130 

Sisyphus: the punishment of, 8, 264 

Sixpence: sing a song of (song), 4, 193 

Skating: in Norway, 8, 159 

Skating-rink (toy): how to make, 7, 233 

Skeeters am a hummin’ on de honeysuckle vine, 1, 
74 

Skies, Two, 5, 327 

Skipjack: how to make, 7, 272 

Skirts made from long grasses: how to make, 6, 136 

Skunks: why Jimmy Skunk wears stripes, 3, 394 

Sky, The: a talk about, 7, 188, 191 

Sleds and sledges as means of travel, 8, 63, 64, 73, 
76 

Sleep, Going to, 2, 176 

Sleep, Greek god of, 3, 312 

Sleep, Putting the fingers to, 1, 13 

Sleep, baby, sleep, 4, 184 

Sleep, baby, sleep! The mother sings, 5, 320 

Sleep, dolly, sleep, 4, 232 

Sleep, little pigeon, 1, 61 

Sleep, my treasure, 1, 63 

Sleep sweetly in your humble graves, 5, 322 

Sleeping beauty, The, 3, 56 

Sleeping-rooms in Japan, 8, 100; in Palestine, 121 

Sleepy, My fingers are so, 1, 13 

Sleepy fingers (finger plays), 1, 13, 45 

Sleepy Hollow, The legend of, 5, 95 

Sleepy-time songs and stories, 1, 59, 64; 4, 177 

Sleibootz, Baron: character in The Rose and the 
Ring, 5, 255 

Sliding-board: how to make, 7, 347 

Slings: Syrian boys skilled in use of, 8, 120 

Slough of Despond: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 140 

Sluggard, Little: story of, 2, 295 

Slumber songs: see Lullabies 

Small gray mouse, The, 1, 298 

SmitH, ALEXANDER: Mr. Carlyle’s appearance, 4, 125 

Smirn, C. H.: Midas, 3, 293; Pandora, 3; 291; 
Proserpina, 3, 297 

Smiru, Ciara: Jack in the pulpit, 2, 195 

Smitu, Etva §.: Hans Brinker, 5, 202; Jan of the 
windmill, 276 

SmitH, GreRTRUDE: The sleepy-time story, 1, 64 

Smith, James (1720-1806), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 190 

Smith, Captain John (1579-1631), English adven- 
turer: saved by Pocahontas, 8, 187 

Smitu, LurttA Witson: The dear old tree, 1, 266 

Snail and the tailors, 1, 44 

Snail: how to draw, 6, 16; how to make a shadow 
picture of, 169; Osage Indian legend about, 9, 241 

Snake and the frog, 3, 388 

Snake, Chinese (exercise): how to do, 7, 366 

Snake-charmers: in India, 8, 144 

Snakes: Medusa and her hair of, 8, 222 
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Snatch the bean bag (game): how to play, 7, 251 

Snow, Bonnte E.: An alphabet to be cut from 
paper, 6, 160; Color—Design—Drawing, 39; Self- 
directed work and play, 109; The wonderful uses 
of colored papers, 156 

Snow: how it comes, 1, 88; why it 13 white, 7, 94 

Snow, Christmas, 5, 319 

Snow, Red: description of, 7, 222 

Snow Baby, The: in Greenland, 8, 211 

Snow games: how to play, 7, 244 

Snow hut: description of, 8, 98 

Snow man, The (song), 4, 248; how to play, 169 

Snow queen, The, 3, 129 

Snow storm, gold-dust: how to make, 6, 390 

Snowbird: description of, 7, 35 

Snow-Bound, 5, 381 

Snow-bound, Santa Claus, A, 2, 356 

Snow-crystal cutting: from paper, 6, 96 

Snow-image, The, 2, 215 

Snow-shoes: travel by, 8, 65 

Snow-white and Rose-red, 3, 25 

Snow-white, Little, 3, 69 

So it is over, the long bright day, 1, 70 

Soap and pencil (trick), 7, 328 

Soap sculpture, how to model, 6, 76 

Social, A guessing, 7, 266 

Sohrab and Rustam: story of, 8, 345 

Soldier, The (song), 4, 240; how to play, 166 

Soldier, Hans, the old, 3, 223 

Soldier, The tin, 5, 308 

Soldier, The Toy: travels of, 2, 208 

Soldier boy, soldier boy, where are you going, 4, 
281; instructions for singing game, 174 

Soldier of America, A, 4, 154 

Soldier, soldier, will you marry me? (song), 4, 282; 
how to play, 170; instructions for singing game, 
174 

Soldiers marching (song), 4, 216 

Soldiers of the American Revolution, Story of: 
Hale, 9, 129; Izard, 127; Sergeant Molly Pitcher, 
136; Putnam, 123 

Solid alcohol: how to make, 6, 385 

Solids and liquid: experiments with, 7, 92 

Solomon Grundy, 1, 126 

Some early hunters, 7, 79 

Some fascinating experiments in chemistry, 6, 381 

Some geese (verse), 5, 377 

Some girls who wore ruffs, 9, 93 

Some have two (puzzle), 7, 325 

Something to find, 2, 40; to guess, 39 

Some water wonders, 7, 89 

Somnus, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 312 

Son, A miller and his, 3, 375 

Son, Her, (painting), 4, 156 

Son, To my, 5, 349 

Son of the Ocean (Yangtse-kiang River), 7, 206 

Song: on May morning, 5, 335 

Song, A wayfaring, 5, 351 

Song, Canadian camping, 5, 332 

Song, Elf, 2, 178 

Song, Evening, 4, 187 
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Song, French cradle, 4, 185 

Song, Saxon cradle, 4, 184 

Song, Spring, 2, 194 

Song, The angels’, 5, 348 

Song, The arrow and the, 5, 344 

Song of life, 1, 186 

Song of Roland, The, 8, 374 

Song of seasons, A, 5, 337 

Song of Sherwood, A, 5, 304 

Song of the brook, 5, 328 

Song of the Chattahoochee, 5, 327 

Song of the lark, The, 4, 134 

Song of the pear tree, 1, 114 

Song sparrow: description of, 7, 37 

Songs, Riding: for father’s knee, 1, 19 

Songs, How to play the good old, 4, 163 

Songs for group singing, 4, 305 

SorRoLta y Basripa, JoAQuIn (1863 ——): 
ing the boat, 4, 19 

Sorrow, Tales of joy and, 5, 353 

Sospiri Bridge, Venice, Italy (photograph), 8, 28 

Soup, Cream of tomato: recipe for, 6, 219 

South Africa: see Africa 

South America: sketch of, 8, 163; description of the 
Amazon River, 7, 203; 8, 163; description of 
Iguassu Falls, 7, 208; Sir Francis Drake sails 
through the Straits of Magellan (1578), 8, 182; 
sketch of the Incas of Peru, 177; story of Bolivar, 
9, 313 

South Carolina: the signers of the Declaration of 
Independence, 9, 187 

South Dakota, State of: purchased by the United 
States, 9, 226 

South Pole: discovered, 8, 213 

South Sea Islands: a banana plantation in the, 8, 
20 

SoutHEy, Roperr: The cataract of Lodore, 5, 336; 
The old man’s comforts and how he gained them, 
1, 189; The Cid, 8, 329 

Spacious firmament on high, The, 5, 338 

Spain: Beaching the boat at Valencia: painting by 
Soroila y Bastida, 4, 19; christenings in, 8, 42; 
Columbus aided by Isabella, 4, 338; 8, 171; de- 
feat of the “Invincible Armada,” 9, 295; Maids of 


Beach- 


Honor: painting by Velasquez, 4, 26; mercury 
mines in, 7, 109; the Cid, 8, 329; see also 
Spanish 


Spakenburg, Holland: delivering milk in (photo- 
graph), 8, 3 

Spanish boy: painting by Velasquez, 4, 65 

Spanish doll: how to dress, 6, 104 

Spanish flower-girl: Murillo’s painting of, 4, 49 

Spanish prince: painting by Velasquez, 4, 63, 92 

Spanish-American war: battle of Manila Bay, 9, 
272; the Rough Riders, 278 

Spanish explorers and conquerors: Cortez, 8, 179; 
De Soto, 183; Pizarro, 177 

Spanners (marble game) : how to play, 7, 249 

Sparrow, Chipping: description of, 7, 35 

Sparrow, English: description of, 7, 35 

Sparrow, Song: description of, 7, 37 


Sparrow, Mr. and Mrs. Spikky, 7, 53 

Sparrow and the houseless crows, 3, 262 

Sparrow hawk: description of, 7, 27 \ 

Sparrow on the tree, The, (song), 4, 255; how to 
play, 169 

Sparrow whose tongue was cut, 1, 370 

Sparta, Helen of: becomes Helen of Troy, 8, 353 

Spartans, The, 8, 351 

Spectacle polisher: how to make, 6, 265 

Spell of the Yukon, 7, 202 

Spellingtown, 7, 329 

Spenser, EpMunp: Una and the lion, 5, 122 

Spenser, Edmund (ca. 1552-1599), English poet: a 
sketch of, 5, 122 

Sphinx, Egyptian: Listening to the, 4, 
scription of, 8, 15, 16, 153 

Sphinx, Grecian: the riddle-maker, 7, 281 

Spider and the fly, 1, 326 

Spinachi, Lord: character in The Rose and the Ring, 
5, 260 

Spinet, At the, 4, 56 

SporrorD, HARRIET PRESCOTT: 
319 

Sponge cake: recipe for, 6, 224 

Spontaneous combustion: experiment in, 6, 388 

Spool building: directions for, 6, 134 

Spool knitting: directions for, 6, 133 

Spools: how to make dolls of, 6, 127; how to make 
toy fountain of, 144 

Spoon (trick), 7, 308 

Spoons (game): how to play, 7, 266 

Sports, Outdoor games and, 7, 241 

Spotted peach, The (crossword puzzle), 6, 186 

Spotted pig (crossword puzzle), 6, 188 

Spotted sandpiper: description of, 7, 23 

Spotting (painting): how to make pictures by, 6, 
36 

Spring: how it came, 7, 147; the fields in, 172: 
the woods in, 171; watching things grow in, 234 

Spring, (rhyme), 1, 237 

Spring, (painting), 4, 136 

Spring, The queen of, 7, 149 

Spring, The voice of, 1, 177, (Hemans), 182 

Spring comes hither, 2, 194 

Springboard: how to make, 7, 340 

Square, Try: how to use, 6, 294 

Squares and circles (finger play), 1, 5 

Squirrel: how to model in white soap, 6, 79; how 
to saw from wood, 300; stencil of, 149 

Squirrel, The mountain and the, 5, 343 

Squirrel and the corn, The (puzzle), 7, 291 

Squirrels: painting of, by Duerer, 4, 12 

Squirrels, Stories about: the dinner party, 1, 384; 
Friskytoes, 339; little gray squirrel, 2, 125; ten 
little squirrels (finger play), 1, 17 

Squirrels, Ten little (finger play), 1, 17 

Stables, Augean: Hercules cleans the, 8, 260 

Stag and the horse, 3, 366; at the pool, 364 

Stag, the Arcadian: Hercules captures, 8, 260 

Stains, Iodine: how to remove, 6, 390 

Stairs, I went up one pair of, 1, 44 


108; de- 


Christmas Snow, 5, 
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Stamp Act, a British measure of taxation imposed 
on the American colonies 1765: opposed by Patrick 
Henry, 9, 181 

Stamp collecting, 6, 354 

Stand! the ground’s your own, my braves!, 5, 311 

Standish, Myles or Miles (ca. 1584-1656), American 
colonist: story of, 8, 190; in Leyden, 9, 160; keeps 
order in Plymouth colony, 164 

SrapLes, Estuer H.: The dancing class, 2, 41 

Star, The: the child and, 2, 197; the girl and (song), 
4, 220 

Star light, star bright, 2, 36 

Star, Little: twinkle, twinkle (song), 2, 78; 4, 219 

Star, Christmas: how to make of paper, 6, 204 

Star, North: as a compass, 7, 189 

Star-spangled banner, The: written, 9, 151 

Starching: the art brought to England from France, 
9, 97 

Stars, The: lesson on, 7, 189 

Stars, Do you know how many, 2, 188 

Stars are tiny daisies high, The (song), 4, 249 

Starting with one board (gymnasium), 7, 339 

State, The Ship of, 5, 311 

Statesman, Boyhood of a (Benjamin Franklin), 9, 
26 

Stationery box, A transformed, 6, 53 

Statue (Christ): commemorating a peace pact, 8, 
163; see also Sculpture 


Statues, Advancing (game), 7, 252 
Staubbach Waterfall (Switzerland): description of, 
7, 208 


Stauffacher, Werner, Swiss patriot: in 
William Tell, 8, 337 

Steam, clouds, and rain: a talk about, 7, 96 

Steamboat and the locomotive, The, 2, 140 

Steamed rice: recipe for, 6, 219 

Steam-engine, invention of James Watt, 4, 350 

Steam-engines, miniature: how to make, 6, 334 

Srepman, EpmunpD CLARENCE: What the winds 
bring, 5, 341 

StrrepMan, Amy: A _ nurse’s girlhood (Florence 
Nightingale), 9, 6; Aladdin and the wonderful 
lamp, 5, 5; An inventor’s boyhood, 9, 10; St. 
Nicholas, 3, 338; The boyhood of a discoverer, 9, 
15; The boyhood of a French painter, 59; The 
boyhood of a President, 30; The boyhood of a 
patriot, 22; The boyhood of a sculptor, 50; The 
boyhood of a story-teller, 1; The boyhood of an 
English painter, 54; The enchanted horse, 5, 11; 
The girlhood of a singer, 9, 65 

STEFANSSON, VILHJALMUR: Peary, the discoverer of 
the north pole, 8, 210 

Stella: Swift and, 4, 333 

Stencils: how to make and play with, 6, 146; on 
oil-cloth, 211 

“Stenographer” in North Africa, A, 4, 355 

Stephen, the child crusader: story of, 3, 356; 8, 379 

Stepping stones: how to make, 6, 88 

Steps (crossword puzzle), 6, 187 

Srerw, SverLA George; The kitten that forgot how 
to mew, 1, 80 


story of 
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Srrvens, Epovarp JosepH: Surprise, 4, 8 

Srrvenson, Rosert Louis: A child should always 
say what’s true, 2, 202; A good play, 1, 173; Bed 
in Summer, 169; Foreign children, 161; Foreign 
lands, 169; My shadow, 187; Singing, 4, 236; The 
cow, 2, 199; 4, 242; The land of counterpane, 1, 
163; The land of story-books, 180; The little land, 
168; The swing, 4, 250; The unseen playmate, 1, 
165; The wind, 1, 172; 4, 256; Time to rise, 2, 
199; Where go the boats, 1, 177 

Stevenson, Robert Louis (1850-1894), British novel- 
ist: boyhood of, 9, 1 

Stew, beef, How to make, 6, 225 

Stick, A decorative plant, 6, 58 

Stick and ring game of Red Indian children, 8, 75 

Stick-printing, 6, 40 

Sticks, Paper: how to make, 6, 88 

Stites, Kent B.: What stamp collecting teaches us, 
6, 355 

Still sits the schoolhouse by the road, 5, 353 

Sriiman, H. C.: Mechanical movements made clear, 
a ote 

Stilts: how to make, 7, 347; in France, 8, 165 

Stirling, Scotland: the battle of, 8, 386 

Stitches and how to make them: back, 6, 237; 
blanket, 233; catch, 247; chain, 234; combination, 
237; couching, 234; cross, 234; decorative, 233; 
embroidery, 268; feather, 249; hemming, 240; 
outline, 234; running, 233; stitching, 238 

Stockings, Doll’s: how to make, 6, 244 

Stockton, Frank R.: The bee-man of Orn, 2, 242 

Stockton, Richard (1730-1781), lawyer: signs Decla- 
ration of Independence, 9, 190 

Stokes, MartaAnne: St. Elizabeth, 4, 105 

Stone, Mary Exizaseru: The rhyme of the two 
little Browns, 1, 231 

Stone, Thomas (1743-1787), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Stone, A philosopher’s: fairy story about, 3, 121 

Stone face, The great, 5, 107 

Stone in the road, The, 2, 158 

Stonecutter, Hashnu, The, 3, 269 

Stone-wall, A man like a: see Jackson, Stonewall 

Stony Indians, in Canadian Northwest, 4, 344 

Store, Playing (song), 4, 244 

Store, Showeard for a: how to make, 6, 74 

Stores: see Shopping 

Stories: American Indian, 3, 275; animal, 1, 273; 
7, 46; by favorite American writers, 2, 203; 
Christmas, 351; first stories for very little folks, 
1, 77; for bigger little folks, 2, 111; for boys 
and girls, 263; from American history, 9, 119; 
from Cloverfield Farm, 2, 99; from Great Britain, 
3, 247; from Ireland, 237; from Scandincvia, 187; 
from the Arabian nights, 5, 3; in poems and 
pictures, 2, 175; interesting, 1, 231; little that 
grow hig, 89; Mother Goose, 23; of heroism, 2, 
327; of mighty ‘rulers, 9, 289: of the seasons, 7, 
147; on walls of Persian ruins, 8, 162; our 2: 
22; sleepy time, 1, 59; wonder, 3, 157; young 
children can read themselves, 2, 73 
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Stories, Our (alphabet), 2, 22 

Storm, The coming, (painting), 4, 144 

Storm, Desert: description of, 7, 219 

Storm upon the mountain, 2, 90 

Story, A, 2, 48 

Story, Advantages of the vulgar, 7, 240 

Story, Another, 2, 48 

Story, The go-sleep, 1, 66 

Story, The wake-up, 1, 75 

Story for a child, A, 7, 57 

Story from the desert, 2, 86 

Story from the Golden Legend, 5, 383 

Story in rhyme, A (riddle), 7, 290 

Story of A B C, 2, 179 

Story of a tailor, The, 1, 364 

Story of Alfred, The, 8, 370 

Story of Bede, The, 8, 369 

Story of Columbus, The, 4, 338 

Story of Cuchulain, The, 5, 297 

Story of Edgar Atheling, 9, 73 

Story of Frithiof, The, 8, 297 

Story of little black Sambo, 2, 81 

Story of Molly Pitcher, 9, 136 

Story of Myles Standish, The, 8, 190 

Story of Peter Pan, The, 5, 72 

Story of Pindar, The, 8, 350 

Story of Pippa, The, 5, 76 

Story of the barber’s fifth brother, The, 5, 26 

Story of the blue bird, The, 5, 126 

Story of the man in the moon, The, 2, 123 

Story of the Marseillaise, The, 4, 328 

Story of the merchant and the genie, The, 5, 4 

Story of the plants, The, 7, 115 

Story of the rabbit and the hippopotamus, 1, 363; 
of the three little pigs, 2, 64 

“Story of Zirac, 3, 262 

Story pictures, 4, 87 

Story-books, Land of, 1, 180 

Storyteller, Boyhood of a (Robert Louis Stevenson), 
9,1 

Stove, The porcelain, 5, 245 

Stowr, Harriet Brecurr: The hen that hatched 
ducks, 2, 222 

Straddle overhead (exercise): how to do, 7, 367 

Stranger’s offer, The, 2, 106 

Stratus cloud: description of, 7, 101 

Straw ox, The, 3, 106 

Strawberry girl, The, 4, 58 

Strength exercises for two, 7, 371 

String and button plaything: how to make, 6, 112 

String and leather: how to make toy of, 7, 272 

String and salt: experiment with, 7, 233 

Stringing beads, 6, 97 

Stringing nuts, shells, berries, etc., 6, 98 

Stripe design: how to print on cloth, 6, 48 

Strop: how to use, 6, 293 

Sruart, GirBert: Portrait of Washington, 4, 115, 
116 

Stuart, Gilbert: story of the life of, 4, 116 

Stuffed apples: recipe for, 6, 214 

Stuffed dates: how to prepare, 6, 229 
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Stunts, 7, 236-288, 305; see also Exercises; Games 

Stuyvesant, Peter (1602-1682), Dutch governor of 
New Netherlands: a story of, 8, 199 

Styx, River: legend of the, 8, 262 

Success with a camera, 6, 361 

Sugar, What happened to the: in relation to liquids, 
7h, Ni 

Sulla, Lucius Cornelius (ca. 138-78 B.c.), Roman 
general and dictator: and the boys of Rome, 8, 
365 

Sulphur: bleaching experiment with, 6, 391; its 
action on silver, 7, 107 

Summer, 7, 152 

Summer, Rain in, 5, 340 

Summer queen, The, 7, 159 

Sun, The: a talk about, 7, 188, 190; how it draws 
water, 7, 99 

Sun, Children of the (Cortez and his followers), 8, 
179 

Sun, Children of the (Incas), 8, 164 

Sun, Hymn of the earth to the, 4, 148 

Sun, midnight: of the Arctic, 8, 159; of the Ant- 
arctic, 216 

Sun and the north wind, 3, 372 

Sun dials: how to make, 6, 333 

Sun that brief December day, The, 5, 381 

Sun worship, 7, 84; 8, 177 

Sun-god, The Greek, 3, 308 

Sunling, The, 3, 390 

Sunset and evening star, 5, 352 

Sunshine: a chat about, 7, 188, 190 

Superintindint wuz Flannigan, 5, 378 

Supper dishes: preparing, 6, 225 

Suppose, my little lady, 1, 160 

SUTHERLAND, Amy: In rainbow-land, 7, 211 

Suzanne of France, 8, 92 

Swallow, Barn: description of, 7, 39 

Swallow, Cliff: description of, 7, 39 

Swan: how to draw, 6, 8; how to make a shadow 
picture of, 6, 164 

Swan’s nest, Romance of the, 5, 121 

Swans, The four white, 3, 237 

Swans, The wild, 3, 203 

Swedish doll: how to dress, 4, 105 

Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain, 5, 388 

Sweetly slumber *neath the orchard shadows, 4, 177 

Sweet-scented white water lily, The, 6, 30 

Swirt, JonarTHan: A riddle, 7, 282; 
travels, 5, 79 

Swift, Jonathan: and Stella, 4, 333 

Swirt, T. B.: The hobby horse, 4, 258 

Swineherd who wanted a castle, The, 8, 175 

Swinging ’neath the old apple tree, 4, 276 

Switzerland: Arnold von Winkelried, 9, 309; 4, 362; 
William Tell, 8, 337 

Syxns, A. L.: How tiny hare met cat, 1, 276; The 
hare and the wind ball, 273; The wee hare and 
the red fire, 279 

Syriax, Greek nymph: becomes the pipes of Pan, 3, 
348 
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Table and the chair, 1, 164 

TADEMA, LAURENCE ALMA: Playgrounds, 2, 188; The 
gravel path, 1, 157 

Tadousac, Canada: attempt to establish a colony at, 
9, 316 

Tag, Shadow: how to play, 7, 2651 

Tag, Games of: how to play, 7, 242 

Tailor and the giant, The, 1, 364 

Tailor, Story of a, 1, 364 

Take care of little things, 2, 202 

Tale, Tell us a, 1, 185 

Tales: and Travels, 8, 151; Christmas, 1, 263; 2, 
351; of joy and sorrow, 5, 353; see also Stories 

Talk, Can’t you, 4, 36 

Talkative Tortoise, The, 1, 373 

Talks: about first folks, 7, 59; about metals, 105; 
about plants, 115; about seasons, 147; about 
water, 89 

Talus, the giant betrayed by Medeia, 8, 251 

Tanager, Scarlet: description of, 7, 37 

Tantalus: the punishment of, 8, 264 

Taper Tom, 3, 211 

TAPSELL, F.: Dolly Dimple, 1, 144; In search of a 
baby, 142 

Tar baby, 1, 353 

Tarascon, Tartarin of, 5, 234 

Tarquin the Proud (d. 495 B.c.), king of Rome: 
attempts to regain his kingdom, 5, 109 

Tarquinius, Lucius: appointed master of horse, 8, 
27) 

Tarrypin, Br’er Fox tackles old Br’er, 1, 359 

Tartarin of Tarascon, 5, 234 

Tartarus: in Greek mythology a place of eternal 
torment, 8, 263 

Taytor, ANN: The Chatterbox, 1, 184 

Taytor, Bayard: A story for a child, 7, 57 

Taylor, George: signs the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, 9, 190 

TayLor, JANE: Contented John, 1, 188; Good night, 
62; I love little pussy, 1, 40; 4, 202; Pretty cow, 
1, 160; The violet, 166; Twinkle, twinkle, little 
star, 2.nic> 4, 219 

Taytor, JEAN: A funny fiddler, 4, 245; Blow, wind, 
blow, 4, 259; Elephants, 223; Flying kites, 226; 
Pat-a-cake, 228; See-saw, 215; Singing, 236; 
Soldiers marching, 216; The carousel, 261; The 
cow, 242; The swing, 250; The wind, 256 

Taxes: how paid in Arabia, 8, 38; on tea, American 
Colonies, 1773, 9, 121; paid in tobacco, 179; Stamp 
Act, American Colonies, 1765, 181; in Norway, 8, 
304 

Tea cakes: how to make, 6, 220 

Tea-kettle: James Watt and the, 4, 350 

Tea-party, Cat’s, 2, 188 

Tea-party, Udith’s, 1, 197 

Tea-perty, A mad, 5, 112 

Tea Party, The Boston, 9, 121 

Teddy bear: how to draw, 6, 66 

Ted’s foolish wish, 1, 245 
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Teeny tiny, 1, 109 

Telegrams, Ten-word, 7, 261 

Telemachus, Greek hero: story of, 8, 230, 237 

Tell, William: story of, 8, 337 

Tell me not in mournful numbers, 5, 345 

Tell me the tales, 4, 316 

Tell us a tale, dear Mother, 1, 185 

Téméraire, The fighting, 4, 89 

Temperance society, Three members of a, 4, 29 

Tempest, The, 5, 132 

Temple of Diana (or Artemis) 
scription of, 3, 310 

Ten curious berries, 7, 290 

Ten little cookies, 1, 134 

Ten little English boys, 1, 135 

Ten little fire-crackers, 1, 132 

Ten little rabbits, 1, 130 

Ten little squirrels, 1, 17 

Ten thousand, The march of the, 8, 363 

Tennyson, ALrrep Lorp: Crossing the bar, 5, 352; 
Song of the brook, 328; Sweet and low, 1, 60; 4, 
188; The bugle, 5, 308; The charge of the light 
brigade, 312; The death of the old year, 325; The 
way to glory, 322; What does little birdie say, 2, 
80 

Tents, Babies of the great, 8, 35 

Tents: see Houses 

Ten-word telegrams, 7, 261 

Tepees: see Houses 

Tern: description of, 7, 17 

THACKERAY, WILLIAM MAKEPEACE: The rose and the 
ring, 5, 250 

Thames River, England: description of, 7, 206 

Thank you, pretty cow, that made, 1, 160 

Thanksgiving, Little wee Pumpkin’s, 2, 205 

Thanksgiving Basket, A, 2, 125 

Thanksgiving Day, 1, 260 

Thanksgiving Day: handwork for, 6, 202 

THAXTER, CELIA: The sandpiper, 7, 57 

The air is full of frozen flowers, 5, 319 

The boy stood on the burning deck, 5, 359 

The breaking waves dashed high, 5, 309 

The cow is too well known, I fear, 5, 375 

The curate thinks you have no soul, 7, 56 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 5, 386 

The day is done, 5, 351 

The day is dull, 3, 2 

The days are nice, 1, 237 

The door was shut, 2, 199 

The fair maid who, the first of May, 2, 188 

The fox and his wife they had a great strife, 1, 29 

The fox set out in hungry plight, 1, 324 

The friendly cow all red and white, 2, 199; 4, 242 

The frost looked forth one still clear night, 2, 194 

The goops are very hard to kill, 2, 232 

The lily has an air, 2, 197 

The little cares that fretted me, 5, 329 

The little space *twixt fingers and thumbs, 1, 5 

The man in the wilderness asked me, 1, 44 

The moon shines bright, 7, 257 

The most wonderful sight I ever did see, 1, 58 


at Ephesus: de- 


GENERAL INDEX 


The mountain and the squirrel, 5, 343 

The muffled drum’s sad roll has beat, 5, 314 

The north wind doth blow, 1, 45 

The owl and the pussy-cat, 1, 158 

The queen of hearts, she made some tarts, 1, 47 

The roof it has a lazy time, 5, 377 

The rosy clouds float overhead, 1, 73 

The small gray mouse ran east, 1, 298 

The spacious firmament on high, 5, 338 

The splendor falls on castle walls, 5, 308 

The stars are tiny daisies high, 4, 249 

The sun, that brief December day, 5, 381 

The tree’s early leaf buds were bursting their brown, 
2, 195 

The wind one morning sprang up from sleep, 1, 190 

The year’s at the spring, 5, 78 

Them ez aims, hits, 2, 202 

Themis: in Greek mythology the goddess of Justice, 
8, 263 

There are strange things done in the midnight sun, 
5, 378 

There is a key of the kingdom, 1, 121 

There sits a piper on the hill, 2, 198 

There was a crooked man, 2, 49 

There was a lad named Piping Will, 2, 227 

There was a little boy and a little girl, 4, 208 

There was a man in our town, 1, 58 

There was a man in our town, and he was wondrous 
wise, 1, 43 

There was a man was half a clown, 5, 363 

There was a small boy of Quebec, 1, 176 

There was a young lady in blue, 1, 176 

There was a young lady of Niger, 1, 176 

There was a young maid who said “Why, 1, 176 

There was an old man in a tree, 1, 176 

There was an old man on some rocks, 1, 176 

There was an old man who said “How, 1, 176 

There was an old man who said, “Hush, 1, 176 

There was an old man with a beard, 1, 176 

There was an old person of Ware, 1, 176 

There was an old woman lived under the hill, 1, 42 

There was an old woman tossed up in a basket, 1, 


There was.an old woman who lived in a shoe, 1, 48 

There were ninety and nine, 5, 347 

There were three jolly Welshmen, 2, 175 

There’s a wedding in the orchard, 4, 306 

There’s no dew left on the daisies and clover, 2, 175 

There’s nothing like the rose, 2, 197 

Thermopyle of Canada, 9, 330 

Theseus, king of Athens: story of, 8, 252 

Theseus: and Emelia, 5, 163 

Thetis: saves Orpheus from the Sirens, 8, 251 

They brought him away from his prairie home, 5, 
365 

They say that God lives very high, 5, 343 

They sleep so calmly and stately, 5, 322 

They that wash on Monday, 1, 126 

They went to sea in a sieve, they did, 5, 371 

Thicken man, build the barn, 1,6 , 

Thief and the dog, 3, 370 
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Things beautiful, All, 2, 193 

Things, Little, 2, 202 

Things, Take care of little, 2, 202 

Things to say: counting out rhymes, 7, 258; flower 
oracles, 258; rhymes used by children of many 
lands, 257 

Third floor back, The passing of the, 5, 216 

This is how we plant the corn, 4, 270 

This is little Tommy Thumb, 1, 8 

This is mother, so busy at home, 1, 16 

This is the doll, 1, 92 

This is the forest primeval, 5, 332 

This is the Giant Thunder Bones, 1, 95 

This is the house that Jack built, 1, 89 

This is the way I go to school, 2, 52 

This is the way my dolly walks, 4, 288 

This is the way my fingers stand, 1, 8 

This is the way the ladies ride, 1, 21 

This is the way we wash our clothes, 1, 123 

This little pig went to market, 1, 14 

Thistle: description of, 7, 130 

THompson, Mrs. GupruN THORNE: 
Thompson, Mrs. Gudrun 

Thor: his adventures among the Jétuns, 3, 322; his 
magic hammer, 326; his wife, Sib, 330; his tree, 
7, 146; Thursday named for, 8, 159 

Thorgerd, Scandinavian deity, 8, 306 

THORNE-THOMPSON, Mrs. Guprun: Viggo and Beate, 
3, 220 

Thorsten Vikingsson, Scandinavian hero, 8, 297 

Thornton, Matthew (1714-1803), physician: signs 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State, 5, 311 

Thrasher, Brown: description of, 7, 41 

Three bears, The, 1, 344 

Three blind mice, 4, 212 

Three boys in armor, 4, 92 

Three companions, 1, 325 

Three eyes, One eye, two eyes, 3, 33 

Three goats, 3, 145 

Three goats in the ryefield, 1, 107 

Three graces, Giovanni Tornabuoni and the, 4, 128 

Three in a row: game of, 7, 269 

Three little kittens, 1, 38; 4, 305 

Three littie pigs, 2, 64 

Three members of a temperance society, 4, 29 

Three Ships, I saw, 1, 164 

Three Welshmen, 2, 175 

Three wise men of Gotham, 1, 41 

Three-legged race, 7, 243 

Through marsh and woodland, 7, 194 

Throwing light, 7, 260 

Thumb, Tom, 3, 41 

Thumbelina, 1, 201 

Thumbkin, pointer, middleman pig, 1, 8 

Thunder-maker: see Thor 

Thursday: how named, 8, 159 

Thurston, king of Ireland: aids Childe Horne, 8, 
280 

Tibet: description of, 8, 159; Marco Polo opens up 
8 provinces in, 169 
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Ticonderoga, New York: built by the French, 9, 172 

Tiger: description of, 7, 2, 49 

Tiger, The Braham, the jackal, and the, 3, 271 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright, 7, 58 

Tiger trap, Chinese game, 8, 136 

Titton, THEODORE: Baby, bye, here’s a fly, 4, 224 

Tim, Tiny, 5, 190 

“Time, Once upon a,” 7, 59 

Time to get up, 1, 84 

Time to rise, 2, 199 

Times, Ye watchman of olden, 6, 32 

Timothy’s shoes, 2, 150 

Trmrop, Henry: Decoration Day Ode, 5, 322 

Tin soldier, The, 5, 308 

Tin-can turbine: how to make, 6, 336 

Tingle, tangle titmouse, 2, 1 

Tiny Frogs, The king of, 1, 368 

Tiny hare: and the wind ball, 1, 273; hears the 
story of wee hare, 279; meets cat, 276 

Tiny Tim, 5, 190 

Tit, tat, toe: game of, 7, 270 

Titmouse: description of, 7, 43 

To a waterfowl, 5, 336 

To Cloverly, 2, 189 

To do to others as I would, 1, 163 

To market ride the gentlemen, 1, 19 

To market, to market, 1, 21 

To Mother Fairie, 2, 202 

To my son, 5, 349 

To Pussy-town, the other day, 1, 328 

Toads and diamonds, 3, 18 

Toast: how to make, 6, 217 

Tobacco: introduced into England, 9, 297 

Toes, Baby: see Father and Mother Plays 

Toil, Pictures of, 4, 131 

Toilet, My lady’s (game), 7, 268 

Totstor, Leo: Where love is, God is, 5, 270 

Tom, Taper, 3, 211 

Tom, the piper’s son, 1, 39; 4, 199 

Tom Thumb, 3, 41 

Tom Tiddler’s ground, 7, 250 

Tom was a piper’s son, 1, 39 

Tomato soup: how to make, 6, 219 

Tomatoes: printing pictures on, 6, 383 

TomLinson, Everett T.: The search for Ralph Izard, 
9, 126 

Tommy turkey: how to draw, 6, 11 

Tommy turtle: how to draw, 6, 15 

Tommy’s Monday morning, Little, 1, 124 

Tomtit and the bear, 3, 393 

Tom-tom drum: how to make, 6, 318 

. Tongue-cut sparrow, The, 1, 370 

Tool-cabinet: how to make, 6, 298 

Tool-rack: how to make, 6, 297 

Tool-chest: directions for making, 6, 298 

Tools: care and use of, 6, 287; drawing of, 73; list 
of for chest, 298 

Too-too-too-too the balloon man’s going by, 4, 222 

Top games: how to play, 7, 250 

Tops and how to make them: color, 6, 317; flying, 
317; peg, 317 
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Topsy-turvy: how to make, 6, 307 

Torero, Spanish boys’ game, 8, 117_ 

Tornabuoni and the three graces, 4, 128 

Torrent and the river, 3, 392 

Towel, Guest: how to make, 6, 254 

Tower, The princes in the, 4, 68; 9, 78 

To-whit! to-whit! to-whee! 2, 196 

Town rat and the country rat, 3, 387 

Toy engines: how to make, 6, 335 

Toy fountain: how to make, 6, 144 

Toy soldier, Travels of the, 2, 208 

Toyland, A trip to, 2, 179 

Toyman’s shop, The, 4, 246; how to play, 168 

Toys: in America, 8, 72; of American Indians, 75; 
in China, 73; of an English boy, 87; of Eskimos, 
76; in Japan, 73; of Kafir children, 40; discovered 
in Egyptian tombs, 155 

Toys and toy games, 7, 271 

Toys, How to draw, 6, 66; a poster to advertise, 70 

Toys, How to make: amusing, 6, 307; animal, 299; 
of burdock burrs, 124; of clothespins and candy 
boxes, 127; of corks and matches, 114; of green 
peas and toothpicks, 141; of potatoes, 117 

Trades, A riddle of, 7, 290 

Trafalgar Bay, near the 
battle of (1805), 9, 309 

Tragic poem, A, 2, 202 

Train, The (song), 4, 238 

Train: how to draw, 6, 17 

Tramp and the old woman, 3, 192 

Transformations: cracker box, The, 6, 51; puzzle, 
7, 289; scrap-books, 6, 130; stationery box, 53 

Transportation: in Africa, 8, 18; in Egypt, 12; in 
Holland, 4; in India, 4, 361, 8, 145; in Morocco, 
8, 7; in New York, 52; in Persia, 106; in the 
Philippines, 4, 360; of Eskimos, 8, 94; in colonial 
times, 9, 170; in Venice, 4, 336; 8, 28 

Transposed trees (riddle), 7, 293 

Trapeze: how to make, 7, 341, 348 

Travel: see Volume 8, Stories from Every Land 

Travels, Gulliver’s, 5, 79 

Travels of a fox, 1, 216 

Travels of the little tin soldier, 2, 208 

Tray cloth: how to make, 6, 261 

Tray, How to make: for bureau, 6, 205; of raffia, 
272; of reeds, 284 

Tread, tread the green grass, 7, 257 

Treat, A Dutch, 2, 161 

Treaty of Versailles: in relation to stamp collecting, 
6, 359 

Tree, The, 2, 195 

Tree, Apple (crossword puzzle), 6, 195 

Tree, The bird in the, 2, 45 

Tree, Christmas: how to draw, 6, 33 

Tree, Fir: legend of, 7, 86 

Tree, Horse-chestnut: why so-called, 7, 124 

Tree, Liberty: see Liberty 

Tree, Planting of the apple, 5, 333 

Tree, Song of the pear, 1, 114 

Tree, The dear old, 1, 266 

Tree, The sparrow on the, 4, 255 


Straits of Gibraltar: 
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Tree, Thor’s: legend of, 7, 146 

Tree, Under the greenwood, 5, 332 

Tree climbing: as exercise, 7, 345 

Tree men, The, 7, 62 

Tree-houses, 8, 21, 51 

Trees: talks on, 7, 184; things to notice about, 232; 
kinship to man, 4, 7; bark-shedding, 8, 160; 
records of, 7, 233 

Trees: how to draw, 6, 31, 33 

Trees, Transposed (riddle), 7, 293 

Trees, Twenty (riddle), 7, 291 

Triangle: how to draw girl in, 6, 23, 24; how to 
draw tree in, 31; how to draw a deer in, 14; how 
to draw dog in, 32 

Tricks, 7, 305 

Tricks of Jack Frost, 7, 166 

Triton, Greek god: sketch of, 3, 311 

Trojan war: cause of, 3, 310; story of, 8, 353 

Trolley, The fairies’, 2, 88 

Trot, trot, the baby goes, 1, 21 

Trotty (Toby), Veck, 5, 32 

Troubadours, The, lyric poets of the Middle Ages: 
stories of, 8, 379 

Trousseau, The, 4, 111 

Troy, Siege of, 8, 266, 353; see also The Iliad of 
Homer 

Truck, Auto (toy): how to make, 6, 321 

True Cross, The, on which Jesus was hung: found 
by St. Helena, 8, 376 

True tales of adventure, 8, 167 

Trumpet vine dolls: how to make, 6, 125 

Truth, The necklace of, 2, 263 

Try again (nursery rhyme), 1, 172 

Try again (King Bruce), 4, 351 

Try square: how to.use, 6, 294 

Try this one (trick), 7, 316 

Try this stunt on your friends (trick), 7, 324 

Tryon, R. M.: How our forefathers lived on the 
colonial farms, 9, 169 

Tsing-Ming, Chinese feast of tombs, 8, 140 

Tub, Three men in a, 1, 45 

Tube, magic: in The Wishing Carpet, 5, 20 

Tufted titmouse: description of, 7, 43 

Tufting: directions for, 6, 243 

Tug of war, A: in China (photograph), 8, 76 

Tumbling and pyramids for beginners, 7, 365 

Tunnel, Going through the (game), 7, 253 

Turbine (engine), tin-can: how to make, 6, 336 

Turkey: Palestine becomes subject to (1072), 8, 376 

Turkey: how to draw, 6, 11 

Turkey, Wild: description of, 7, 25 

Turkey vulture: description of, 7, 25 

TURNBULL, MARY LAwreNcE: The little gray kitten, 
1, 294 

TuRNER, JosEPH MAaLtorp Wir1iAM: The fighting 
Téméraire, 4, 89; Ulysses deriding Polypheimus, 4, 
97 

Turning-bar: how to make, 7, 347 

Turpin, Archbishop of Rheims: goes to war for 
Charlemagne, 8 

Turtle: how to draw, 6, 15 
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Turtle and an ungrateful rat, A, 1, 387 

Turtle, owl and rabbit, 1, 300 

*Twas a glad Christmas eve, and all over the world, 
1, 268 

"Twas the night before Christmas, 2, 200 

Twelve labors of Hercules, The, 8, 260 

Twelve national heroes, 9, 309 

Twenty froggies went to school, 2, 71 

Twenty questions, Game of, 7, 261 

Twenty trees (riddle), 7, 291 

Twigs: how to make jackstraws of, 6, 141 

Twin triangles mystery (trick), 7, 322 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 2, 78; 4, 219; how to 
play, 4, 166 

Twins, 1, 129 

Twist, Oliver: story of, 5, 169 

Two airy, fairy maids they were, 2, 189 

Two Decoration Day odes, 5, 322 

Two frogs, The, 3, 364 

Two honey-bees half came to blows, 7, 54 

Two little blackbirds, 1, 10 

Two little hands, 1, 9 

Two little kittens, 2, 92 

Two natures, The, 4, 162 

Two robins, 2, 78 

Two skies, 5, 327 

Two squirrels, 4, 12 

Two-egg cake: recipe for, 6, 223 

Tyltyl: character in The Blue Bird, 5, 126 

Tyre, Syria: as ancient seaport, 8, 156 

Tyrol, Austria: story of Andreas Hofer, 9, 341 
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Ugly duckling, The, 3, 198 

Ugly prince and the beautiful princess, The, 3, 178 

Ulster, the hound of: see story of Cuchulain 

Ulster ballad, An, 3, 77 

Ulysses deriding Polyphemus: description of painting 
by Turner, 4, 97 

Ulysses, Greek legendary hero: see Odysseus 

Una and the lion, 5, 122 

Uncle John is very sick (song), 4, 280; how to play, 
169; instructions for singing game, 173 

Unctre Nep: For a little girl of three, 1, 83 

Uncles and aunts, 1, 255 

Under the greenwood tree, 5, 332 

Undine, 5, 107 

United Empire Loyalists: story of their life in 
Canada, 9, 334 

United States: Constitution adopted, 9, 214; 
Louisiana purchase, 226; war of 1812, 228, 238; 
war with Mexico (1846), 267; acquires Oregon, 
247; beginning of Civil War, 256; war with Spain, 
272, 278; enters World War, 286; see also 
America; and American Revolution 

Universe, Hub of the: see Boston 

Unseen playmate, The, 1, 165 

Unsergarten, The king of, 1, 234 

Up, down—up, down, 1, 12 

Up, down! up, down! all the way to London town, 
‘4, 269 
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Up from the meadows rich with corn, 5, 312 
Up from the south at break of day, 5, 313 
Up into the cherry tree, 1, 169 

Up the airy mountain, 3, 91 

Up to the ceiling, 1, 20 

Upside down land, 8, 104 

Urania, Greek muse, 3, 313 

Urban II, pope, 1088-1099: and Peter the Hermit, 
8, 377; pleads for Christianity, 377 
Urbino, The child of: story of, 9, 38 

Us two wuz boys when we fell out, 5, 356 
Use of flowers, The, 1, 191 

Uté, Queen: and Siegfried, 8, 314 


NV 


Vain jackdaw, The, 3, 382 

Valencia (Spain): how the Cid ruled, 8, 332 

Valentines: how to make, 6, 85, 206 

Valkyries, messenger maidens in Scandinavian 
mythology: mourn Baldur’s death, 3, 320 

Valley Forge, Pennsylvania: Washington and his 
troops at, 9, 202 

Valley of Humiliation: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 146 

Valley of Shadow of Death: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 
5, 147 

Valley of the Tombs (Egypt): description of, 8, 154 

Van DreESSER, JASMINE Srone: The little pink pig 
and the big road, 1, 285 

Van Dyck, Str AnrHony: Madonna and Child with 
the donors, 4, 80; Prince Charles of England, 4, 
95; William II of Orange and Mary Stuart, 4, 
127 

Van DYKE, 
Work, 349 

VANDERGRIFT, MARGARET: The dead doll, 1, 178; The 
sandman, 73 

Vanes, Weather: how to make, 6, 322 

Vanity Fair, City of: in Pilgrim’s Progress, 5, 149 

Vapor: how it forms a cloud, 7, 99, 191 

Vaulting and jumping, Equipment for, 7, 340 

VeccHIo, PALMA: St. Barbara, 4, 88 

Veck, Trotty, 5, 32 

Vepper, Exriau: Listening to the Sphinx, 4, 108 

Vedder, Nicholas: character in Rip Van Winkle, 5, 
183 

Vegetable folks: how to make, 6, 119 

Vegetables: first lessons on harvesting, 7, 232 

Veil or glove case: how to make, 6, 254 

VELASQUEZ, Dirco Roprieurz: A Spanish boy, 4, 
65; Don Balthazar Carlos, 63; Don Carlas Balt- 
hazar, infante of Spain, 93; The maids of honor, 26 

Vengeance, Greek goddess of, 3, 313 

Venice, Italy: a visit to, 8, 28; a regatta on the 
Grand Canal, 4, 336; as a trading center, 8, 168; 
doves in, 4, 337 

Venus, Roman goddess (called Aphrodite in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 310; assists her son, 

{neas, 8, 266; aids Hippomenes, 4, 38 
Venezuela: story of Bolivar, 9, 313 
Vera Cruz: city of the true cross, 9, 179 


Henry: A wayfaring song, 5, 351; 
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Verchéres, Madeleine de: holds a fort against the 
Indians, 9, 327 

Vermilion: what it is made from, 7, 109 

VERROCCHIO, ANDREA DEL: The statue of Bartolommeo 
Colleoni, 4, 152 

Versailles, Treaty of: in relation to stamp collecting, 
6, 359 

Verses: about birds and animals, 7, 51; about fairies, 
3, 77; funny, 1, 241; 5, 371; nature, 5, 327; see 
also Poems 

Vesta, Roman goddess (called Hestia in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 311 

Vesuvius, Mt., 8, 26 

Victoria (1819-1901), queen of England, 1837-1901: 
girlhood of, 9, 116 

Victoria Falls, Africa: description of, 7, 212 

Victoria Nyanza, Lake, Africa: birthplace of River 
Nile, 8, 153 

Victory of Samothrace; statue of winged, 4, 150 

View on the Seine, 4, 144 

Viggo and Beate, 3, 220 

Vikings: sketch of the, 8, 167, 303 

Vikingsson, Thorsten, hero of Scandinavia, 8, 297 

Village blacksmith, The, 5, 98 

Village choir, The, 4, 37 

Village church, The, 6, 192 

Village, The deserted, 5, 388 

VINCENT, Gracr: A derrick, 6, 340; 
weather gauges, 322 

Vinct, Leonarpo pA: The madonna of the rocks, 4, 
77 

Vinci, Leonardo da: life story of, 4, 77 

Vinegar bottle, Little old woman who lived in a, 3, 
127 

Violet, The, 1, 166 

Violet and maiden hair, 2, 84 

Violet in the valley, The, 3, 161 

Virginia, Colony and State of: in the war between 
England and France, 9, 197; Raleigh’s attempt to 
colonize, 297; how named, 4, 18, 335; story of 
Patrick Henry, 9, 175; opposes the Stamp Act, 
181; signers of the Declaration of Independence, 


196; in the Civil War, 260; natural bridges, 7, 
218 


Vise: how to make, 6, 297 

Visit from Saint Nicholas, A, 2, 200 

Visit to a Colorado glacier, 7, 224 

Visit to a picture zoo, A, 7, 1 

Visit to Santa Claus land, 1, 152 

Visitors, Our, 1, 256 

Voice of spring, The (rhyme), 1, 177 

Voice of spring, The (Hemans), 1, 182 

Voice of the grass, The, 5, 334 

Voice of the heavens, The, 5, 338 

Volendam, Holland: life in, 4, 357; 8, 173 

Volta, Count Alessandro: Italian scientist, 6, 395 

von Winkelried, Arnold, Swiss patriot of 1386: story 
of, 4, 362; 9, 309 

Vos, CoRNELIS DE: The Daughters of the Artist, 4, 
40 

Voyage of Aineas, The perilous, 8, 266 
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Vulcan, Roman god (called Hephaistos in Greek 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 308 

Vulgarity: effects of, 7, 238 

Vulture, Black: description of, 7, 25 

Vulture, Turkey: description of, 7, 25 


W 


WabswortH, Onive A.: Over in the meadow, 1, 127 

Wagons: directions for making, 6, 99, 320; drawing, 
6, 66 

Wake-up story, The, 1, 75 

WaALKrER, Epna: Babies in Greece, 8, 33; Babies of 
Kafirland, 40; Babies of the great tents, 35; 
Filipe and Serafina of Spain, 113; Ismail of the 
upside down land, 104; John of England, 87; 
Marietta of Italy, 125; O Hana San of Japan, 99; 
Suzanne of France, 92; The river holiday in India, 
143 

WaLKER, Horatio: Ploughing in Acadia, 4, 142 

WALKER, NELLIE VERNE: Her son, 4, 156 

Walking elephant, The: how to do, 7, 363 

Walking purchase, The, 9, 145 

Walks, Autumn, 7, 232 

Wall, no! I can’t tell whar he lives, 5, 395 

Wallace, Sir William (ca. 1274-1305), Scotch hero: 
story of, 8, 385; 9, 310 

Walloons, French-speaking Belgians: colonize in New 
Netherlands, 9, 161, 167 

Walnuts, Creamed: recipe for, 6, 229 

Walnut-shells: how to make boats of, 6, 111 

Walrus: description of, 7, 9, 49; meat of, used in 
Greenland, 8, 98 

Walthur von der Vogelweide, a minnesinger: story 
of, 3, 360 

Walton, George (1740-1804), lawyer: 
Declaration of Independence, 9, 187 

WaLsH, Grorcr HTHELBERT: Freddy’s first rescue, 1, 
236 

WaLTeR, Orto: Happy family, 4, 28 

Watters, Lois: Edith’s tea-party, 1, 197 

WALTERS, ZELIA MarcGaret: The Silverton revolution, 
Go, Jif 

Wand, Buff with a (game), 7, 266 

Wandering minstrel, The (painting), 4, 324 

Wanderings of Odysseus, The, 8, 229 

Wapiti: see Elk 

War, Greek god of, 3, 308 

War brought on by a song, A, 8, 380 

War nearly caused by a pig, A, 9, 142 

War, Civil, in the United States: beginning of, 9, 
256; ending, 9, 262 

War of 1812; Perry and Lawrence, 9, 228 

Waratah, Australian wild flower: description of, 8, 
149 

Warp, Eunice: Dorothea’s school gifts, 2, 167 

War-dance: Maori, 8, 24 

War-game of African boys, 8, 134 

War-horse and the ass, The, 3, 364 

Warm coin trick, The, 7, 323 

Warner, ANNA B.: Daffy-down-dilly, 2, 194 
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Warren’s Address, 5, 311 

Warrior women: Boadicea, 4, 326; Joan of Are, 4 
327; see also Hippolyta 

Warrior-dolls at Japanese feast of flags, 8, 131 

Wars, religious: see Crusades 

Warships, Viking: description of, 8, 304 

Wash the lady’s dishes, 1, 7 

Washing, The, 1, 126 

WASHINGTON, GroRGE: Privations at Valley Forge, 
9, 202 

Washington, George (1732-1799), an American gen- 
eral, patriot and statesman, first president of the 
United States: boyhood of, 9, 22; story of, 197; 
at Valley Forge, 202; and his mother, 4, 346; 
monument to, 368; portrait of, 115 

Washstand, Toy: how to make, 6, 91 

Washington: the White House at, 4, 363; 
Washington Monument at, 368 

Watch, The enchanted, 2, 290 

Watchman and dog: how to draw in oblong and 
triangle, 6, 32 

Watchman’s rattle: how to make, 6, 319 

Water: talks about, 7, 89; as a plaything, 230; how 
to distill, 97 

Water, electrolysis of: experiment, 6, 397 

Water, Little drops of (song), 4, 220 

Water beetle, The great: lesson on, 7, 183 

Water lily: how to draw, 6, 30 

Water-mills: in colonial days, 9, 170 

Water-babies, The, 5, 45 

Waterfalls: the most famous, 7, 207 

Waterfowl (puzzle), 7, 292 

Waterfowl, To a, 5, 336 

Water-lily: how to draw in oval and circle, 6, 31 

Water-pumps: how to make, 6, 333 

Waters, Father of, see Mississippi River 

Water-spirit (Undine), 5, 107 

Water-steeds (mythological), 3, 102 

Water-wheels: how to make various types of, 6, 312; 
mechanical action of, 374; the saki of Egypt (pic- 
ture), 8, 154 

Waterworks of Curacao, The, 4, 365 

Warkins, E. D. (American poet): Playing store, 4, 
244 

Watson, Muriet F.: The little winds, 5, 328 

Wattle-trees, Australian, 8, 148 

Watt, James: story of, 4, 350 

Watts, GEORGE FREDERICK: Hope, 4, 31; The rider 
on the white horse, 4, 111 

Warts, Isaac: Cradle Hymn, 1, 62; How doth the 
little busy bee, 159; Let dogs delight to bark and 
bite, 173 

Waxwing, Cedar: description of, 7, 39 

Way to glory, The, 5, 322 

Wayfaring song, A, 5, 351 

We built a ship upon the stairs, 1, 173 

We go on our walk together, 1, 325 

We knew it would rain, 5, 333 

We, robin of the maple tree, 7, 51 

We'll all go a-singing, 4, 283; how to play, 170; 
instructions for singing game, 174 
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We'll go to the wood, 2, 45 

We're stepping gaily in a ring, 4, 302 

We've come to see Miss Jennia Jones, 4, 275 

Weaklings: not wanted by early Greeks, 7, 353 

Weapons: man’s first, 7, 71, 83 

Wearing of the green (tune), 4, 306 

Weasel, Pop goes the (song), 4, 194 

Weather gauges: directions for making, 6, 322 

Weather-cock: how it works, 7, 192 

WEATHERLEY, F. E.: The cat’s tea-party, 2, 188 

Weaving, 6, 100 

Wesser, A. S.: In July, 1, 132 

Webster, Daniel (1782-1852): boyhood of, 4, 348 

Wedding cake dream, The, 1, 377 

Wedding dress, For the, 7, 258 

Wedge: as a mechanical power, 6, 375 

Wednesday: how named, 8, 159 

Wee hare and the red fire, The, 1, 279 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 5, 334 

Wee robin’s Christmas sonp, 1, 322 

Wee Willie Winkie, an officer and a gentleman, 5, 
176 

Wee Willie Winkie rins through the town, 2, 179 

Weep, MARGARET and CLARENCE: The good king, 1, 
282 

Weepon, L. L.: Muffles, 1, 349; Oliver Twist, 5, 169; 
Tiny Tim, 190 

Weeds: talk about, 7, 180 

Week, Days of the, 1, 123 

Week-days in dolly’s house (verse), 6, 81 

Weights, Table of: for cooking, 6, 214 

Wellington, Arthur Wellesley, Duke of: boy who 
braved, 9, 78 

WELLS, CaroLyn: A little folks’ alphabet, 2, 2; The 
house that Jill built, 1, 88; Who’s who in the zoo, 
Zl 

Wendy: character in The Story of Peter Pan, 5, 72 

West, Benjamin (1738-1820), English historical and 
portrait painter: boyhood of, 9, 13 

West Indies: origin of name of, 8, 174; see also 
Jamaica 

Western pioneer, The, 9, 246 

Westwoop, THomMAS: The lost lamb, 2, 90 

What a remarkable word (puzzle), 7, 325 

What a smart little fellow a cricket must be, 4, 245 

What are little boys made of, 1, 47 

What can the matter be, 4, 204 

What comes up after (puzzle), 7, 326 

What do I see, 1, 12 

What does little birdie say, 2, 80 

What goes to sleep (riddle), 7, 307 

What happened to Dumps, 2, 209 

What happened to the sugar, 7, 91 

What is covered all over with a jacket, 7, 322 

What is so rare as a day in June, 5, 338 

What runs in and out, 7, 310 

What stamp collecting teaches us, 6, 355 

What the cat and hen did, 1, 137 

What the winds bring, 5, 341 

What they play in Africa, 8, 132 

What to do with a climbing rope, 7, 370 
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What will happen (trick), 7, 306 

What will make your teardrops fall (puzzle), 7, 309 

What would you say, 1, 267 

What would you see, 2, 192 : 

What’s wrong, puzzle pictures: 6, 173, 174, 175, 176, 
177, 178, 179, 180, 181, 182 

Wheat, Little red hen and the grain of, 2, 53 

Wheat, Cream of: recipe for, 6, 218 

Wheatfield, The noise in the, 7, 160 

Wheel and axle: as a mechanical power, 6, 373 

Wheel, Prayer: use of, 8, 159 

Wheelbarrow, Chinese (picture), 8, 64 

Wheelbarrow, Human: how to make, 7, 358 

Wheelbarrow race: directions for, 7, 241 

Wheelbarrows: drawing, 6, 70 

WHEELER, GEORGE: The walking purchase, 9, 145 

Wheels, Water: how to make various types of, 6, 
312 

When, 2, 192 

When a dog runs a trail, 7, 323 

When at home alone I sit, 1, 168 

When Aunt Jan’s coming, 1, 261 

When children are playing alone, 1, 16% 

When earth’s last picture is painted, 5, 352 

When freedom from her mountain height, 5, 309 

When grandma comes to visit, 1, 256 

When I was a little boy, 1, 41 

When I was sick and lay a-bed, 1, 163 

When I’m going to town of a morning, 2, 179 

When knighthood was in flower, 3, 358 

When little birdie bye-bye goes, 2, 176 

When man found fire, 7, 72 

When mother comes each morning, 1, 253 

When pussy to the library, 1, 244 

When the eagle,gsternly gazing, 5, 317 

When the farmer’s day is done, 2, 188 

When the frost is on the punkin, 5, 342 

When the sun has left the hilltop, 1, 72 

When they were children, 9, 1 

Where, 2, 35 

Where are you going, my pretty maid, 2, 175 

Where did you come from, baby dear? 5, 343 

Where do all the daisies go, 1, 157 

Where do you come from, Mr. Jay, 2, 44 

Where go the boats, 1, 177 

Where love is, God is, 5, 270 

Where is my little basket gone, 2, 58 

Where the pools are bright and deep, 1, 167 

Which is the wind that brings the cold, 5, 341 

Which way does the wind blow (song), 4, 221; how 
to play, 166 

Whip-poor-will: description of, 7, 31 

Whipple, William (1730-1785), sailor and merchant: 
signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Whirling dervish (exercise) : how to do, 7, 360 

Whistle, Willow: directions for making, 6, 341 

WuistLer, JAMes Apspotr McNem1: Portrait of his 
mother, 4, 123; Portrait of Carlyle, 123 

Whistler, James\A. MeNeill: character sketch of, 4, 
125 

Wuitrcoms, Jesstz Wricut: The fine good show, I, 
304; The New Year’s Gift, 329 
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White ants, 8, 109 

White cat, The, 3, 73 

White gum trees, 8, 148, 149 

White horse, Rider on the, 4, 111 

White House, The, 4, 363 

White ibis: description of, 7, 19 

White magic, 3, 90 

White sauce: how to make, 6, 217 

White sheep, white sheep, 2, 47 

White-handed gibbon: description of, 7, 12 

Whitethroat, The (verse), 5, 335 

Whither, ’midst falling dew, 5, 336 

Whitman, Marcus (1802-1847), American mission- 
ary: ride of, 9, 244 

WHITMAN, WALT: O captain! My captain! 5, 314 

WHITTIER, JOHN GREENLEAF: Barbara Frietchie, 5, 
312; In schooldays, 353; Maud Muller, 360; Snow- 
Bound, 381; The Barefoot Boy, 354 

Whittington and his cat, 3, 249 

Who ever saw a band, 7, 321 

Who is he? (game): how to play, 7, 259 

Who is the tallest, 7, 317 

Who speaks first, 4, 12 — 

Who stole the bird’s nest, 2, 196 

Who stuffed that white owl, 1, 248 

Who’s who in the zoo, 2, 12 

Why is snow white, 7, 94 

Why Jimmy Skunk wears stripes, 3, 394 

Why the baby says “Goo,” 3, 289 

Why the bear has a stumpy tail, 2, 80 

Why the sea became salt, 3, 232 

Widdy-Widdy way (game): how to play, 7, 244 

Wife who taught her husband to be president, 9, 235 

Wig-wag (toy): how to make, 6, 307 

Wild canary: description of, 7, 35 

Wild Robin, 3, 253 

Wild rose: how to draw, 6, 28 

Wild swans, The, 3, 203 

Wild turkey: description of, 7, 25 

Wildcat and Br’er Fox, 1, 361 

Wiper, Oscar: The selfish giant, 3, 244 

Wilhelmina, the Dutch doll, 6, 104 

Will, The ballad of Piping, 2, 227 

Will you walk a little faster, 1, 162 

Will you walk into my parlor, 1, 326 

William (I) the Conqueror (1025-1087), King of 
England, 1066-1087: story of, 9, 71 

Wittiam (I) the Silent (1533-1584): prince of 
Orange, and stadtholder of Holland: proclaims 
freedom of religious worship, 9, 158; story of, 311 

William II of Nassau (1626-1650), Prince of Orange 
and Stadtholder of Holland (1647-1650), story of, 
4, 92; picture of, 127 

William of Normandy: see William the Conqueror 

William de Bray: refuses to injure Prince Arthur, 
9, 76 

William Wallace of Elderslie, Scottish knight: ad- 
ventures of, 8, 385 

Wru1aMs, J. A.: The fulfillment, 5, 316 

Witt1AMs, THEODORE C.: A famous ease, 7, 54 
IX—%9 
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Williams, William (1731-1811), American states- 
man: signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 188 

Willie and his dog Diver, 1, 332 

Willie Winkie, 2, 179 

Willow pattern plate: story of the, 3, 272 

Willows, Pussy: things to make of, 6, 131 

WILLSoN, BECKLES: The adventures of Jacques Car- 
tier, 9, 317 

Willy and Charlie, eight and ten, 6, 113 

Willy boy, Willy boy, where are you going, 1, 28 

Witson, Everett: Gordon’s toy castle on the hill, 
1, 210; How Polly had her picture taken, 146 

Wilson, James (1742-1798), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 190 

Witson, Mary Lena: Going to meet father, 4, 45; 
Jack and the beanstalk, 3, 37; John J. Pershing, 
9, 284; Pallas and the centaur, 4, 118; Self- 
directed work and play, 6, 109; Sir Walter Raleigh, 
9, 296; The boy falconer, 50; The strawberry girl, 
58; William ITI of Orange and Mary Stuart, 127 

Witson, Mortimer (American composer): A million 
little diamonds, 4, 260 

Wilson, Woodrow (1856-1924), American statesman 
and twenty-eighth president of the United States: 
sketch of, 9, 287 

Wind: and the flowers, 7, 
weather, 192; gauges, 6, 322 

Wind, The (Mother Goose), 1, 25 

Wind, The (Stevenson), 1, 172; 4, 256 

Wind, At the back of the north, 5, 273 

Wind, The night, 5, 307 

Wind and the moon, The, 1, 170 

Wind in a frolic, The, 1, 190 

Wind blow, Blow, 1, 37; 4, 259 

Wind blow, Which way does, 4, 221 

Wind doth blow, The north (song), 4, 235 

Wind, The north: and the sun, 3, 372 

Windmill (crossword puzzle), 6, 189 

Windmill, Jan of the, 5, 276 

Windmill dance, 4, 302 

Windmills: in colonial days, 9, 170 

Wind-mills, Toy: how to make, 6, 323 

Window, The little, 1, 10 

Winds bring, What the, 5, 341 

Winds, Greek god of, 3, 313; 8, 269 

Winds, Harp of the (painting), 4, 144 

Winds, The little, 5, 328 

Wine, Greek and Roman god of, 3, 312 

Winged victory of Samothrace, The, 4, 150 

Winifred Waters sat and sighed, 2, 199 

Winkelried, Arnold von (d. 1386), Swiss patriot: 
story of, 4, 362; 9, 309 

Winkie, Wee Willie, 5, 176 

Winkie, Willie (Miller), 2, 179 

Winkum, Winkum, shut your eye, 4, 190 

Winter: a talk about, 7, 164; indoor experiments 
in, 233 

Winter festival: Chinese, 8, 142 

Winter queen, The, 7, 165 

Winter wren: description of, 7, 43 

Wire: how to make it magnetic, 6, 396 
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Wisdom, Bits of: by Benjamin Franklin, 3, 29 

Wisdom, Greek goddess of, 3, 309 

Wise sayings for little people, 2, 202 

Wish, A school-time, 2, 92 

Wish, Ted’s foolish, 1, 245 

Wishbone: how to make toy of, 7, 272 

Wishes and charms, 7, 257 

Wishes were horses, If, 1, 44 

Wishing carpet, The, 5, 19 

Witch’s caldron: chemical experiment, 6, 381 

Witches’ screen (game), 7, 236 

Witherspoon, John (1722-1794), clergyman and edu- 
eator: signs Declaration of Independence, 9, 190 

Woden: his day (Wednesday), 8, 159 

Wolcott, Oliver (1726-1797), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 188 

Wolf: description of, 7, 5, 49; how to make a shadow 
picture of a, 6, 166 

Wolf, Prince Harold and the, 8, 159 

Wolf of Gubbio: and St. Francis, 3, 335 

Wolfe, James (1726-1759), English army officer: at 
the battle of Quebec, 9, 171 

Wolf and the crane, 3, 372 

Wolf and the goat, 3, 368 

Wolf and the kid, 3, 368 

Wolf and the shepherd boy, 3, 366 

Wolf and the three little pigs, 2, 64 

Wolf in sheep’s clothing, 3, 382 

“Wolves, Sea”? (Norsemen): a sketch of, 8, 159 

Woman (shadow picture) : how to make, 6, 167 

Woman and the tramp, 3, 192 

Woman, The teeny-tiny, 1, 109 

Woman who lived in a vinegar bottle, 3, 127 

Women of the blast, Wild (Irish mythology), 5, 300 

Women warriors: see Hippolyta 

Wonder, Greatest: of the world, 7, 211 

Wonder stories, 3, 157 

Wonderful iron pot, The, 3, 214 

Wonderful mallet, The, 3, 260 

Wonderful world, The, 2, 193 

Wonderland, Alice in, 5, 112 

Wonderment (game): how to play, 7, 268 

Woop, Magor-GENERAL LEONARD: A tribute to Theo- 
dore Roosevelt, 9, 283 

Woop, M. I.: Hans the innocent, 1, 212 

Wood, Bringing in the, 2, 102 

Wood, We’ll go to the, 2, 45 

Woodchuck: description of, 7, 7 

Woodcock: description of, 7, 23 

Wood-cutter and the fox, 3, 368 

Wooden horse, The: at the fall of Troy, 8, 362 

Woodland, Through marsh and, 7, 194 

Woodlands, Elf of the, 3, 97 

Woodman, Little green, 3, 165 

Woodpecker, Downy: description of, 7, 31 

Woodpecker, Red-headed: description of, 7, 31 

Woods in spring, The: what happens in, 7, 171 

Woodwork, 6, 287 

Word, Omitted (puzzle), 7, 292 

Word-making (game): how to play, 7, 260 

Words, Concealed (puzzle), 7, 278 
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Words, Letter (riddle), 7, 289 

Words, Missing (puzzle), 7, 292 

Words, Reversible (puzzle), 7, 277 

Words, Rhyming, 7, 306, 307, 308, 309, 311, 313, 316, 
SLONS2M, 822 

WorpswortH, WILLIAM: Daffodils, 5, 
kitten and the falling leaves, 1, 70 

Work, 5, 349 

Work, Going to, 4, 131 

Work-basket, The little mother’s, 6, 231 

Work-bench: directions for making, 6, 296; care of, 
298 

Working drawing: how to read, 6, 295 

World, The, 1, 183 

World, Best thing in the, 2, 204 

World, The child and the, 1, 72 

World, The new, 8, 170 

World, Round the, with Drake, 8, 181 

World to-day, Around the, 8, 165 

World War: United States enters, 9, 286; affects 
postage stamps, 6, 358; along Rhine River, 7, 205; 
armistice signed, 9, 286 

Worldly Wiseman, Mr.: 
Progress,” 5, 141 

World’s Children, The, 8, 87 

World’s notable ice-sheets and glaciers, 7, 220 

Worms, Court of (Burgundy): Siegfried at the, 8, 
313 

WorstreLL, Mary V.: The signers of the Declaration 
of Independence, 9, 187 

WorTHINGTON, KATHARINE 8.: King Arthur and his 
knights, 5, 285; The tempest, 132 

Would you know how does the farmer, 4, 272 

Wreck of the Hesperus, The, 2, 211 

Wren, Marsh: description of, 7, 43 

Wren, Winter: description of, 7, 43 

Wrestling: instructions for, 7, 390; part of the 
Olympie games, 387 

Wrist-and-crotch hold (wrestling) : how to do, 7, 388 

Writing: how taught to African children, 8, 68; how 
done in Japan, 72, 102; how taught to Chinese 
children, 70; how taught to Indian children, 70; 
how taught in India, 125; in Persian school, 106 

Writing, Magie (game), 7, 268 

Writing case: how to make, 6, 264 

Wyandotte Cave (Indiana): size of, 7, 217 

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod, 2, 190 

WYNNE, ANNETTE: Two skies, 5, 327 

Wyoming, State of: purchased by the United States, 
9, 226 

Wythe, George (1726-1806), lawyer: signs Declara- 
tion of Independence, 9, 196 
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Xenophon (ca. 480-ca. 357 B.o.); leader of the 
“march of the ten thousand,” 8, 363 

Xiphias: rhyme about, 2, 16 

Yahia, King: the Cid avenges, 8, 335 

Yak: rhyme about, 2, 16; its uses in India, 62, 66 

Yangtse-kiang River, China: description of, 7, 206 
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Yankee doodle, 4, 280 

Yanni (Johann), Greek boy: story of, 8, 33 
Yashmak: Persian lady’s veil, 8, 11 

Ye old wind mill (crossword puzzle), 6, 189 
Year, The death of the old, 5, 325 

Year, The new, 5, 349 

Years, The race of (puzzle), 7, 291 

Yellow jar, The, 3, 158 

Yellow-throat, Maryland: description of, 7, 41 
Yellowstone Falls: description of, 7, 210 

Yes, it is the little sandman, 4, 179 

Yoke, passing under the: description of, 8, 272 
Yonker Ramp and his sweetheart, 4, 120 
Yosemite Falls: description of, 7, 207 

You are old, Father William, 1, 189 

You needn’t be trying to-comfort me, 1, 178 
Young breadwinner, A, 4, 70 

Young chevalier, The, see Bonnie Prince Charlie 
Young girl paring apples, 4, 62 

Young hero of Haarlem, The, 2, 344 
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Young Pretender, The: see Bonnie Prince Charlie 

Your flag and niy flag, 5, 317 

Your friends, 7, 238 

Ypres, Belgium: milkman of (photograph), 8, 80 

Yukon River: description of, 7, 202 

Yule-tide tales for little folks, 1, 263; 2, 351 

Zambesi River, Africa: description of, 7, 215 

Zebra: description of, 7, 8, 50 

Zephyr, Greek goddess, 3, 313 

Zeus, Greek god (called Jupiter, or Jove, in Roman 
mythology): sketch of, 3, 308; and the siege of 
Troy, 8, 353; Hector’s prayer to, 359 

ZIMMERN, ALICE: Orpheus, 3, 305; The perilous 
voyage of Aneas, 8, 266 

Zirac, Story of, 3, 262 

Zohra, Algerian girl: story of, 8, 35 

Zoo, Mother take me to the (song), 4, 230 

Zoo, who’s who in the, 2, 12 

Zoo, The New York: a visit to, 8, 54-55 

Zoo, A picture: a visit to, 7, 1 
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Abbey (&b’1), Edwin A. 
Penn’s treaty, 9, 186; Reading the Declaration of 
Independence, 9, 150; The castle of the maidens, 
4, 103; The round table of king Arthur, 4, 101 
Alma-Tadema (4l’ma-tid’é ma), Laurenz 
A reading from Homer, 8, 235 
Alvarez (al va’/rath), Luis 
May festival in Spain, 8, 44 
Anderson (in’dér siin), Anne 
Hush-a-bye-baby, 1, facing 60; Mary! Mary! quite 
contrary, 1, facing 56; Old Mother Goose, 1, 
facing 40; The poor invalid, 6, facing 104; There 
was an old woman, 1, facing 24 
Anderson (4n’dér stin), Florence Mary 
And so the princess recovered, 5, facing 20; Queen 
Mopsa flies to her kingdom, 3, facing 116; The 
sunset fairies, 3, frontispiece 
Attwell (At’wél), Mabel Lucie 
Marooned, 2, facing 32; Off with Mother Goose, 1, 
frontispiece 
Bacon (ba’k’n), Irving R. 
Little cid man of the woods, 3, 76 
Barnard (bir’ndrd), George Grey 
The two natures, 4, 162 
Barnes (birnz), Culmer 
‘Mr. Thomas Catt’s motor outing, 1, facing 256; 
The cats at the movies, 1, facing 328; The cruise 
of the Mary Ann, 1, facing 248; Vanity, 1, fac- 
ing 244 
Beneker (bén’é kér), Gerrit 
Donald B. MacMillan, 8, 210 
Bernshaw (birn’shé), Harold C. 
On the way to Treasure Island, 1, facing 160 
Bertrand (bér’tran’), G., 
The hymn of the earth to the sun, 4, 148 
Betts (bétz), Anna Whelan 
Coming home for Christmas, 2, facing 352 
Blaikie (bla’ké), E. M. B. 
Don Quixote, 5, facing 104; Pay at once, you 
scoundrel, 5, facing 101 
Blashfield (blash’féld), Edwin Howland 
Books, 9, 118; Preparedness, 9, 126; The victor, 
6, 392 
Bonheur (bd’nfir’), Rosa 
Plowing in the Nivernais, 4, 138; The horse fair, 4, 3 


=35 


INDEX TO ARTISTS 


=23 OO) 


a 
—S————] 


freee S90 }co 003000 ©) MS 


co0g}00 co 000. 


Bonnat (b6’na’), Léon 
Roman girl at a fountain, 4, 2 
Borglum (bor’gliim), Gutzon 
Abraham Lincoln, 4, 157 
Botticelli (bot’té chél1é), Sandro 
Giovanna Tornabuoni and the three graces, 4, 129; 
Head of Pallas, 4, 119; Pallas and the Centaur, 
4, 118 
Boughton (bA’tiin), George Henry 
The return of the Mayflower, 8, 193; Pilgrims going 
to church, 9, 163 
Brasher (bra’zhtir), R. I. 
Bird plates, 7, 14 
Brewer, von (vén broo’ér) 
The little rogue, 2, 25 
Bronzino (br6n zé’né), real name di Cosimo (k6’zé-m5), 
di Mariano Agnolo 
Marie de Medici, 4, 41 
Brown (broun), P. Vinton 
The magic carpet, 5, facing 18; The tree of jewels, 
5, facing 8; There was an old woman who lived 
in a shoe, 1, facing 48 
Cabanel (ka’ba’nél’), A. 
A Florentine poet, 4, 331 
Cady (ka’dt), Harrison 
Brother Fox’s tar baby, 1, 352, 355; ‘‘I love thee 
for thyself alone,” 7, 55; ‘‘May I leave my bag 
here?’”’, 1, 217; The Bremen Town musicians, 3, 
185; The fire bringer, 3, 287; The hare and the 
hedgehog, 1, 321; The old swimming hole, 7, 
following 192 
Caldecott (kél’dé-kttt), Randolph 
A frog he would a-wooing go, 1, facing 176 
Canale (ké-nal’), Antonio 
A regatta on the Grand Canal, Venice, 4, 336 
Carpenter (kar’pén-tér), F. B. 
Lincoln and his Cabinet, 9, 253 
Chappel (chip’él), Alonzo 
Daniel Boone, 9, 233; Lafayette, 9, 215; Oliver H. 
Perry, 9, 229; Paul Jones, 9, 222; Retreat of the 
British from Concord, 9, 120 
Chapu (shaé’poo’), Henri Michel Antoine 
Joan of Arc, the Maid of Orleans, 9, 102 
Chardin (shar’din), Jules Simeon 
The blessing, 4, 85 
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Chase (chas), William M. 
Alice, 4, 67 
Cleveland (klév’ldnd), Bess Bruce 
Illustrations for fables, 3, facing 368, 369, 384, 385; 
The dog and his image, 2, 59 
Cory (k6’r!), F. Y. 
A visit to Elfland, 3, facing 88 
Cox (kéks), Louise 
Portrait of a young girl, 2, 75 
Cox (kéks), Palmer 
The Brownies, 3, 79 
Crane (kran), Walter 
Goody Two Shoes, 2, 143 
Cross (krés), John 
Richard Coeur de Lion forgiving his assassin, 
3, 359 
Delaroche (dé’-la’résh’), Paul 
The Princes in the tower, 9, 79 
Denning (dén’ing), Stephen Pointz 
Princess Victoria at the age of four, 9, 117 
Dewart (doo’ért), Everett 
Before the fishing fleet leaves, 5, 215 
Dicksee (dik’s@), Margaret Isabel 
Swift and Stella, 4, 333; The first commission: 
Sir Thomas Lawrence as a boy, 4, 73; Young 
Handel, 9, 64 
Defregger (di-frég’ér), Franz 
A family in the land of von Winkelried, 4, 362 
Dobbin (déb’in), J. 
Religious procession, Westminster Abbey, 4, 100 
Dolph (délf), J. H. 
“You make so much noise,” 1, 299 
Duerer (dii’rér), Albrecht 
Two squirrels, 4, 12 
Dulac (dii/lak’), Edmund 
“Here you have the faery songs’’, 3, facing 256; 
If the answers are awkward to find, 7, facing 320; 
There was a quaint dainty queen, 6, frontispiece; 
There was once a youthful Undine, 2, facing 56; 
What was the W then?, 7, facing 264 
Dupré (dii’pra’), Jules 
The balloon, 4, 11 
Elsley (lz’lé), Arthur J. 
“Don’t be afraid!” 2, 27; “‘I’se biggest’’, 1, 311; 
““Make haste!’’, 2, 29; “‘Time to get up!’’, 1, 85; 
“Who speaks first?’’, 4, 13 
Emmett (&m/’étt), Lydia Field 
A nice little girl, 4, 46 
Fildes (fildz), Luke 
The doctor, 4, 35 
Fournier (foor’nya’), A. 
The house of Millet, 4, 60 
Fournier (fO0r’/nya’), E. 
Washington and his mother, 4, 346 
Gabriel (ga‘bré él), Paul Joseph Constantine 
A typical landscape in Holland, 8, 5 
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Gainsborough (ganz’b’rd), Thomas 
The blue boy, 4, 55 
Ghirlandajo (gér’lin-di’y6) 
Another portrait of Giovanna Tornabuoni, 4, 130 
Gleeson (glé’siin) 
The gypsy girl, 2, 191 
Govey (gtiv’é), Lilian A. 
Picking wild flowers, 7, frontispiece 
Greuze (grfiz), Jean Baptiste 
The broken pitcher, 4, 10 
Guipon (gé’pdn’), Leon j 
The street clown, 7, facing 272 o. 
Hals (hails), Frans De 
A Dutch baby and her nurse, 4, 47; The laughing © 
cavalier, 4, 121; Yonker Ramp and his sweet- — 
heart, 4, 120 
Hanneman (hin’né min’), Adriaen 
Portrait of a child, 4, 74 
Hawthorne (h6/thérn), Charles W. 
The trousseau, 4, 112 
Herring (hér'ing), John Frederick J 
Three members of a temperance society, 4,29 
Herrmann (hiir’man), Hans 
Flower market in Holland, 8, frontispiece 
Herter (htir’ter), Albert 
Roger Williams defends his belief, 9, 184; The 
civilization of Europe, 5, 284 
Hibbard (hib’ard), Frederick C. 
Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer, 2, 110 
Hogarth (hd’girth), William 
The distrest poet, 4, 99 
Holmes (hémz), G. A. 
Can’t you talk?, 4, 36 
Hood (hodd), George 
Castles in Spain, or the towers of dreamland, 2, 
frontispiece 
de Hooch, known as de Hoogh (héx) 
Going to meet father, 4, 45; The buttery door, 
4,42 
Hunt (hint), Holman 
May day, 4, 23 
Huntington (hiin’ting-tin), Anna Hyatt 
Statue of Ruy Diaz, of Bivar, the Cid Campeador, 
8, 333 
Ingres (4N’gr’), J. 
Joan of Arc, 4, 327 
Inness (in’{s), George 
Autumn oaks, 4, 7; The coming storm, 4, 115 
Israels (és’ri-%ls’), Joseph 
A frugal meal, 4, 141; Grandmother’s treasure, 4, 5; 
Interior of a cottage, 4, 4; The close of day, 4, 30; 
The shepherd and his flock, 4, 20 
Ivanowski (€ vd ndf’ské), Sigismund de 
Peter Pan, 5, facing 76 
Johnson (jin’stin), Eastman 
Old Kentucky home, 4, 126 
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Joy (joi), George W. 
Prince Charlie’s farewell to Flora MacDonald, 8, 
facing 392 
Knipe (nip), Emilie Benson 
Waiting for Santa Claus, 1, 262 
Knowles (nélz), G. S. 
Grandmother’s birthday, 4, 34 
Landseer (lind’sér), Sir Edwin 
Saved, 4, 24; The horseshoer, 4, 25 
Lawrence (16’rdns), Sir Thomas 
Children playing, 4, 71; Lady Derby (Miss Farren) 
4, 72; Lady Harriet Hamilton as a child, 4, 76; 
Princess Charlotte, 4, 75 
Le Brun (lé-brtin), Vigee 
Madame Le Brun and her daughter, 4, 15 
Lee (lé), Frederick Richard 
The mill on the river Teign, 5, 305 
Leighton (la’tin), Lord 
Hercules wrestling with Death, 4, 111; The music 
lesson, 4, 110 
Leloir (lé/lwar’ ), Alexandre Louis 
The wandering minstrel, 4, 324 
Leutze (loit’sé), Emanuel 
Westward Ho!, 9, 247 
Leyendecker (14’én dék-ér), J. C. 
Cuchulain in battle, 5, facing 296 
Lins (linz or lénz) 
The village choir, 4, 37 
Maes or Maas (mis), Nicholaas 
The blessing, or the never ending prayer, 4, facing 
122; The boy falconer, 4, 51; Young girl paring 
apples, 4, 62 
Maillart (mi’yar’), D. 
Joan of Arc listening to the voices, 9, 105; The bard, 
8, 239 
Moreelse (m6’ré’élz’), Paulus 
A little princess in her court dress, 9, 88 
Marr (mar), Carl 
Gossip, 4, 44 
Martin (mar’tin), Homer D. 
The harp of the winds, 4, 147 
Mauve (mov), Anton 
Spring, 4, 137 
Melchers (mél’kérz), Gari 
Madonna, 4, 83 
Mercié (mér’sya’), Antonin 
Memory, 4, 160 
Michaelangelo (mi kél &n’jé 16) 
Moses, 4, 151; The Delphic Sybil, 4, 91 
Millais (mi 1a’), Sir John 
The boyhood of Sir Walter Raleigh, 4, 18; The 
princes in the tower, 4, 69 
Millet (mé/lé’), Jean Francois 
A shepherdess, 4, 139; Carrying home the calf, 
4, 132; Feeding her birds, 4, 61; Going to work, 
4, facing 132; The Angelus, 4, 32; The gleaners, 
4, 6; The rainbow, 4, 22 
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Moore (moor), H. 
Ferdinand De Soto, 8, facing 184; Sir Walter 
Raleigh and Queen Elizabeth, 9, frontispiece 
Morgan (mor’gdn), Fred 
Mischief, 1, 295 
Murillo (mii ril’6), Bartolome ; 
A Spanish flower girl, 4, 49; The children of the 
shell, 4, 43; The melon eaters, 4, 49 

Murphy (mtr’fi), W. D. 

George Dewey, 9, 273 
Neal (nél), David 

Cromwell’s visit to Milton, 9, 83 
Nicol (nik’iil), Erskine 

The bread-winner, 4, 17 
Nourse (noors), Elizabeth 

Mother and children, 4, 82 
Olinsky (6 lin’ski), Ivan G. 

Adoration, 4, 107 
Orr (6r), Monroe 8S. 

A Viking returning from the chase, 8, 302; Carrying 
Prince Hakon in his arms, 8, 304; The father 
tests his three sons; new lamps for old, 5, facing 
4; They came to anchor and went ashore, 8,168 

Parrish (pir’ish), Maxfield 

A call to joy, 5, 376; Pueblo dwellings, 8, facing 84; 
The Grand Cafion of the Colorado, 7, facing 224; 
The lonesome princess, 2, facing 198 

Partridge (pir’trij), John 
Queen Victoria as a young woman, 9, 115 
Patterson (pit’ér-stin), Malcolm 

Grethel and the witch, 3, facing 32; The brothers 

rode through the citv. 5. facing 26 
Perkins (ptr’kinz), Lucy Fitch 

The queen of Spring, 7, 149; The queen of the Fall, 
7, 163; The Summer queen, 7, 159; The Winter 
queen, 7, 165 

Peyre (pdr), Raphael C. 
A soldier of America, 4, 154 
Pils (pel), J. A. A. 
The story of ‘“The Marseillaise,”’ 4, 328 
Poynter (poin’tér), E. J. 
Atalanta’s race, 4, 38 
Price (pris), Norman 

Down the hill we fly!, 7, facing 240; Santa Claus 

preparing for his annual visit, 1, facing 268 
Pyle (pil), Howard 

Drilling recruits for the Continental Army, 9, 125; 

The deacon’s one hoss shay, 5, 373 
Rackham (rik’ém), Arthur 

At King Arthur’s banquet board, 5, 289; Pan and 
his pipes, 3, 349; Pegasus arrives, 3, 361; 
Siegfried slaying the dragon, 8, 311; The combat 
between Cuchulain and Ferdia, 5, 301; The 
jousting of Galahad, 5, 291; The old woman in 
the basket, 1, 27 
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Raphael (rXf/A-81) 
Joanna of Aragon, 4, frontispiece; The Madonna 
of the chair, 4, 16 
Réalier-Dumas (ré’al’/ya’dii’ma’), M. 
Napoleon at Brienne, 9, 85 
Reid (réd), Robert 
The Boston tea party, 9, 122 
Rembrandt (rém/brint) 
The cloth merchants, 4, 27 
Renouf (ré noof’), Emile 
The helping hand, 4, 33 
Reynolds (rén‘i#ilz), Sir Joshua 
Angel’s head, 4, 86; The strawberry girl, 4, 59 
Rhomberg (rém-bérx’), Hanno 
Children and puppies, 4, 122 
Riviére (ré’vy4r’), Briton 
In Manus Tuas Domine, 5, 295 
Robbia (dél’lé réb’bya), Andrea Della 
Madonna and Baby Jesus, 4, 158; The adoration 
of the Child Jesus, 4, 161 
Robinson (réb/in-siin), T. M. 
Robin Hood in an encounter, 8, facing 283 
Robinson (rdb’in-stin), W. Heath 
Dorigen, 5, facing 156; From far and wide did the 
Greek hosts gather, 8, facing 352; Griselda, 5, 
facing 164 
Romney (riim/ni), George 
At the spinet, 4, 57 
Ronner (rén’ér), Henrietta 
How comical, 4, 9 
Rossetti (rd-sét’é), Dante Gabriel 
The loving cup, 4, 106 
Rountree (roun’tré), Harry 
It was a large white bird, 3, facing 112; The prince 
starts homeward with his treasure, 3, facing 12; 
The rabbit and the mad hatter, 5, facing 112; 
Walking the plank, 1, facing 288 
Rubens (r00/bénz), Peter Paul 
Rubens’ two sons, 4, 53 
Sargent (sir’jént), John S. 
Carnation lily, lily rose, 4, 14 
Schenck (shénk), August F. A. 
Lost, 4, 21 
Schrader (shra’dér), J. 
Elizabeth signing the death warrant of Mary, 
Queen of Scots, 9, 99 
Sharp (sharp), J. H. 
Flute player, 3, 274 
Shrader (shra’dér), R. 
Champlain, 8, facing 204; Father Marquette, 8, 
facing 208; Henry Hudson, 8, facing 196; 
King Montezuma, 8, facing 180 
Simmons (sim/’tinz), Edward 
Return of the battle flags, 9, 255 
Skelton (skél’tdn), J. R. 
Beowulf raised his mighty shield, 8, facing 277; 
He set sail for Daneland, 8, facing 272 
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Solomon (sél’6-miin), W. E. Gladstone 

Theseus returning to Ariadne, 8, 258 

Sorolla (sé rél’ya), Joaquin y Bastida 
Beaching tke boat; Valencia, 4, 19 
Stevens (sté’vénz), Edouard Joseph 
Surprise, 4, 8 
Stokes (stdks), Marianne 
St. Elizabeth, 4, facing 104 
Stuart (sti’ért), Gilbert 
Dolly Madison, 9, 236 
Taylor (ta/lér), Will L. 
The children’s hour, 2, 181 
Thumann (t00’m6n’), Paul 
A Grecian potter, 4, 323 
Trumbull (triim’bil), John 
Signing of the Declaration of Independence, 9, 192 
Turner (tfir’nér), Charles Yardley 
Treating with the Indians, 9, 234 
Turner (tfr’nér), J. M. W. 

The fighting Téméraire, 4, facing 88; Ulysses 

deriding Polyphemus, 4, facing 96 
Van Dyck (van dik’), Sir Anthony 

Madonna and Child with donors, 4, facing 80; 
Prince Charles of England, afterwards King 
Charles II, 4, 95; William II of Orange, 4, 94; 
William II of Orange, and Mary Stuart, 4, 
facing 128 

Vecchio (vék’é-d), Palma 

St. Barbara, 4, 88 
Vedder (véd’ér), Elihu 

Listening to the Sphinx, 4, 109 
Velasquez (va-lis’kath) 

A Spanish boy, 4, 65; Don Balthazar Carlos, 4, 63; 
Don Balthazar Carlos, (detail), 4, 64; Don Carlos 
Balthazar, Infante of Spain, 4, 938; The maids 
of honor, 4, 26 

Verrocchio (dél vér-rék’ky6), Andrea del 
Bartolommeo Colleoni, 4, 155 
da Vinci (d& vén’ché), Leonardo 

The Madonna of the rocks, 4, 79 
Vischer (fish’ér), Peter 

Statue of King Arthur, 5, 288 
Vos (dé vos’), Cornelis de 

The daughters of the artist, 4, 40 
Walker (wék’ér), Nellie Verne 

Her son, 4, 159 
Walker (w6k’ér), Horatio 

Ploughing in Acadia, 4, 143 
Walter (wdél’tér), Otto 

Happy family, 4, 28 
Watts (wots), George I'rederick 

Hope, 4, 31; The rider on the white horse, 4, 113; 

Una and the,Red Cross Knight, 5, 124 
West (wést), Benjamin 
Death of General Wolfe at Quebec, 1759, 9, 175 
Wheelan (hwél’én), Albertine Randall 
The coming of the King, 2, 207 
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Whistler (hwis’lér), James Abbott McNeill Williamson (wil’yim-siin), J. 
Portrait of his mother, 4, facing 124; Thomas Oliver Twist asks for more, 5, facing 168 
Carlyle, 4, 124 Yaffee (ya’fa), Edith W. 
Whitney (hwit’ni), Isabel The fair maiden with golden hair, 3, facing 24; 


In gardens when the eve is cool, 5, 328 The sleeping beauty, 3, facing 56 
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